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ORIGINAL   PREFACE. 

THE  AUTHOR  TO  THE  READER. 

It  seems  a  foolisli  thing  to  send  into  the  world  a 
book  requiring  a  preface  of  apologies;  and  yet 
more  absurd  to  presume  that  any  deprecation  on 
the  part  of  the  author  could  posably  win  indul- 
gence for  what  should  be  in  itself  worthless. 

For  this  reason,  and  with  a  very  deep  feeling  of 
the  kindness  I  have  already  experienced  from  the 
public,  I  should  now  abandon  these  little  volumes 
to  their  destiny  without  one  word  of  preface  or  re- 
mark, but  that  a  certain  portion  of  their  contents 
seems  to  require  a  little  explanation. 

It  was  the  wish  and  request  of  my  friends,  many 
months  ago,  that  I  should  collect  various  literary 
trifles  which  were  scattered  about  in  print  or  man- 
uscript, and  allow  them  to  be  published  together. 
My  departure  for  the  Continent  set.  aside  this  in- 
tention for  the  time.  I  had  other  and  particular 
objects  in  view,  which  still  keep  full  possession  of 
my  mind,  and  which  have  been  suspended  not 
without  reluctance,  in  order  to  prepare  these  vol- 
umes for  the  press : — neither  had  I,  while  travelling 
in  Germany,  the  slightest  idea  of  writing  any  thing 
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of  that  country :  so  far  from  it,  that  except  during 
the  last  few  weeks  at  Munich,  I  kept  no  regular 
notes ;  but  finding,  on  my  return  to  England,  that 
many  particulars  wHIch  had  strongly  excited  my 
interest  with  regard  to  the  relative  state  of  art  and 
social  existence  in  the  two  countries  appeared  new 
to  those  with  whom  I  conversed, — after  some  hesi- 
tation, I  was  induced  to  throw  into  form  the  few 
memoranda  I  had  made  on  the  spot.  They  are 
now  given  to  the  public  in  the  first  volume  of  this 
little  collection  with  a  very  sincere  feeling  of  their 
many  imperfections,  and  much  anxiety  with  regard 
to  the  reception  they  are  likely  to  meet  with ;  yet 
in  the  earnest  hope  that  what  has  been  written  in 
perfect  simplicity  of  heart,  may  be  perused  both 
by  my  English  and  German  friends,  particularly 
the  artists,  with  indulgence ;  that  those  who  read 
and  doubt  may  be  awakened  to  inquiry,  and  those 
who  read  and  believe  may  be  led  to  reflection  ;  and 
that  those  who  differ  from,  and  those  who  agree 
with,  the  writer,  may  both  find  some  interest  and 
amusement  in  the  literal  tri^th  of  the  facts  and  im- 
pressions she  has  ventured  to  record. 

It  was  difficult  to  give  sketches  of  art,  literature, 
and  character,  without  making  now  and  then  some 
personal  allusions ;  but  though  I  have  often  sketched 
fi^m  the  life,  I  have  adhered  throughout  to  thb 
principle — never  to  give  publicity  to  any  name  not 
already  before  the  public,  and  in  a  manner  public 
property. 
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While  writing  this  preface,  I  learn  that  the  sub- 
ject of  the  little  sketch  at  the  end  of  the  first  vol- 
ume is  expected  to  return  to  England  before  she 
has  finally  quitted  her  profession.  The  first  im- 
pulse was,  of  course,  to  cancel  those  pages  which 
were  written  long  ago,  and  under  a  far  difierent 
impression,  feeling  that  their  purport  might  expose 
either  the  gifted  person  alluded  to,  or  the  author  to 
misconstruction.  But  it  has  been  found  impossible 
to  do  so  without  causing  not  only  a  great  expense, 
but  also  injury  to  my  publishers,  from  the  con- 
sequent delay.  The  allusion  to  her  immediate 
retirement  from  the  stage  is  the  only  error  I  am 
aware  of;  and  that  is  only  a  truth  deferred  for  a 
short  period  :  for  the  rest — I  have  no  shield  against 
foUy  and  malignity,  neither  has  she--- 

"  Une  femme^une  fleur,  s'eflfeuUle  sans  defence.' » 

Under  all  the  circumstances  I  would  rather  the 
sketch  had  been  omitted ;  but  as  this  could  not  be 
done  except  by  an  obvious  injustice,  after  some 
struggle  with  my  own  wishes  and  feelings,  I  have 
suffered  the  whole  to  st^nd  as  originally  written  ; 
and  it  is  trusted  to  the  best  and  kindest  interpreta- 
tion of  the  public. 

A.  J, 
May,  1834. 

Note.    The  original  Edition  was  published  in  two 
tunes. 
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Medox — Alda. 

Mei>on.  And  so  we  are  to  have  no  ^^Sentimen- 
tal Travels  in  Germany*'  on  hot-pressed  paper, 
illustrated  with  views  ti^en  on  the  spot? 

AXDA.    No. 

Medon.  You  have  unloaded  Time  of  his  wallet 
only  to  deal  out  his  "  scn^  oi  things  past,"  his 
shreds  of  remembrance,  in  beggarly,  indolent  fash- 
ion, over  your  own  fireside  ?  You  are  afraid  of 
being  termed  an  egotist ;  you,  who  within  these  ten 
minutes  have^  assured  me  that  not  any  opinion  of 
any  human  being  should  prevent  you  from  doing, 
saying,  writing — ^any  thing — 

AxDA.  Finish  the  sentence — any  thing,ybr  irtUh's 
sake.  But  how  is  the  cause  of  truth  to  be  advanced 
by  the  insolent  publication  of  a  mass  of  crude 
thoughts  and  hasty  observations  picked  up  here 
and  there,  "  as  pigeons  pick  up  pease,"  and  which 
now  he  safe  within  the  clasps  of  those  little  great 
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books  ?  You  need  not  look  at  them ;  they  do  not 
contain  another  Diary  of  an  Ennuy^e,  thank  Heav- 
en !  nor  do  I  feel  much  inclined  to  play  the  Ennu- 
yeuse  in  public. 

Medon.  "  Take  any  form  but  that,  and  my  firm 
nerves  shall  never  tremble ; "  but  with  eyes  to  see, 
a  heart  to  feel,  a  mind  to  observe,  and  a  pen  to 
record  those  observations,  I  do  not  perceive  why 
you  should  not  contribute  one  drop  to  that  great 
ocean  of  thought  which  is  weltering  round  the 
world ! 

Alda.   If  I  could. 

Medon.  There  are  people,  who  when  they  trav- 
el open  their  eyes  and  their  ears,  (aye,  and  their 
mouths  to  some  purpose,)  and  shut  up  their  hearts 
and  souls.  I  have  heard  such  peftons  make  it  their 
boast,  that  they  have  returned  to  old  England  with 
all  their  old  prejudices  thick  upon  them ;  they  have 
come  back,  to  us^  their  own  phrase,  "  with  no  for- 
eign ideas-rjust  the  same  as  they  went : "  they  are 
much  to  be  congratulated  I  I  hope  you  are  not  one 
of  these  ? 

Alda.  I  hope  not;  it  is  this  cold  impervious 
pride  which  is  the  perdition  of  us  English  and  of 
England.  I  remember,  that  in  one  of  my  several 
excursions  on  the  Khine,  we  had  on  board  the 
steamboat  an  English  family  of  high  rank.  There 
was  the  lordly  papa,  plain  and  shy,  who  never 
spoke  to  any  one  except  his  own  family,  and  then 
only  in  the  lowest  whisper.  There  was  the  lady 
manmia,  so  truly  lady-like,  with  fine-cut  patrician 
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features,  and  in  her  countenance  a  kind  of  passive 
hauteur^  softened  by  an  appearance  of  suffering, 
and  ill-health.  There  were  two  daughters,  proud, 
pale,  fine-looking  girls,  dressed  a  ravir^  with  that 
indescribable  air  of  high  pretension,  so  elegantly 
impassive^-so  self-possessed — which  some  people 
call  Vair  distingue,  but  which,  as  e^dxemes  meet,  I 
would  rather  call  the  refinement  of  vulgarity — ^the 
polish  we  see  bestowed  on  debased  material — the 
plating  over  the  steel — ^the  stucco  over  the  brick- 
work! 

Medon.    Grood ;  you  can  be  severe  then  ! 

Alda.  I  spoke  generally:  bear  witness  to  the 
general  truth  of  the  picture,  for  it  will  fit  others  as 
well  as  the  personages  I  have  brought  before  you, 
who.  are,  indeed,  but  specimens  of  a  species.  This 
group,  then,  had  designedly  or  instinctively  in- 
trenched themselves  in  a  comer  to  the  right  of  the 
steersman,  within  a  fortification  of  tables  and 
benches,  so»  arranged  as  to  forbid  all  approach 
within  two  or  three  yards;  the  young  ladies  had 
each  their  sketch-book,  and  wielded  pencil  and 
Indian  rubber,  I  know  not  with  what  effect, — but 
I  know  that  I  never  saw  either  countenance  once 
relax  or  brighten  in  the  midst  of  the  divine  scenery 
through  which  we  glided.  Two  female  attendants, 
seated  on  the  outer  fortifications,  formed  a  kind  of 
piquet  guard;  and  two  footmen  at  the  other  end 
kept  watch  over  the  well-appointed  carriages,  and 
came  and  went  as  their  attendance  was  required. 
No  one  else  ventured  to  approach  this  aristocratic 
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Olympus ;  the  celestials  within  its  pre<?incts,  though 
not  exactly  seated  "  on  golden  stools  at  golden 
tables,"  like  the  divinities  in  the  song  of  the  Parc«e,f 
showed  as  supreme,  as  godlike  an  indifference  to 
the  throng  of  mortals  in  the  nether  sphere :  no 
word  was  exchanged  during  the  whole  day  with 
any  of  the  fifty  or  sixty  hmnan  beings  who  were 
round  them ;  nay,  when  ^e  rain  drove  us  down  to 
the  pavilion,  even  there,  amid  twelve  or  fourteen 
others,  they  contrived  to  keep  themselves  aloof 
from  contact,  and  conversation.  In  this  fashion 
they  probably  pursued  their  tour,  exchanging  the 
interior  of  their  travelling  carriage  for  the  interior 
of  an  hotel ;  and  every^ere  associating  only  with 
those  of  their  own  caste.  What  do  they  see  of  all 
that  is  to  be  seen  ?  What  can  they  know  of  what 
is  to  be  known  ?  What  do  they  endure  of  what  is 
to  be  endured  ?  I  can  speak  from  experience — ^I 
have  travelled  in  that  same  style.  As  they  went, 
so  they  return  ;  happily,  or  rather  pitifoUy,  uncon- 
scious of  the  narrow  circle  in  which  move  their 
factitious  enjoyments,  their  confined  experience, 
their  half-awakened  sympathies !  And  I  should  tell 
you,  that  in  the  same  steamboat  were  two  German 
girls,  under  the  care  of  an  elderly  relative,  I  think 
an  aunt,  and  a  brother,  who  was  a  celebrated  juris" 
consulte  and  judge :  their  rank  was  equal  to  that 
of  my  country-women ;  their  blood,  perhaps,  more 
purely  noble,  that  is,  dder  by  some  centuries ;  and 

*  In  Goethe-rt  Iphlgenia. 
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iheir  family  more  illustrioris,  by  God  knows  how 
many  quarterings;  moreover,  their  father  was  a 
m^oister  of  state.  Both  these  girls  were  beautiful ; 
— ?air,  and  fair-haired,  with  complexions  on  which 
"  the  rose  stood  ready  with  a  blush ; "  and  one,  the 
youngest  sister,  was  exquisitely  lovely — ^in  truth, 
she  might  have  sat  for  one  of  Guido's  angels.  They 
walked  up  and  down  the  deck,  neither  seeking  nor 
avoiding  the  proximity  of  others,  lliey  accepted 
the  telescopes  which  the  gentlemen,  particularly 
some  young  Englishmen,  pressed  on  them  when 
any  distant  or  remarkable  object  came  in  view,  and 
repaid  the  courtesy  with  a  bright  kindly  smile ; 
they  were  natural  and  easy,  and  did  not  deem  it 
necessary  to  mount  guard  over  their  own  dignity. 
Do  you  think  I  did  not  observe  and  feel  the  con- 
trast? 

Medon.  If  nations  begin  at  last  to  understand 
each  other^s  true  interests,  morally  and  politically, 
it  will  be  through  the  agency  of  gifted  men  ;  but  if 
ever  they  learn  to  love  and  sympathize  with  each 
other,  it  will  be  thij^ugh  the  medium  of  you  women. 
You  smile,  and  shake  your  head ;  but  in  spite  of  a 
late  example,  which  might  seem  to  controvert  this 
idea,  I  still  think  so :  our  prejudices  are  stronger 
and  bitterer  than  yours,  because  they  are  those 
which  perverted  reason  builds  up  on  a  foundation 
of  pride ;  but  yours,  which  are  generally  those  of 
fancy  and  association,  soon  melt  away  before  your 
own  kindly  affections.  More  mobile,  more  impres- 
sible, more   easily  yielding  to   external    circum- 
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stances,  more  easily  lending  yourselves  to  different 
manners  and  habits,  more  quick  to  perceive,  more 
gentle  to  judge ; — ^yes,  it  is  to  you  we  must  look^ 
break  down  the  outworks  of  prejudice — ^you,  the 
advanced  guard  of  humanity  and  civilization  I 

"  The  gentle  race  and  dear, 
By  whom  alone  the  world  is  glorified! " 

Every  feeling,  well  educated,  generous,  and  truly 
refined  woman  who  travels  is  as  a  dove  sent  out  on 
a  mission  of  peace ;  and  should  bring  back  at  least 
an  olive-leaf  in  her  hand,  if  she  bring  nothing  else. 
It  is  her  pa;i;  to  soften  the  intercourse  between 
rougher  and  stronger  natures ;  to  aid  in  the  inter- 
fusion of  the  gentler  sympathies ;  to  speed  the  in- 
terchange of  art  and  literature  from  pole  to  pole : 
not  \o  pervert  wit,  and  talent,  and  eloquence,  and 
abuse  the  privileges  of  her  sex,  to  sow  the  seeds  of 
hatred  where  she  might  plant  those  of  love — to  im- 
bitter  national  discord  and  aversion,  and  dissemi- 
nate individual  prejudice  and  error. 

Alda.  Thank  you  !  I  need  i)pt  say  how  entirely 
I  agree  with  you. 

Medon.  Then  tell  me,  what  have  you  brought 
home  V  if  but  an  olive-leaf,  let  us  have  it ;  come, 
unpack  your  budget  Have  you  collected  store  of 
anecdotes,  private,  literary,  scandalous,  abundantly 
interspersed  with  proper  names  of  grand-dukes  and 
little  dukes,  counts,  barons,  ministers,  poets,  authors, 
actors,  and  opera-dancers  ? 

Alda.  1! 
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Medon.  Cry  you  mercy ! — ^I  did  but  jest,  so  do 
not  look  so  indignant  I  But  have  you  then  traced 
the  cause  and  consequences  of  that  under-current 
of  opinion  which  is  slowly  btit  surely  sapping  the 
foundations  of  empires  ?  Have  you  heard  the  low 
booming  of  that  mighty  ocean  which  approaches, 
wave  after  wave,  to  break  up  the  dikes  and  boun- 
daries of  ancient  power  ? 

Alda.  I!  no;  how  should  I — skimming  over  the 
surface  of  society  with  perpetual  sunshine  and 
favoring  airs — ^how  should  I  sound  the  gulfs  and 
shoals  which  lie  below  ? 

Medon.  Have  you,  then,  analyzed  that  odd 
combination  of  poetry,  metaphysics,  and  politics, 
which,  like  the  three  primeval  colors,  tinge  in  va- 
rious tints  and  shades,  simple  and  complex,  all  liter- 
ature, morals,  art,  and  even  conversation,  through 
Germany  ? 

Alda.  No,  indeed ! 

Medon.  Have  you  decided  between  the  dif- 
ferent systems  of  Jacobi  and  Schelling? 

Alda.  You  know  I  am  a  poor  philosopher ;  but 
when  Schelling  was  introduced  to  me  at  Munich, 
I  remember  I  looked  up  at  him  with  inexpressible 
admiration,  as  one  whose  giant  arm  had  cut  through 
an  isthmus,  and  whose  giant  mind  had  new-model- 
led the  opinions  of  minds  as  gigantic  as  his  own. 

Medon.  Then  you  are  of  this  new  school,  which 
reveals  the  union  of  faith  and  philosophy  ? 

Alda.   If  I  am,  it  is  by  instinct 

Medon.   Well,  to  descend  to  your  own  peculiar 
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sphere,  have  you  satisfied  yourself  as  to  the  moral 
and  social  position  of  the  women  in  Germany  ? 

Alda.  No,  indeed  I — at  least,  not  yet 

Medon.  Have  you  examined  and  noted  down 
the  routine  of  the  domestic  education  of  their  chil- 
dren ?  (we  know  something  of  the  public  and  na- 
tional systems.)  Can  you  give  some  accurate  no- 
tion of  the  ideas  which  generally  prevail  on  this 
subject  ? 

Alda.  O  no !  you  have  mentioned  things  which 
would  require  a  life  to  study.  Merely  to  have 
thought  upon  them,  to  have  glanced  at  them,  gives 
me  no  right  to  discuss  them,  unless  I  could  bring 
my  observations  to  some  tangible  form,  and  derive 
firom  them  some  useful  result. 

MedoK.  Yet  in  this  last  journey  you  had  an 
object — a  purpose? 

Alda.  I  had — a  purpose  which  has  long  been 
revolving  in  my  mind — an  object  never  lost  sight 
of; — ^but  give  me  time ! — ^time  I 

Medon.  I  see ;  but  are  you  prepared  for  con- 
sequences ?  Can  you  task  your  sensitive  mind  to 
stand  reproach  and  ridicule  ?  Remember  your  owii 
story  of  Runckten  the  traveller,  who,  when  about 
to  commence  his  expedition  into  the  desarts  of 
Africa,  prepared  himself,  by  learning  beforehand 
to  digest  poisons ;  ,to  swallow  without  disgust  rep- 
tiles, spiders,  vermin — 

Alda.    "  Thou  hast  the  most  unsavor}-  similes !  *' 

Medon.  Take  a  proverb  then — "  Bisogna  co- 
prirsi  bene  il  viso  innanzi  di  struzzicare  il  vespaio.** 
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Alda.  I  will  not  hide  my  face ;  nor  can  I  an- 
swer you  in  this  jesting  vein,  for  to  me  it  is  a  serious 
thought  There  is  in  the  kindly  feeHngs,  the  spon- 
taneous sympathy  of  the  public  towards  me,  some- 
thing which  fills  me  with  gratitude  and  respect,  and 
tells  me  to  respect  myself;  which  I  would  not  ex- 
change for  the  greater  ^clat  which  hangs  round 
greater  names;  which  I  will  not  forfeit  by  writing 
one  line  from  an  unworthy  motive  ;  nor  flatter,  nor 
invite,  by  withholding  one  thought,  opinion,  or  sen- 
timent which  I  believe  to  be  true,  and  to  which  I 
can  put  the  seal  of  my  heart's  conviction. 

Medon.  Good  !  I  love  a  little  enthusiasm  now 
and  then;  so  like  Britomart  in  the  enchsmter's 
palace,  the  motto  is, 

"  Be  bold,  be  bold,  and  everywhere  be  bold. " 

Alda.  I  should  rather  say,  be  gentle,  be  gentle, 
everywhere  be  gentle ;  and  then  we  cannot  he  too 
hold* 

Medon.  Well,  then,  I  return  once  more  to  the 
charge.  Have  you  been  rambling  about  the  world 
for  these  six  months,  yet  learned  nothing  ? 

Alda.    On  the  contrary. 

Medon.  Then  what,  in  Heaven's  name,  liave 
you  learned  ? 

Alda.  Not  much ;  but  I  have  learned  to  sweep 
my  mind  of  some  ill-conditioned  cobwebs.  I  have 
learned"  to  consider  my  own  acquired  knowledge 

*  Oyer  another  iron  door  was  writt, 
Be  not  too  bold. 

Faert  Queen,  Book  HI.  Canto  xi. 
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but  as  a  torch  flung  into  an  abyss,  making  the 
darkness  visible,  and  showing  me  the  extent  of  my 
own  ignorance. 

Medon.  Then  give  us — give  me,  at  least — ^the 
benefit  of  your  ignorance ;  only  let  it  be  all  your 
own.  I  honor  a  profession  of  ignorance — ^if  only 
for  its  rarity — ^in  these  all-knowing  times.  Let  me 
tell  you,  the  ignorance  of  a  candid  and  not  uncul- 
tivated mind  is  better  than  the  second-hand  wisdom 
of  those  who  take  all  things  for  granted ;  who  are 
the  echoes  of  others'  opinions,  the  utterers  of  otheirs' 
words ;  who  think  they  know,  and  who  think  they 
tiiink :  I  am  sick  of  them  all.  Come,  refresh  me 
with  a  little  ignorance — and  be  serious. 

Alda.  You  make  me  smile ;  after  all,  'tis  only 
going  over  old  ground,  and  I  know  not  what  pleas- 
ure, what  interest  it  can  impart,  beyond  half  an 
hour's  amusement. 

Medon.  Sceptic !  is  that  nothing  ?  In  this  harsh, 
cold,  working-day  world,  is  half  an  hour's  amuse- 
ment nothing  ?  Old  ground ! — ^as  if  you  did  not 
know  the  pleasure  of  going  over  old  ground  with  a 
new  companion  to  refresh  half-faded  recollections 
-i-to  compare  impressions — ^to  correct  old  ideas  and 
acquire  new  ones  !  O  I  can  suck  knowledge  out 
of  ignorance,  as  a  weazel  sucks  eggs ! — Begin. 

Alda.    Where  shall  I  begin  ? 

Medon.  Where,  but  at  the  beginning !  and  then 
diverge  as  you  will.  Your  first  journey  was  one 
of  mere  amusement  ? 

Alda.   Merely,  and  it  answered  its  purpose ;  we 
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travelled  a  la  milor  Anglais — ^a  partie  carr^e — a 
barouche'  hung  on  the  most  approved  principle — 
double-cushioned — ^luxurious — arising  and  sinking 
on  its  springs  like  a  swan  on  the  wave — the  pockets 
etuffed  with  new  publications — ^maps  and  guides  ad 
infinitum;  English  servants  for  comfort,  foreign 
servants  for  use ;  a  chessboard,  backgammon  tables 
— ^in  short,  surrounded  with  all  that  could  render 
us  entirely  independent  of  the  amusements  we  had 
come  to  seek,  and  of  the  people  among  whom  we 
had  come  to  visit.* 
.   Medon.   Admirable — and  English  \ 

Alj>a.  Yes,  and  pleasant  1  thought,  not  with- 
out gratitude,  of  the  contrasts  between  present 
feelings  and  those  of  a  former  journey.  To  aban- 
don one's  self  to  the  quickening  influence  of  new 
objects  without  care  or  thought  of  to-morrow,  with 
a  mind  awake  in  all  its  strength;  with  restored 
health  and  cheerfulness;  with  sensibility  tamed, 
not  dead ;  possessing  one's  soul  in  quiet ;  not  seek- 
ing, nor  yet  shrinking  from  excitement ;  not  self- 
engrossed,  nor  yet  pining  for  sympathy  ;  was  not 
this  much  ?  Not  so  interesting,  perhaps,  as  playing 
the  ennuy^  ;  but,  oh !  you  know  not  how  sad  it  is 
to  look  upon  the  lovely  through  tearful  eyes,  and 
walk  among  the  loving  and  the  kind  wrapped  as 
in  a  death-shroud ;  to  carry  into  the  midst  of  the 
most  glorious  scenes  of  nature,  and  the  divinest 
creations  of  art,  perceptions  dimmed  and  troubled 
with  sickness  and  anguish  :  to  move  in  the  morn- 
ing with  aching  and  reluctance — ^to  faint  in  the 
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evening  with  weariness  and  pain ;  to  feel  all 
change,  all  motion,  a  torment  to  the  dying  hesui; ; 
all  rest,  all  delay,  a  burden  to  the  impatient  spirit; 
to  shiver  in  the  presence  of  joy,  like  a  ghost  in  the 
sunshine,  yet  have  no  sympathy  to  spare  for  suf- 
fering. How  could  I  remember  that  all  this  had 
been,  and  not  bless  the  miracle-worker — Time? 
And  apropos  to  the  miracles  of  time — ^I  had  on  this 
first  journey  one  source  of  amusement,  which  I  am 
sorry  I  cannot  share  with  you  at  full  length ;  it  was 
the  near  contemplation  of  a  very  Singular  character, 
of  which  I  can  only  afford  you  a  sketch.  Our 
CHEF  de  voyage,  for  so  we  chose  to  entitle  him  who 
was  the  planner  and  director  of  our  excursion,  was 
one  of  the  most  accomplished  and  most  eccentric 
of  human  beings :  even  courtesy  might  have  termed 
him  old,  at  seventy ;  but  old  age  and  he  were  many 
miles  asunder,  and  it  seemed  as  though  he  had 
made  some  compact  with  Time,  like  that  of  Faust 
with  the  devil,  and  was  not  to  surrender  to  his  in- 
evitable adversary  till  the  very  last  moment  Years 
could  not  quench  his  vivacity,  nor  "  stale  his  infinite 
variety."  He  had  been  one  of  the  prince's  wild 
companions  in  the  dap  of  Sheridan  and  Fox,  and 
could  play  alternately  blackguard  and  gentleman, 
and  both  in  perfection ;  but  the  high-bom  gentle- 
man ever  prevailed.  He  had  been  heir  to  an 
enormous  income,  most  of  which  had  slipped 
through  his  fingers  unknoumst,  as  the  Irish  say,  and 
had  stood  in  the  way  of  a  coronet,  which,  somehow 
or  other,  had  passed  over  his  head  to  light  on  that 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITERATUKE,  AND  CHARACTER.  27 

of  his  eldest  son.  He  had  lived  a  life  which  woald 
have  ruined  twenty  iron  constitutions,  and  had 
suffered  what  might  well  have  broken  twenty 
hearts  of  common  stuff;  but  his  selfoomplacency 
was  invulnerable,  his  animal  spirits  inexhaustible, 
his  activity  indefatigable.  The  eccentricities  of  this 
singular  man  have  been  matter  of  celebrity ;  but 
against  each  of  these  stories  it  would  be  easy  to  place 
some  act  of  benevolence,  some  trait  of  lofty,  gentle- 
manly feeling,  which  would  at  least  neutralize  their 
effect  He  often  told  me  that  he  had  early  in  life 
selected  three  models,  after  which  to  form  his  own 
conduct  and  character;  namely,  De  Grammont, 
Hotspur,  and  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbury ;  and  he 
certainly  did  unite,  in  a  greater  degree  than  he  knew 
himself,  the  characteristics  of  all  three.  Such  was 
our  CHEF,  and  thus  led,  thus  appointed,  away  we 
posted,  fit)m  land  to  land,  from  city  to  city — 

Medon.  Stay — stay  J  this  is  galloping  on  at  the 
rate  of  Lenora  and  her  phantom  lover — 

"  Tramp,  tramp  across  the  land  we  go, 
Splash,  splash  across  the  sea ! " 

Take  me  with  you,  and  a  little  more  leisurely. 

Alda.  I  think  Bruges  was  the  first  place  which 
interested  me,  perhaps  ftom  its  historical  associa- 
tions. Bruges,  where  monarchs  kissed  the  hand  to 
merchants,  now  emptied  of  its*  former  splendor,  re- 
minded me  of  the  improvident  steward  in  Scrip- 
ture, who  could  not  dig,  and  to  beg  was  ashamed. 
It  had  an  air  of  grave  idleness  and  threadbare 
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dignity ;  and  its  listless,  thinly  scattered  inhabitants 
looked  as  if  they  had  gone  astray  among  the  wide 
streets  and  huge  tenantless  edifices.  There  is  one 
thing  here  which  you  must  see — the  tomb  of  Charles 
the  Bold,  and  his  daughter  Mary  of  Burgundy.  The 
tomb  is  of  the  most  exquisite  workmanship,  com- 
posed of  polished  brass  and  enamelled  escutcheons ; 
and  there  the  fiery  father  and  the  gentle  daughter 
lie,  side  by  side,  in  sculptured  bronze,  equally 
still,  cold,  and  silent  I  remember  that  I  stood  long 
gazing  on  the  inscription,  which  made  me  smile, 
and  made  me  think.  There  was  no  mention  of 
defeat  and  massacre,  disgraceful  flight,  or  obscure 
death.  "  But,**  says  the  epitaph,  after  enumerating 
his  titles,  his  exploits,  and  his  virtues,  "  Fortune, 
who  had  hitherto  been  his  good  lady,  ungently 
turned  her  back  upon  him,  on  such  a  day  of  such 
a  year,  and  oppressed  him,**.— an  amusing  instance 
of  mingled  courtesy  and  nalvet^,  Ghent  was  our 
next  resting-place.  The  aspect  of  Ghent,  so  fa- 
miliarized to  us  of  late  by  our  travelled  artists, 
made  a  strong  impression  upon  me,  and  I  used  to 
walk  about  for  hours  together,  looking  at  the 
strange  picturesque  old  buildings  coeval  with  the 
Spanish  dominion,  with  their  ornamented  fronts 
and  peaked  roo^.  There  is  much  trade  here,  many 
flourishing  manufactories,  and  the  canals  and  quays 
often  exhibited  a  lively  scene  of  bustle,  of  which 
the  form,  at  least,  was  new  to  us.  The  first  ex- 
position, or  exhibition,  of  the  newly-founded  Royal' 
Academy  of  the  Netherlands  was  at  this  season 
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open.  You  will  allow  it  was  a  ftur  opportunity  of 
judging  of  the  present  state  of  painting,  in  the 
self-same  land  where  she  had  once  found,  if  not  a 
temple,  at  least  a  home. 

Medok.  And  learned  to  be  homely — ^but  the 
result  ? 

Alda.  I  can  scarcely  express  the  surprise  I  felt 
at  the  time,  though  it  has  since  diminished  on 
reflection.  All  the  attempts  at  historical  painting 
were  bad,  without  exception.  There  was  the  usual 
assortment  of  Virgins,  St  Cecilias,  Cupids  and 
Psyches,  Zephyrs  and  Floras;  but  such  incom- 
parable atrocities !  There  were  some  cabinet  pic- 
tures in  the  same  style  in  which  their  Flemish 
ancestors  excelled — such  as  small  interior  con- 
versation pieces,  battle  pieces,  and  flowers  and 
fruit ;  some  of  these  were  really  excellent,  but  the 
proportion  of  bad  to  good  was  certainly  fifty  to 
one. 

Medon.  Something  like  our  own  Boyal  Acad- 
emy. 

Alda.  No ;  because  with  much  which  was  quite 
as  bad,  quite  as  insipid,  as  coarse  in  taste,  as 
stupidly  presumptuous  in  attempt,  and  ridiculous 
in  failure,  as  ever  shocked  me  on  the  walls  of  Som- 
erset House,  ihere  was  nothing  to  be  ccwnpared  to 
the  best  pictures  I  have  seen  there.  As  I  looked 
and  listened  to  the  remarks  of  the  crowd  around 
me,  I  perceived  that  the  taste  for  art  is  even  as 
low  in  the  Netherlands  as  it  is  here  and  else- 
where. 
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Medon.  And,  surely,  not  from  the  want  of 
models,  nor  firom  the  want  of  facility  in  the  means 
of  studying  them.  You  visited,  of  course,  Schamp's 
collection  V 

Alda.  Surely;  there  were  miracles  of  art 
crowded  together  like  goods  in  a  counting-house, 
with  wondrous  economy  of  space,  and  more  Isr 
mentable  economy  of  light.  Some  were  nailed 
against  doors,  inside  smd  out,  or  suspended  from 
screens  and  window-shutters.  Here  I  saw  Rubens' 
picture  of  Father  Rutseli,  the  confessor  of  Albert 
and  Isabella :  one  of  those  heads  more  suited  to 
the  crown  than  to  the  cowl — ^grand,  sagacious,  in- 
tellectual, with  such  a  world  of  meaning  in  the  eye 
that  one  almost  shrunk  away  from  the  expression. 
Here,  too,  I  found  that  remarkable  picture  of 
Charles  the  First,  painted  by  Lely  during  the 
king's  imprisonment  at  Windsor — the  only  one  for 
which  he  sat  between  his  dethronement  and  his 
death:  he  is  still  melancholy  and  gentlemanlike, 
but  not  quite  so  dignified  as*  on  the  canvas  of 
Vandyke.  This  is  the  very  picture  that  Horace 
Walpole  mentions  as  lost  or  abstracted  from  the 
collection  at  Windsor.  How  it  came  into  Schamp's 
collection  I  could  not  learn.  A  very  small  head 
of  an  Italian  girl  by  Correggio,  or  in  his  manner, 
hung  close  beside  a  Dutch  girl  by  Mieris :  equally 
exquisite  as  paintings,  they  gave  me  an  opportunity 
of  contrasting  two  styles,  both  founded  in  nature — 
but  the  nature,  how  diflferent !  the  one  all  life,  the 
other  life  and  soul.     Schamp's  collection  is  liberally 
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open  to  the  pul)lie,  as  well  as  many  others ;  if  art- 
ists ftttl>  it  is  not  for  want  of  models. 

Medon.  Perhaps  for  want  of  patronage  ?  Yet 
I  hear  that  the  late  king  of  the  Netherlands  sent 
several  young  artists  to  Italy  at  his  own  expense, 
and  that  the  Prince  ^f  Orange  was  liberal  and 
even  munificent  in  his  purchases — ^particularly  of 
the  old  masters. 

Alda.  When  I  went  to  see  the  collection  of  the 
Prince  of  Orange  at  Brussels,  I  stepped  from  the 
room  in  which  hung  the  glorious  Vandykes,  per- 
haps unequalled  in  the  world,  into  the  adjoining 
apartment,  in  which  were  two  unfinished  portraits 
disposed  upon  easels.  They  represented  members 
of.  the  prince's  family ;  and  were  painted  by  a 
native  artist  of  fashionable  fame,  and  royally  pat- 
ronised. These  were  pointed  out  to  my  admiration 
as  universally  approved.  What  shall  I  say  of 
them  ?  Believe  me,  that  they  were  contemptible 
beyond  all  terms  of  contempt ! .  Can  you  tell  me 
why  the  Prince  of  Orange  should  have  sufficient 
taste  to  select  and  appropriate  the  finest  specimens 
of  art,  and  yet  purchase  and  patronise  the  vilest 
daubs  ever  perpetrated  by  imbecility  and  pre- 
sumption ? 

Medon.  I  know  not,  unless  -it  be  that  in  the 
former  case  he  made  use  of  others'  eyes  and  judg- 
ment, and  in  the  latter  of  his  own. 

Alda.  I  might  have  anticipated  the  answer; 
but  be  that  as  it  may,  of  all  the  galleries  I  saw  in 
the  Netherlands,  the  small  but  invaluable  collection 
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he  had  fonned  in  his  palace  pleased  me  most.  I 
remember  a  portrait  of  Sir  Thomas  More,  by^ 
Holbein.  A  female  head,  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci, 
said  to  be  one  of  the  mistresses  of  Francis  I.,  bat 
this  is  doubtful;  that  most  magnificent  group, 
Christ  delivering  the  keys  to  St  Peter,  by  Rubens, 
once  in  England ;  about  eight  or  ten  Vandykes, 
masterpieces — for  instance,  Philip  IV.  and  his  min- 
ister Olivarez;  and  a  Chevsdier  le  Roy  and  his 
wife,  all  that  you  can  imagine  of  chivalrous  dignity 
and  lady-like  grace.  But  there  was  one  picture,  a 
family  group,  by  Gonsalez,  which  struck  me  more 
than  all  the  rest  put  together.  I  had  never  seen 
any  production  of  this  painter,  whose  works  are 
scarcely  known  out  of  Spain ;  and  I  looked  upon 
this  with  equal  astonishment  and  admiration. 
There  was  also  a  small  but  most  curious  collection 
of  pictures,  of  the  ancient  Flemish  and  German 
schools,  whiieh  it  is  now  the  fashion  to  admire,  and, 
what  is  worse,  to  imitate.  The  word  fashion  does 
not  express  the  national  enthusiasm  on  this  subject 
which  prevails  in  Germany.  I  can  understand  that 
these  pictures  are  often  most  interesting  as  historic 
documents,  and  often  admirable  for  their  literal 
transcripts  of  nature  arid  expression,  but  they  can 
only  possess  comparative  excellence  and  relative 
value ;  and  where  the  feeling  of  ideal  beauty  and 
classic  grace  has  been  highly  cultivated,  the  eye 
shrinks  involuntarily  from  these  hard,  grotesque, 
and  glaring  productions  of  an  age  when  genius  was 
blindly  groping  amid  the  darkneas  of  ignorance. 
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To  confess  the  truth,  I  was  sometimes  annoyed,  and 
sc»netimes  amused,  by  the  cant  I  heard  in  Grermany 
about  those  schools  of  painting  which  preceded 
Albert  Durer.  Perhaps  I  shpuld  not  say  cant — ^it 
is  a  vile  expression;  and  in  German  aflfectation 
there  is  something  so  very  peculiar — so  poetical,  so 
—so  natural^  if  I  might  say  so,  that  I  would  give  it 
another  name  if  I  could  find  one.  In  this  worship 
of  their  old  painters  I  really  could  sympathize 
s(»netimes,  even  when  it  most  provoked  me. 
Betzsch,  whom  I  had  the  delight  of  knowing  at 
Dresden,  showed  me  a  sketch,  in  which  he  liad 
ridiculed  this  mania  with  the  most  exquisite  humor: 
it  represented  the  torso  of  an  antique  Apollo,  (em- 
blematical of  ideal  grace,)  mutilated  and  half- 
buried  in  the  earth,  and  subject  to  every  species 
of  profanation ;  it  serves  as  a  stool  for  a  German 
student,  who,  with  his  shirt  collar  turned  down, 
and  his  hair  dishevelled,  and  his  cap  stuck  on  one 
side  a  la  Bafaelle,  is  intently  copying  a  stiff,  hard, 
sour-looking  old  Madonna,  while  Ignorance  looks 
on,  gaping  with  admiration.  No  one  knows  better 
than  Retzsch  the  value  of  these  ancient  masters — 
no, one  has  a  more  genuine  feeling  for  all  that  is 
admirable  in  them ;  but  no  one  feels  more  sensibly 
the  gross  perversion  and  exaggeration  of  the  wor- 
ship paid  to  tiiem.  I  wish  he  would  publish  this 
good-humored  littie  bit  of  satire,  which  is  too  just 
and  too  graceful  to  be  called  a  caricature. 

I  must  tell  you,  however,  that  ther^e  were  two 
most  curious  pld  pictures  in  the  Orange  Gallery 
3 
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which  arrested  my  attention,  and  of  which  I  have 
retained  a  very  distinct  and  vivid  recollection ;  and 
that  is  more  than  I  can  say  of  many  better  pictures. 
They  tell,  in  a  strikipg  manner,  a  very  interesting 
story :  the  circumstances  are  said  to  have  occurred 
about  the  year  985,  but  I  cannot  say  that  they  rest 
on  any  very  credible  authority. 

Of  these  two  pictures,  each  exhibits  two  scenes. 
A  certain  nobleman,  a  favorite  of  the  Emperor 
Otho,  is  condemned  to  death  by  his  master  on  the 
false  testimony  of  the  empress,  (a  sort  of  Potiphar'^ 
wift^)  who  has  accused  him  of  having  tempted  ber 
to  break  her  marris^e  vow.  In  the  background  we 
see  the  unfortunate  man  led  to  judgment ;  he  is  in 
his  shirt,  bare-footed  and  bare-headed.  His  wife 
walks  at  his  side,  to  whom  he  appears  to  be  speak- 
ing earnestly,  and  endeavoring  to  persuade  her 
of  his  innocence.  A  friar  precedes  them,  and  a 
crowd  of  people  follow  after.  On  the  walls  of  the 
city  stand  the  emperor  and  his  wicked  empress, 
looking  down  on  the  melancholy  procession.  In 
the  foreground,  we  have  the  dead  body  of  the 
victim,  stretched  upon  the  earth,  and  the  execu- 
tioner is  in  the  act  of  delivering  the  head  to  his 
wife,  who  looks  grim  with  despjur.  The  severed 
head  and  flowing  blood  are  painted  with  such  a 
horrid  and  literal  fidelity  to  nature,  that  it  has 
been  found  advisable  to  cover  this  portion  of  the 
picture. 

In  the  foreground  of  the  second  picture,  the 
£mperor  Otho  is  represented  on  his  throne,  snis 
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rounded  by  his  counsellors  and  courtiers.  Before 
ym  kneels  the  widow  of  the  count :  she  has  the 
ghastly  head  of  her  husband  in  her  lap,  and  in  her 
left  hand  she  holds  firmly  and  unhurt  the  red-hot 
iron,  the  fiery  ordeal  by  which  she  proves  to  the 
satisfaction  of  all  present  the  innocence  of  her 
murdered  lord.  The  emperor  looks  thunderstruck ; 
the  empress  stands  convicted,  and  is  condemned  to 
death ;  and  in  the  background,  we  have  the  catas- 
trophe. She  is  bound  to  a  stake,  the  fire  is  kindled, 
and  she  suffers  the  terrible  penalty  of  her  crime. 
These  pictures,  in  subject  and  execution,  might  be 
termed  tragico-ccatico-historical ;  but  in  spite  of  the 
harshness  of  the  drawing,  and  the  thousand  defects 
of  styl^  and  taste,  they  ^  the  attention  *by  the 
vigor  of  the  coloring  and  the  expression  of  the 
heads,  many  of  which  are  evidently  from  the  life. 
The  story  is  told  in  a  very  complete  though  very 
inartificial  manner.  The  painter,  Derick  Steuer- 
bout,  was  one  of  the  very  earliest  of  the  Flemish 
masters,  and  lived  about  1468,  many  years  before 
Albert  Durer  and  Holbein.  I  have  heard  that 
tiiey  were  painted  for  the  city  of  Lorraine,  and 
until  the  invasion  of  the  French  they  remained 
undisturbed,  and  almost  unnoticed,  in  the  Hotel- 
de-ViUe. 

Medon.  Does  this  collection  of  the  Prince  of 
Orange  still  exist  at  Brussels  ? 

Alda.  I  am  told  that  it  does — ^that  the  whole 
palace,  the  fiimiture,  the  pictures,  remain  precisely 
as  the  prince  and  his  family  left  them :  that  even 
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down  to  the  princess's  work-box,  and  the  portraits 
of  her  children,  which  hang  in  her  boudoir,  nothing 
has  been  touched.  This  does  not  speak  well  for 
King  Leopold's  gallantry ;  and,  in  his  place,  I  think 
I  would  have  sent  the  private  property  of  my  rival 
a^r  him. 

Medon.  So  would  not  I,  for  this  is  not  the  age 
of  chivalry,  but  of  common  sense.  As  to  the  pic- 
tures, the  Belgians  might  plead  that  they  were  pur- 
chased with  the  public  money,  therefore  justly 
public  property.  No,  no;  he  should  not  have  a 
picture  of  them — "  If  a  Vandyke  would  save  his 
soul,  he  should  not ;  Pd  keep  thun  by  this  hand ! " 
that  is,  as  long  as  I  had  a  plausible  excuse  for  keep- 
ing them;  but  the  princess  should  have  Jjad  h4r 
work-box  and  her  children  by  the  first  courier. 
What  more  at  Brussels  ? 

Alda.  I  can  recollect  no  more.  The  weather 
was  sultry ;  we  dressed,  and  dined,  and  ate  ices, 
arid  drove  up  and  down  the  AUee  Verte,  and  saw, 
I  believe,  all  that  is  to  be  seen — churches,  palaces, 
hospitals,  and  so  forth.  We  went  from  thence  to 
Aix-la-Chapelle  and  Spa.  As  it  was  the  height 
of  the  season,  and  both  places  were  crowded  with 
gay  invalids,  perhaps  I  ought  to  have  been  very 
much  amused,  but  I  confess  I  was  ennuyde  to 
death. 

Medon.  This  I  can  hardly  conceive ;  for  though 
there  might  have  been  little  to  amuse  one  of  your 
turn  of  mind,  there  should  haye  beesi  much  to 
observe. 
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Alda.  There  might  have  been  matter  for  ob- 
-servation,  or  ridicule,  or  reflection  at  the  moment, 
but  nothing  that  I  remember  with  pleasure.  Spa 
I  disliked  particularly.  I  believe  I  am  not  in  my- 
nature  cold  or  stern ;  but  there  was  something  in 
the  shallow,  tawdry,  vicious  gayety  of  this  place 
which  disgusted  me.  In  all  watering-places  ex- 
tremes meet;  sickness  and  suffering,  youth  and 
dissipation,  beggary  and  nches,  collect  together ; 
but  Spa  being  a  very  small  town,  a  mere  village, 
the  approximation  is  brought  immediately  under 
the  eye  at  every  hour,  every  moment;  and  the 
beauty  of  the  scenery  around  only  rendered  it 
more  disagreeable :  to  me,  even  the  hill  of  Annette 
and  Lubin  was  polluted.  Our  Chef  de  voyage, 
who  had  visited  Spa  fifty  years  before,  when  on  his 
grand  tour,  walked  about  with  great  complacency, 
recalling  his  youthful  pleasures,  and  the  days  when 
he  used  to  gallant  his  beautiful  cousin,  the  Duchess 
of  Rutland,  of  divine  memory.  While  the  rest  of 
the  party  were  amused,  I  fell  into  my  old  habit  of 
thinking  and  observing,  and  my  contemplations 
were  not  agreeable.  But,  instead  of  dealing  in 
these  general  remarks,  I  will  sketch  you  one  or  two 
pictures  which  have  dwelt  upon  my  memory.  We 
had  a  well-dressed  laquais-de-place,  whose  honesty 
and  good-humor  rendered  him  an  especial  favor- 
ite. His  wife  being  ill,  1  went  to  see  her ;  to  my 
great  surprise  he  conducted  me  to  a  little  mud 
hovel,  worse  than  the  worst  Irish  cabin  I  ever  heard 
described,  where  his  wife  lay  stretched  upon  some 
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straw,  covered  with  a  rug,  and  a  little  neglect^ed 
ragged  child  was  crawling  about  the  floor,  and 
about  her  bed.  It  seems,  then,  that  this  poor  man, 
who  every  day  waited  at  our  luxurious  table,  dressed 
in  smiles,  and  must  habitually  have  witnessed  the 
wasteful  expenditure  of  the  rich,  reamed  every 
night  to  his  miserable  home,  ii'  home  it  could  be 
called,  to  feel  the  stings  of  want  with  double  bitter- 
ness. He  told  me  that  he  and  his  wife  lived  the 
greater  part  of  the  year  upon  water-gruel,  and  that 
the  row  of  wretched  cabins  of  which  his  own 
formed  one  was  inhabited  by  those  who,  like  him- 
self, were  dependent  upon  the  rich,  extravagant, 
and  dissipated  strangers  for  the  little  pittance  which 
was  to  support  them  for  a  twelvemonth.  Was  not 
this  a  fearful  contrast  ?  I  should  tell  you  that  the 
benevolence  of  our  Chef  rendered  this  poor  couple 
independent  of  dhange  or  chance  for  the  next  year. 
My  other  picture  is  in  a  different  style.  *  You  know 
that  at  Spa  the  theatre  immediateiy  joins  the  ball- 
room. As  soon  as  the  performances  are  over,  the 
parterre  is  laid  down  with  boards,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  metamorphdsed  into  a  gambling  saloon* 
One  night  curiosity  led  me  to  be  a  spectator  at 
one  of  the  rouge  et  noir  tables.     While  I  was  there, 

a  Flemish  lady  of  rank,  the  Baroness  B ,  came 

in,  hanging  on  the  arm  of  a  gentleman ;  she  was 
not  young,  but  still  handsome.  I  had  often  met 
her  in  our  walks,  and  had  been  struck  by  her  fine 
eyes,  and  the  amiable  expression  of  her  counte- 
nance.   After  one  or  two  turns  up  and  down  the 
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room,  laughing  and  talking,  she  carelessly,  and  as 
if  from  a  sudden  thought,  seated  herself  at  the 
table.  By  degrees  she  became  interested  in  the 
game,  her  stakes  became  deeper,  her  countenance 
became  agitateid,  and  her  brow  clouded.  I  left  her 
pla3ring.  The  next  evening  when  I  entered,  I  found 
her  already  seated  at  the  table,  as  indeed  I  liad 
anticipated.  I  watched  her  for  some  time  with  a 
painful  interest.  It  was  evident  that  she  was  not 
an  habitual  gambler,  like  several  others  at  the  same 
table,  whose  hard  impassive  features  never  varied 
with  the  variations  of  the  game.  There  was  one 
little  old  withered  skeleton  of  a  woman,  like  a 
death's  head  in  artificial  flowers,  who  stretched  out 
her  harpy  claws  upon  the  rouleaus  of  gold  and 
alver  without  moving  a  muscle  or  a  wrinkle  of  her 
face, — with  hardly  an  additional  twinkle  in  her  dull 
gray  eye.  Not  so  my  poor  baroness,  who  became 
every  moment  more  agitated  and  more  eager :  her 
eyes  sparkled  with  an  unnatural  keenness,  her 
teeth  became  set,  and  her  lips,  drawn  away  from 
them,  wore,  instead  of  the  sweet  smile  which  had 
at  first  attracted, my  attention,  a  grin  of  despera- 
tion. Gradually,  as  I  looked  at  her,  her  counte- 
nance assumed  so  hideous  and,  I  may  add,  so  vile 
an  expression,  that  I  could  no  longer  endure  the 
spectacle.  I  hastened  from  the  room — ^more  moved, 
more  shocked  than  I  can  express  ;  and  often,  since 
that  time,  her  face  has  risen  upon  my  day  and 
night  dreams  like  a  horrid  supernatural  mask.  Her 
husband,  for  this  wretched  woman  was  a  wife  and 
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a  mother,  cam^  to  meet  her  a  few  days  afterward, 
and  accompany  her  home  ;  but  I  heard  that  in  the 
interval  she  had  attempted  seIf-<lestruotion,  and 
failed. 

Medon.  The  case  is  but  too  comilion ;  and  evea 
you,  who  are  always  seeking  reasons  and  excuses 
for  the  delinquencies  of  your  sex,  would  hardly 
find  them  here. 

Alda.  And  unless  I  could  know  what  were  th^ 
previous  habits  and  education  of  the  victim,  through 
what  influences,  blest  or  unblest,  her  mind  ha4 
been  trained,  her  moral  existence  built  up — should 
I  condemn  ?  Who  had  taught  this  woman  sel^. 
knowledge  ?— who  had  instructed  her  in  the  ele^ 
ments  of  her  own  being,  and  guarded  her  against 
her  own  excitable  temperament? — what  friendly 
voice  had  warned  her  ignorance? — ^what  secret 
burden  of  misery — what  joyless  emptiness  of  heart 
— what  fever  of  the  nerves — what  weariness  of 
spirit — what  "  thankless  husband  or  faithless  lover 't 
had  driven  her  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice  ?  In 
this  particular  case  I  know  that  the  husband  bore 
the  character  of  being  both  negligent  and  dissi- 
pated ;  and  where  was  Ac, — what  were  his  haunts 
and  his  amusements,  while  his  wife  staked  with  her 
gold  her  honor,  her  reason,  and  her  life  ?  Tell  me 
all  this  before  we  dare  to  pass  judgment.  0  it  is 
easy  to  compute  what  is  done !  and  yet,  who  but, 
the  Being  above  us  all  can  know  what  is  resisted  ? , 

Medon.  You  would  plead  then  for  a  female 
gambler  ? 
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Alda.  Why  do  yxm  lay  such  an  emphasis  upon 
female  gambler?  In  what  respect  is  a  female 
^rambler  worse  than  one  of  your  sex  ?  The  case 
is  more  pitiable — ^more  rare — ^therefore,  perhaps, 
more  shocking ;  but  why  more  hateful  ? 

Medon.  You  pose  me. 

Alda.  Then  I  will  leave  you  to  think ;  or  shall 
I  go  on  ?  for  at  this  rate  we  shall  never  arrive  at 
the  end  of  our  journey.  I  was  at  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
was  I  not  ?  Well,  I  spare  you  the  relics  of  Charle- 
m»gne,  and  if  you  have  any  dear  or  splendid  as- 
sociations with  that  great  name,  spare  your  imagina- 
tion the  shock  it  may  receive  in  the  cathedral  at 
Aix,  and  leave  "Yarrow  unvisited."*  Luckily 
the  theatre  at  Aix  is  beautiful,  and  there  was  a  fine 
opera,  and  a  very  perfect  orchestra ;  the  singers 
tolerable.  It  was  here  I  first  heard  the  Don  Juan 
and  the  Freyschutz  performed  in  the  German 
fskshion,  and  with  German  words.  The  Freyschutz 
gave  me  unmixed  pleasure.  In  the  Don  Juan  I 
missed  the  recitative,  and  the  sofl  Italian  flow  of 
syllables,  from  which  the  music  had  been  divorced ; 
so  that  the  ear,  long  habituated  to  that  marriage  of 
sweet  sounds,  was  disappointed ;  but  to  listen  with- 
out pleasure  and  excitement  was  impossible.  I 
remember  that  on  looking  round,  afler  Donna 
Anna's  song,  I  was  surprised  to  see  our  Chef  de 
Vdyage  bathed  in  tears ;  but,  no  whit  disconcerted, 
he  merely  wiped  them  away,  saying,  with  a  smile, 


*  See  Wordsworth's  Poems. 
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"  It  is  the  very  prettiest,  softest  thing  t&  cry  to 
one's  self  !**  Afterwards,  when  we  were  in  ike  eal^ 
riage,  he  expressed  his  surprise  that  any  man  should 
be  ashamed  of  tears.  "  For  my  own  part,"  he 
added,  "when  I  wish  to  enjoy  the  very  high* 
sublime  of  luxury,  I  dine  alone,  order  a  mutton 
cutlet,  cuke  d  point,  with  a  bottle  of  Burgundy 
on  one  side,  and  Ovid's  epistle  of  Penelope  to 
Ulysses  on  the  other ;  and  so  I  read,  and  eat,  and 
cry  to  myself."  And  then  he  repeated  with  en- 
thusiasm— 

"Hanc  tua  Penelope  leHto  tibi  mittit  Ulysse: 
Kil  mihi  rescribas  attamen  ipse  veni;" 

his  eyes  glistening  as  he  recited  the  lines ;  he  made 
me  feel  their  beauty  without  understanding  a  word 
of  their  sense.  "  Strangest  and  happiest  of  men ! " 
I  thought,  as  I  looked  at  him,  "  that  after  living 
seventy  years  in  this  world,  can  still  have  tears  to 
spare  for  the  sorrows  of  Penelope!"  Well  oui? 
next  resting-place  was  Cologne. 

Medon.  You  pause:  you  have  nothing  to  say 
of  Cologne  ?  No  English  traveller,  except  your 
professed  tourists  and  guide-book  makers,  ever  has ; 
of  the  crowds  who  pass  through  the  place,  on  their 
way  up  or  down  the  Rhine,  how  few  spend  more 
than  a  night  or  a  day  there  !  their  walk  is  between 
the  Rheinberg  and  the  cathedral ;  they  look,  per- 
haps, with  a  sneering  curiosity  at  the  shrine  of  the 
Three  Kings ;  cut  the  usual  jests  on  the  Leda  and 


d  by  Google 


LITERATURE,   AND  CHARACTER.  48 

the  Capid  and  Psyche ;  *  glance  at  the  St  Peter 
of  Rubens ;  lounge  on  the  bridge  6f  boats ;  stock 
themselves  with  Eau  de  Cologne ;  and  then  away  1 
And  yet  this  strange  old  city,  which  a  bigoted 
priesthood,  a  jealous  magistracy,  and  a  variety  of 
historical  causes  have  so  long  kept  isolated  in  the 
midst  of  Europe,  with  its  Roman  origin,  its  clas- 
sical associations,  the  wild  gothic  superstitions  of 
which  it  has  been  the  theatre,  its  legion  of  martyrs, 
its  three  kings  and  eleven  thousand  virgins,  and 
the  peculiar  manners  and  physiognomy  of  the 
people,  strangely  take  the  fancy.  What  has  be- 
come of  its  three  hundred  and  fifty  churches,  and 
its  thirty  thousand  beggars  ? — Thirty  thousand  beg- 
gars !  Waa  thfere  ever  such  a  splendid  establish- 
ment of  licensed  laziness  and  consecrated  rags  and 
wallets !  What  a  magnificent  idea  does  it  give  one 
of  the  inexhaustible  charity  and  the  incalculable 
riches  of  the  inhabitants  !  But  the  French  came 
with  their  besom  of  purification  and  destruction ; 
and  lo !  the  churches  were  turned  into  arsenals,  the 
convents  into  barracks ;  and  from  its  old-accustom- 
ed haunts,  "  the  genius  of  beggary  was  with  sighing 
sent"  I  really  believe,  that  were  I  again  to  visit 
Cologne,  I  would  not  be  content  with  a  mere 
superficial  glance,  as  heretofore. 

Alda.  And  you  would  do  well.  To  confess  the 
truth,  our  first  impressions  of  the  place  were  ex- 
ceedingly disagreeable ;  it  appeared  a  huge,  ramb- 

*  Two  celebrated  antique  gems  which  adorn  the  relics  of  the 
Throe  Kings. 
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ling,  gloomy  old  city,  whose  endless  narrow  dirty 
streets,  and  dull  dingy-looking  edifices,  were  any- 
thing but  inviting.  Nor  on  a  second  and  a  third 
visit  were  we  tempted  to  prolong  our  stay.  Yet 
Cologne  has  since  become  most  interesting  to  me 
from  a  friendship  I  formed  with  a  Colon ese,  a  de- 
scendant of  one  of  the  oldest  patrician  families  of 
the  place.  How  she  loved  her  old  city ! — how  she 
worshipped  every  relic  with  the  most  poetical,  if 
not  the  most  pious,  veneration ! — ^how  she  looked 
down  upon  Berlin  with  scorn,  as  an  upstart  city, 
"^Mfie  ville^  ma  ehere,  qui  n'a  nihistoire  ni  antiquite/' 
The  cathedral  she  used  to  call  "  mon  Berceau" and 
>the  three  kings  "mc5  trois  peres"  Her  profound 
knowledge  of  general  history,  her  riiinute  acquaint- 
ance with  the  local  antiquities,  the  peculiar  customs, 
the  wild  legends,  the  solemn  superstitions  of  her 
birthplace,  added  to  the  most  lively  imagination 
and  admirable  descriptive  powers,  were  to  me  an 
inexhaustible  source  of  delight  and  information. 
It  appears  that  the  people  of  Cologne  have  a 
distinct  character,  but  littie  modified  by  intercourse 
with  the  surrounding  country,  and  preserved  by 
continual  intermarriages  among  themselves.  They 
have  a  dialect,  and  songs,  and  ballads,  and  music, 
peculiar  to  their  city ;  and  are  remarkable  for  an 
original  vein  of  racy  humor,  a  Vengeful  spirit,  ati 
exceeding  superstition,  a  blind  attachment  to  their 
native  customs,  a  very  decided  contempt  for  other 
people,  and  a  surpassing  hatred  of  all  innovations. 
They  never  admitted  the  jurisdiction  of  the  electors 
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of  Cologne,  and,  although  the  most  bigoted  people 
in  the  world,  were  generally  at  war  with  their  arch- 
bishops. Even  Napoleon  could  not  make  them 
conformable.  The  city  is  now  attached  to  Prussia, 
but  still  retains  most  of  its  ancient  privileges,  and 
all  its  ancient  spirit  of  insubordination  and  inde- 
p.endence.  When,  in  1828,  the  King  of  Prussia 
wi3hed  to  force  upon  them  an  unpopular  magistrate, 
tlje  whole  city  rose,  and  obliged  the  obnoxious  pres- 
ident to  resign ;  the  government,  armed  with  all 
its  legal  and  military  terrors,  could  do  nothing 
against  the  determined  spirit  of  this  half-civilized, 
fearless,  reckless,  yet  merry,  good-humored  popu- 
lace. A  history  of  this  grotesque  revolution,  which 
had  the  same  duration  as  the  celebrated  trois  Jours 
de  PariSy  and  exhibited  in  its  progress  and  issue 
some  of  the  most  striking,  most  characteristic,  most 
farcical  scenes  you  can  imagine,  were  worthy  of  a 
Colonese  Walter  Scott.  How  I  wish  I  could  give 
you.  some  of  my  friend's  rich  graphic  sketches  and 
humorous  pictures  of  popular  manner !  but  I  feel 
that  their  peculiar  spirit  would  evaporate  in  my 
hands.  The  event  is  celebrated  in  their  local  hivS- 
tory  as  "  la  Revolution  du  Carnaval ;"  and  this  re- 
minds me  of  another  peculiarity  of  Cologne.  The 
Qarnival  is  still  celebrated  there  with  a  degree  of 
splendor  and  fantastic  humor  exceeding  even  the 
festivities  of  Rome  and  Naples  in  the  present  day ; 
l^ut  as  the  season  of  the  carnival  is  not  the  season 
for  flight  with  our  English  birds  of  passage,  few 
have  ever  witnessed  these  extraordinary  saturnalia. 
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Such  is  the  general  ignorance  or  indifference  re- 
lative to  Cologne,  that  I  met  the  other  day  with  a 
very  accomplished  man,  and  a  lover  of  art,  who 
had  frequently  visited  the  place,  and  yet  he  had 
never  seen  the  Medusa. 

Medon.  Nor  I,  by  this  good  light ! — I  never 
even  heard  of  it! 

Alda.  And  how  shall  I  attempt  to  describe  it? 
Unless  I  had  the  "large  utterance  of  the  early 
gods,"  or  could  pour  forth  a  string  of  Greek  or 
German  compounds,  I  know  not  in  what  words  I 
could  do  justice  to  the  effect  it  produced  upon  me. 
This  wondrous  mask  measures  about  two  feet  and 
a  half  in  height ;  *  the  colossal  features  and,  I  may 
add,  the  colossal  expression, — grand  without  exag- 
geration— so  awfully  vast,  and  yet  so  gloriously 
beautiful ;  the  full  rich  lips  curled  with  disdain — 
the  mighty  wings  overshadowing  the  knit  and  tor- 
tured brow — the  madness  in  the  large  dilated  eyes 
— the  wreathing  and  recoiling  snakes, — came  upon 
me  like  something  supernatural,  and  impressed  me 
at  once  with  astonishment,  horror,  and  admiration. 
I  was  quite  unprepared  for  what  I  beheld.  As  1 
stood  before  it  my  mind  seemed  to  elevate  and  en- 
large itself  to  admit  this  new  vision  of  grandeur. 
Nothing  but  the  two  Fates  in  the  Elgin  marbles, 
and  the  Torso  of  the  Vatican,  ever  affected  me 
with  the  same  inexpressible  sense  of  the  sublime ; 
and  this  is  not  a  fragment  of  some  grand  mystery, 

*  It  is  nearly  twice  the  size  of  the  fomous  and  well-known  Me- 
dusa Rondanini,  now  in  the  Glyptothek  at  Munich. 


d  by  Google 


LITERATURE,  ANU   CHARACTER.  47 

of  which  the  remainder  has  been  *^  to  night  and 
chaos  hurled ; "  it  is  entire,  in  admirable  preserva- 
ti<Mi,  and  the  workmanship  as  perfect  as  the  con- 
ception is  piagnificent.  I  know  not  if  it  would  have 
affected  another  in  the  same  manner.  For  me,  the 
ghastiy  allegory  of  the  Medusa  has  a  peculiar  fasci- 
nation. I  confess  that  I  have  never  wholly  under- 
stood it,  nor  have  any  of  the  usual  explanations 
satisfied  me ;  it  appears  to  me  that  the  Greeks,  in 
thus  blending  the  extremes  of  loveliness  and  terror, 
had  a  meaning,  a  purpose,  more  than  is  dreamt  of 
by  our  philosophy. 

Medon.  But  how  came  this  wonderful  relic  to 
Cologne,  of  all  places  in  the  world  ? 

Alda.  It  stopped  there  on  its  road  to  Eng^ 
land. 

Medon. •  By  what  perverse  destiny? — was  it 
avarice  on  our  part,  or  force  or  fraud  on  that  of 
others? 

Alda.  It  was,  as  Desdemona  says,  "  our 
wretched  fortune  :  "  but  the  stwy,  with  all  its  cir- 
cumstances, does  so  much  honor  to  human  nature, 
that  it  has  half-reconciled  me  to  our  loss.  You 
must  have  heard  of  Professor  Wallraf  of  Cologne, 
one  of  the  canons  of  the  cathedral,  who,  with  his 
professorship  and  his  canonship  together,  may  have 
possessed  from  five  to  seven  hundred  francs  a  year. 
He  was  one  of  those  wonderful  and  universal 
scholars  of  whom  we  read  in  former  times — men 
who  concentrated  all  their  powers,  and  passions, 
and  intellectual  faculties  in  the  acquirement  and 
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advancement  of  knowledge,  without  any  selfish  aim 
or  object,  and  from  the  mere  abstract  love  of 
science.  Early  in  life,  this  man  formed  the  resolu- 
tion to  remove  from  his  native  city  the  reproach  of 
self-satisfied  ignorance  and  monastic  prejudices 
which  had  hitherto  characterized  it;  and  in  the 
course  of  a  long  existence  of  labor  and  privation, 
as  professor  and  teacher,  he  contrived  to  collect 
together  books,  manuscripts,  pictures,  gems,  works 
of  art,  and  objects  of  natural  history,  to  an  inor 
mense  amount  In  the  year  1818,  on  recovering 
from  a  dangerous  illness,  he  presented  his  whole 
collection  to  his  native  city ;  and  the  magistracy,  in 
return,  bestowed  on  him  a  pension  of  three  thou- 
sand francs  for  the  remainder  of  his  life.  He  was 
then  more  than  seventy.  About  the  same  time 
a  dealer  in  antiquities  arrived  from  Home,  bringing 
with  him  this  divine  Medusa,  with  various  other 
busts  and  fragments :  he  was  on  his  way  to  Eng- 
land, where  he  hoped  to  dispose  of  them.  He  asked 
for  his  whole  collection  twelve  thousand  francs,  and 
refused  to  sell  any  part  of  it  separately.  The  city 
refused  to  make  the  purchase,  thinking  it  too  dear, 
and  Wallraf,  in  despair  at  the  idea  of  this  glorious 
relic  being  consigned  to  other  lands,  mortgaged  his 
yearly  pension  in  order  to  raise  the  money,  pur- 
chased the  Medusa,  presented  it  to  the  city,  and 
then  cheerfully  .resumed  his  accustomed  life  of  self- 
denial  and  frugality.  His  only  dread  was  lest  he 
should  die  before  the  period  was  expired.  He 
lived,  however,  to  pay  off  his  debt,  and  in  three 
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months  afterward  he  died.*  Was  not  this  admi- 
rable ?  The  first  time  I  saw  the  Medusa  I  did  not 
know  this  anecdote ;  the  second  time,  as  I  looked 
at  it,  I  thought  of  Wallraf,  and  felt  how  much  a 
moral  interest  can  add  to  the  charm  of  what  is  in 
itself  most  perfect. 

Medon.  I  will  certainly  make  a  pilgrimage  to 
tliis  Medusa.  She  must  be  worth  all  the  eleven 
thowand  virgins  together.     What  next  ? 

Alda.  Instead  of  embarking  in  the  steamboaf, 
we  posted  along  the  left  bank  of  the  Rhine,  spend- 
ing a  few  days  at  Bonn,  at  Godesberg,  and  at  Eh- 
i*enbreitstein ;  but  I  should  tell  you,  as  you  allow 
me  to  diverge,  that  on  my  second  journey  I  owed 
much  to  a  residence  of  some  weeks  at  Bonn. 
There  I  became  acquainted  with  the  celebrated 
Schlegel,  or,  I  should  rather  say,  M.  le  Chevalier 
de  Schlegel,  for  I  believe  his  titles  and  his  "  starry 
honors  **  are  not  indifferent  to  him ;  and,  in  truth, 
he  wears  them  very  gracefully.  '  I  was  rather  sur- 
prised to  find  in  this  sublime  and  eloquent  critic, 
this  awftil  scholar,  whose  comprehensive  mind  has 
grasped  the  whole  universe  of  art,  a  most  agree- 
able, lively,  social  being.  Of  the  judgments  passed 
on  him  in  his  own  country  I  know  little  and  under- 
stand less ;  I  am  not  deep  in  German  literary  po- 
lemics. To  me  he  was  the  author  of  the  lectures 
on  '''Dramatic  Literature,"  and  the  translator  of 
Shakspeare,  and,  moreover,  all  that  was  amiable 
abfl  polite :  and  was  not  this  enough  ? 

•  Profegsor  WaUrftf  died  on  the  18th  of  March,  1824. 
4 
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Mei>on.  Enough  for  you,  certainly ;  but,  I  be- 
Keve  that  at  this  time  Schlegel  would  rather  fooivd 
his  fame  on  being  one  of  the  greatest  orients^ 
critics  of  the  age,  than  on  being  the  interpreter  of 
the  beauties  of  Calderon  and  Shakspeare. 

Alda.  I  believe  so ;  -but  for  my  own  part,  I 
would  rather  hear  him  talk  of  Romeo  and  Juliet, 
and  of  Madame  de  Stael,  than  of  the  Rama^'^na, 
the  Bhagvat-Gita,  or  even  the  "eastern  Con-fot- 
iee.**  This,  of  course,  is  only  a  proof  of  my  owti 
ignorance.  Conversation  may  be  compared  to  a 
lyre  with  seven  chords — ^philosophy,  art,  poetry, 
politics,  love,  scandal,  and  the  weather.  There 
are  some  professors  who,  like  Paganini,  "  can  dis- 
course most  eloquent  music  "  upon  one  string  only; 
and  some  who  can  grasp  the  whole  instrument, 
and  with  a  master's  hand  sound  it  from  the  top  to 
the  bottom  of  its  compass.  Now,  Schlegel  is  one 
of  the  latter :  he  can  thunder  in  the  bass  or  caper 
in  the  treble ;  he  can  be  a  whole  concert  in  him- 
self. No  man  can  trifle  like  him,  nor,  like  him, 
blend  in  a  few  hours'  converse,  the  critic,  philolo- 
gist, poet,  philosopher,  and  man  of  the  world — no 
man  narrates  more  gracefully,  nor  more  happily 
illustrates  a  casual  thought.  He  told  me  many  in- 
teresting tilings.  "  Do  you  know,"  said  he  one 
morning,  as  I  was  looking  at  a  beautiful  edition  tsf 
Corinne,  bound  in  red  morocco,  the  gift  of  Madame 
•  de  Stael,  "  do  you  know  that  I  figure  in  ihat 
book  ?  "  I  asked  eagerly  in  what  character  ?  He 
bid  me   guess.     I  guessed  playfully,  the  Comte 
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d'Erfeuil.  "  No !  no ! "  said  he,  laughing,  "  I  am 
iBimortalized  in  the  Prince  Castel-Forte,  the  faith- 
fali  humble,  unaspiring  friend  of  Corinne/' 

Medon*  To  any  man  but  Schlegel  such  an  im- 
mortality were  worth  a  life.  Nay,  there  is  no  man, 
though  his :  fame  extended  to  the  ends  of  the  earth, 
.Irbomthe  pen  (^Madame  de  Stael  could  not  honor. 

Alda.  He  seemed  to  think  so,  and  I  liked  him 
fer  the  self-complacency  with  which  he  twined  her 
HMle  myrtle  leaf  with  his  own  palmy  honors.  Nor 
did  he  once  refer  to  what  I  believe  everybody 
.knows,  her  obligations  to  him  in  her  De  PAlle- 
magne. 

Medon.  Apropos — do  tell  me  what  is  the  gen- 
eral ojHnion  of  that  book  among  the  Germans 
themselves. 

AxDA.  I  think  they  do  not  judge  it  fairly. 
Some  speak  of  it  as  eloquent,  but  superficial:* 
others  denounce  it  altogether  as  a  work  full  of 
mistakes  and  flippant,  presumptuous  criticism :  oth- 
ers again  afiect  to  speak  of  it,  and  even  of  Madame 
de  Stael  herself,  as  things  of  another  era,  quite  gone 
by  and  forgotten ;  this  appeared  to  me  too  ridic- 
ulous. They  forget,  or  do  not  know,  what  we 
know,  that  her  De  TAllemagne  was  the  first  book 
which  awakened  in  France  and  England  a  lively 
and  general  interest  in  Grerman  art  and  literature. 
Jt  JB  now  five-and-twenty  years  since  it  was  pub- 
luhed.    The  march  of  opinion,  and  criticism,  and 

*  Amongst  others,  Jean  Patd,  in  the  "  Heldelberger  JahrbUcher 
-te  titeratur,"  1815. 
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knowledge  of  every  kind,  has  been  so  rapid,  that 
much  has  become  old  which  then  was  new ;  but 
this  does  not  detract  from  its  merit.  Once  or  twie© 
I  tried  to  convince  my  Grerman  friends  that  they 
were  exceedingly  ungrateful  in  abusing  Madame 
de  Stael,  but  it  was  all  in  rain ;  so  I  sat  swelling 
with  indignation  to  hear  my  idol  traduced,  an(f 
called — O  profanation  1 — "  cetle  Stael." 

Medon.  But  do  you  think  the  Grermans  could 
at  all  appreciate  or  understand  such  a  phenome- 
non as  Madame  de  Stael  must  have  appeared  in 
those  days  ?  She  whisked  through  their  skies  like* 
a  meteor,  before  they  could  bring  the  telescope  of 
their  wits  to  a  right  focus  for  observation.  How 
she  must  have  made  them  open  their  eyes  I — and 
you  see  in  the  correspondence  between  Goethe 
and  Schiller  what  they  thought  of  her. 

Alda.  Yes,  I  know  that  with  her  lively  egotism 
and  Parisian  volubility,  she  stunned  Schiller  and 
teased  Groethe ;  but  while  our  estimate  of  manner 
is  relative,  our  estimate  of  character  should  be 
positive.  Madame  de  Stael  was  in  manner  the 
French  woman,  accustomed  to  be  the  cynosure  of 
a  salon,  but  she  was  not  ridiculous  or  ego'iste  in 
character.  She  was,  to  use  Schlegel's  expression, 
"femme  grande  et  magnanime  j  usque  dans  les 
replis  de'  son  ftme."  The  best  proof  is  the  very 
spirit  in  which  she  viewed  Germany,  in  spite  of  all 
her  natural  and  national  prejudices.  To  apply 
your  own  expression,  she  went  forth,  in  the  spirit 
of  peace,  and  brought  back,  not  only  an  olive  leaf, 
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but  a  whole  tree,  and  it  lias  flourished.  She  had  a 
universal  mind.  I  believe  she  never  thought,  and 
still  less  made  any  one  ridiculous  iij  her  life.* 

At  Bonn  much  of  my  time  was  spent  in  intimate 
and  almost  hourly  intercourse  with  two  friends, 
one  of  whom  I  have  already  mentioned  to  you — a 
rare  creature ! — ^the  other,  who  was  herself  the 
daughter  of  a  distinguished  authoress,!  was  one  of 
the  most  generally  accomplished  women  I  ever 
met  with.  Opposed  to  each  other  in  the  constitu- 
tion of  their  minds — ^in  all  their  views  of  literature 
and  art,  and  all  their  experience  of  life — ^in  their 

*  flhice  the  aboye  passage  vn&  ^vritten,  Mrs.  Austin  has  fit- 
Tored  me  "with  the  following  note :  "  Goethe  admired,  but  did  not 
like,  still  less  esteem,  Madame  de  Sta^l.  He  begins  a  sentence 
about  her  thus-r-*  As  she  had  no  idea  what  duty  meant,'  &c. 

"  However,  after  relating  a  scene  which  took  place  at  Weimar, 
he  adds,  *■  whatever  we  may  say  or  think  of  her,  her  visit  was 
certainly  followed  by  very  important  results.  Her  work  upon 
Germany,  which  owed  its  rise  to  social  conversations,  is  to  be  re- 
garded as  a  mighty  engine  which  at  once  made  a  wide  breach  in 
that  Chinese  wall  of  anti(;(uated  prejudices  which  divided  us 
from  France ;  so  that  the  people  across  the  Rhine,  and  afterwards 
those  across  the  channel,  at  length  came  to  a  nearer  knowledge 
of  us;  whence  we  may  look  to  obtain  a  living  influence  over  the 
distant  west.  Let  us,  therefore,  bless  that  conflict  of  national 
peculiarities  which  annoyed  us  at  the  time,  and  seemed  by  no 
means  profitable.'  " — Tag-und  Jahres  He/te,  vol.  31,  last  edit. 

To  that  WOMAN  who  had  sufficient  strength  of  mind  to  break 
throai^  a  "Chinese  wall  of  antiquated  pwsjudices,"  surely 
something  may  be  forgiven. 

t  Johanna  Schopenhauer,  well  known  in  Germany  for  her  ro- 
mances and  her  works  on  art.  Her  little  book,  *'  Johan  van 
Eyk  and  seine  Nachfolger,"  has  become  the  manual  of  thoa» 
who  study  the  old  German  sehools  of  painting. 
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tastes,  and  habits,  and  feelings — ^yet  mutually  ap- 
preciating each  other :  both  were  distinguished  by 
talents  of  the  highest  order,  and  by  great  originality 
of  character,  and  both  were  German,  and  very 
essentially  German:  English  society  and  English 
education  would  never  have  produced  two  such 
women.  Their  conversation  prepared  me  to  form 
correct  ides^  of  what  I  was  to  see  and  hear,  and' 
guarded  me  against  the  mistakes  and  hasty  conclu-^ 
sions  of  vivacious  travellers.  At  Bonn  I  also  saw, ' 
for  the  first  time,  a  specimen  of  the  fresco  painting, 
lately  revived  in  Germany  with  such  brilliant  suc- 
cess. By  command  of  the  Prussian  Board  of  Ed*» 
ucation  the  hall  of  the  university  of  Bonn  is  to  be 
painted  in  fresco,  and  the  work  has  been  intrusted 
to  C.  Hermann,  Gotzenberger,  and  Forster — all,  I 
believe,  pupils  of  Cornelius.  The  three  sides  of 
the  hall  are  to  represent  the  three  faculties — The^ 
ology,  Jurisprudence,  and  I^osophy ;  the  first  of 
these  is  finished,  and  here  is  an  engraving  of  it. 
You  see  Theology  is  throned  in  the  centre.  The 
four  evangelists,  with  St  Peter  and  St.  Paul,  stand 
on  the  steps  of  the  throne ;  around  her  are  the  fa- 
thers and  doctors  of  the  church,  and  (which  is  th* 
chief  novelty  of  the  composition)  grouped  togethei 
with  a  very  liberal  disregard  to  all  religious  differ- 
ences ;  for  there  you  see  Pope  Gregory,  and  Ignatiui 
Loyola,  and  St.  Bernard,  and  Abelard,  and  Dante; 
and  here  we  have  Luther,  and  Melancthon,  and 
Calvin,  and  WicUffe,  and  Huss.  On  the  opposite 
side  of  the  hall,  Philosophy,  under  which  head  are 
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comprised  all  science,  poetry,  and  art,  is  represented 
surrounded  by  the  great  poets,  philosophers,  and 
artists,  from  Homer,  Aristotle,  and  Phidias,  down 
to  Shakspeare,  Bafiaelle,  Goethe,  and  Kant.  Ju- 
ri^rudence,  which  is  not  begun,  is  to  occupy  the 
third  side.  The  cartoons  pleased  me  better  than 
the  paintings,  for  the  drawing  and  grouping  are 
reaUy  fine ;  but  the  execution  struck  me  as  some- 
what hard  and  mannered.  I  shall  have  much  to 
say  herea^r  of  the  fresco  painting  in  Germany : 
fi>r  the  present,  proceed  we  on  our  journey. 

Tell  me,  had  you  a  full  moon  while  you  were  on 
the  Rhine  ? 

Medon.   Truly,  I  forget 

Alpa.  Then  you  had  not ;  for  it  would  so  have 
blended  with  your  recollections,  that  as  a  circum- 
stance it  could  not  have  been  forgotten  ;  and  take 
my  advice,  when  next  you  are  off  on  your  annual 
flight,  consult  the  calendar,  and  propitiate  the  fair- 
est of  all  the  fair  Existences  of  heaven  to  give  you 
the  light  of  her  countenance.  If  you  never  took 
a  solitary  ramble,  or,  what  is  -better,  a  tele-d-tete^ 
drive  through  the  villages  and  vineyards  between 
Bonn  and  Plittersdorf,  when  the  moon  hung  over 
the  Drachenfels,  when  the  undulating  outlines  of 
the  Seven  Mountains  seemed  to  dissolve  into  the 
skies,  and  the  Rhine  was  spread  out  at  their  feet 
like  a  lake — so  ample;  and  so  still ; — ^if  you  have 
tiever  seen  the  stars  shine  through  the  ruined  arch 
•f  the  Rolandseck,  and  the  height  of  Godesberg, 
with  its  single  giant  tower  stand  out  of  the  plain, — 
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black,  and  frowning  against  the  silvery  distance- 
then  you  have  not  beheld  one  of  the  loveliest  land- 
scapes ever  presented  to  a  thoughtful  worshipper 
of  nature.  There  is  a  story,  too,  connected  with 
the  ruins  of  Godesberg : — one  of  those  fine  trage- 
dies of  real  life,  which  distance  all  fiction.  It  is  not 
so  popular  as  the  celebrated  legend  of  the  brave 
Koland  and  his  cloistered  love ;  but  it  is  at  least  as 
authentic.  You  know  that,  acc<»ding  to  tradition, 
the  castle  of  Godesberg  wa9  founded  by  Julian 
the  Apostate;  another,  and  a  more  interesting 
apostate,  was  the  cause  of  its  destruction. 

Gerard  *  da  Truchses,  Count  Waldbourg,  who 
was  archbishop  and  elector  of  Cologne  in  1583, 
scandalized  his  see,  and  all  the  Soman  Catbc^c 
powers,  by  turning  Protestant  According  to  him-i 
self,  his  conversion  was  owing  to  "  the  goodness  of 
God,  who  had  revealed  to  him  the  darkness  and  the 
errors  of  popery ;"  but  according  to  his  enemies,  it 
was  owing  to  his  love  for  the  beautiful  Agnes  de 
Mansfeld,  canoness  of  Gersheim ;  she  was  a  daugh- 
ter of  one  of  the -greatest  Protestant  houses  in 
Germany ;  and  her  two  brothers,  bigoted  Calvin^ 
ists,  and  jealous  of  the  honor  of  their  family,  con- 
ceived themselves  insulted  by  the  public  homage 
which  a  Catholic  priest,  bound  by  his  vows,  dared 
to  pay  to  their  sister.  They  were  yet  more  incensed 
on  discovering  that  the  love  was  mutual,  and  loudly 
threatened  vengeance  to  both.  Gerard  renounced 
the  Catholic  faith,  and  the  lovers  were  united.   He 

*  Or  G«bhard,  for  so  the  name  is  spelt  In  the  German  histories. 
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was  excommunicated  and  degraded,  of  course ;  but 
lie  insisted  on  his  right  to  retain  his  secular  domin- 
ions and  privileges,  aod  refused  to  resign  the  elec- 
torate, which  the  emperor,  meantime,  had  awarded 
to  Ernest  of  Bavaria,  Bishop  of  Liege.  The  con- 
test became  desperate.  The  whole  of  that  beauti- 
ful and  fertile  plain,  from  the  walls  of  Cologne  to 
the  Godesberg,  grew  "  familiar  with  bloodshed  as 
the  mom  with  dew;"  and  Grerard  displayed  quali- 
ties which  showed  him  more  fitted  to  win  and  wear 
a  bride  than  to  do  honor  to  any  priestly  vows  of 
sanctity  and  temperance.  Attacked  on  all  sides, — • 
)^y  his  subjects,  who  had  learned  to  detest  him  as 
an  apostate,  by  the  infuriated  clergy,  and  by  the 
Duke  of  Bavaria,  who  had  brought  an  army  to 
enforce  his  brother's  claims, — he  carried  on  the 
struggle  for  five  years,  and  at  last,  reduced  to  ex- 
tremity, threw  himself,  with  a  few  faithful  friends, 
into  the  castle  of  Godesberg.  After  a  brave  de- 
fence, the  castle  was  stormed  and  taken  by  the 
Bavarians,  who  left  it  nearly  in  the  state  we  now 
see  it — a  heap  of  ruins. 

Gerard  escaped  with  his  wife,  and  fled  to  Hol- 
land, where  Maurice,  Prince  of  Orange,  granted 
him  an  asylum.  Thence  he  sent  his  beautiful  and 
devoted  wife  to  the  court  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  to 
c^Iaim  a  former  promise  of  protection,  and  suppli- 
cate her  aid,  as  the  great  support  of  the  Protestant 
cause,  for  the  r^overy  of  his  rights.  He  could 
not  have  chosen  a  more  luckless  ambassadress ;  for 
Agnes,  though  her  beauty  was  somewhat  impaired 
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by  the  persecutions  and  anxieties  which  had  fe^ 
lowed  her  ill-fated  union,  was  yet  most  lovely  and- 
stately,  in  all  the  pride  of  womanhood ;  and  her , 
misfortunes  and  her  charms,  as  well  as  the  pecuUajr 
circumstances  of  her  marriage,  excited  the  enthtt->  r 
siasm  of  all  the  English  chivalry.     Unhappily,  the  i 
Earl  of  Essex  was  among  the  first  to  espouse  her^ 
cause  with  all  the  generous  warmth  of  his  charact/^ 
ter ;  and  his  visits  to  her  were  so  frequent,  and  hisf. 
admiration  so  indiscreet,  that  Elizabeth's  jealousy  . 
was  excited  even  to  fury.     Agnes  was  first  drivB».i 
from  the  court,  and  then  ordered  to  quit  the  king'^  - 
dom.     She  took  refuge  in  the  Netherlands,  wherift 
she  died  soon  afterward ;  and  Gerard,  who  nefvePi 
recovered  his  dominions,   retired  to   Strasbourg, : 
where  he  died,     So  ends  this  sad  eventful  history, 
which,  methinks,  would  make  a  very  pretty  jtOt- 
mance.     The  tower  of  Godesberg,  lasting  as  their, 
love  and  ruined  as  their  fortunes,  still  remains  one> 
of  the  most  striking  monuments  in  that  land,  where 
almost  every  hill  .is  crowned  with  its  castle,  and 
every  castle  has  its  tale  of  terror  or  of  love.* 

Another  beauliful  picture,  which,  merely  as  a- 
picture,  has  dwelt  on  my  remembrance,  was  the 
city  of  Coblentz  and  the  fort  of  Ehrenbreitstein, 
as  viewed  from  the  bridge  of  boats  under  a  cloud- 
less moon.  The  city,  with  its  fantastic  steeples  and; 
masses  of  building,  relieved  against  the  clear,  defifp* 

*  For  the  story  of  Archbishop  Gebhard  and  Agnes  de  Mansfeld, 
see  Schiller's  History  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War,  and  Coxe's  His- 
tory of  flie  House  of  Austria.  * 
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bhie  of  the  summer  sky — ^the  lights  "vdudi  chadded 
in  the  -mndows  reflected  in  the  broad  river,  and 
the  various  forms  and  tall  masts  of  the  crafb  an- 
chored above  and  opposite^the  huge  hill,  with  its 
tidra  of  fortifications,  which,  in  the  sunshine  and  in 
the  broad  day,  had  disappointed  me  by  its  foipmality, 
now  seen  under  the  soft  moonlight,  as  its  long  lines 
of  architecture  and  abrupt  angles  were  projected 
ift  brightness  or  receded  in  shadow,  had  altogether 
a  most  sublime  effect.  But  apropos  to  moonlight 
and  pictures — of  all  the  enchanted  and  enchanting 
scenes  ever  lighted  by  the  fiiU  round  moon,  give 
me  Heidelberg  I  Not  the  Colosseum  of  Rome — 
neither  in  itself,  nor  yet  in  Lord  Byron's  descrip- 
tion, and  I  have  both  by  heart — can  be  more 
grand;  and  in  moral  interest,  in  poetical  associs^ 
tions,  in  varying  and  wondrous  beauty,  the  castle 
of  Heidelberg  has  the  advantage.  In  the  course 
of  many  visits,  Heidelberg  became  to  me  familiar 
as  tlie  £eice  of  a  friend,  and  its  remembrance  still 
"  haimts  me  as  a  passion."  I  have  known  it  under 
every  changeful  aspect  which  the  seasons,  and  the 
hours,  and  the  changeful  moods  of^my  own  mind 
could  lend  it*  I  have  seen  it  when  the  sun,  rising 
over  the  Geisberg,  first  <kindled  the  vapors  as  they 
^>ated  away  from  the  old  towers,  and  when  the 
ivy  and  the  wreathed  verdure  on  the  walls  sparkled 
wiith  dewy  light :  and  I  have  seen  it  when  its  huge 
black  masses  stood  against  the  flaming  sunset ;  and 
Jfs  enormous  shadow,  flung  .down  the  chasm  be- 
neath, made  it  night  theFe,  while  daylight  lingered 
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around  and  above.  I  have  seen  it  when  mantled 
in  all  the  bloom  and  foliage  of  summer,  and  when 
the  dead  leaves  were  heaped  on  the  paths,  and 
choked  the  entrance  to  many  a  favorite  nook.  I 
have  seen  it  when  crowds  of  gay  visitors  flitted 
along  it^  ruined  terraces,*  and  music  sounded  near ; 
and  with  friends,  whose  presence  endeared  every 
pleasure ;  and  I  have  walked  alone  round  its  deso- 
late precincts,  with  no  companions  but  my  own 
sad  and  troubled  thoughts.  I  have  seen  it  when 
clothed  in  calm  and  glorious  moonlight  I  have 
seen  it  when  the  winds  rushed  shrieking  through 
its  sculptured  halls,  and  when  gray  clouds  came 
rolling  down  the  mountains,  folding  it  in  their  am- 
ple skirts  from  the  view  of  the  city  below.  And 
what  have  1  seen  to  liken  to  it  by  night  or  by  day, 
in  storm  or  in  calm,  in  summer  or  in  winter  I  Then 
its  historical  and  poetical  associations — 

Medon.  There  now! — ^will  you  not  leave  the 
picture,  perfect  as  it  is,  and  not  forever  seek  in 
every  object  something  more  than  is  there  ? 

Alda.  I  do  not  seek  it — I  find  it  You  will 
say — I  have  heqrd  you  say — that  Heidelberg  wants 
no  beauty  unborrowed  of  the  eye ;  but  if  history 
had  not  clothed  it  in  recollections,  fancy  must  have 
invested  it  in  its  own  dreams.  It  is  true,  that  it  is 
a  mere  modern  edifice  compared  with  all  the  clas^ 
sic,  and  most  of  the  gothic  ruins ;  yet  over  Heidel* 

*  The  gardens  and  plantations  round  the  castle  are  a  &yorite 
promenade  of  the  citizens  of  Heidelberg,  and  there  are  in  summer 
bands  of  music,  &c. 
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Wrg  there  hangs  a  terror  and  a  mystery  peculia^ 
to  itself':  for  the  mind  which  acquiesces  in  decay 
recoils  from  destruction.  Here  ruin  and  desola- 
tion make  mocks  with  luxurious  art  and  gay  mag- 
]ii&:ence.  Here  it  is  not  the  equal,  gradual  power 
^f  time,  adorning  and  endearing  what  yet  it  spares 
not,  which  has  wrought  this  devastation,  but  savage 
war  and  elemental  rage.  Twice  blasted  by  the 
thunderbolt,  three  times  consumed  by  fire,  ten 
times  ravaged,  plundered,  desecrated  by  foes,  and 
ai  last  dismantled  and  abandoned  by  its  own 
prince,  it  is  still  strong  to  endure  and  mighty  to 
resbt  all  that  time,  and  war,  and  the  elements  may 
do  against  it — and,  mutilated  rather  than  decayed, 
xaay  still  defy  centuries.  The  very  anomalies  of 
architecture  and  fantastic  incongruities  of  this 
fcnrtress^palace  are  to  me  a  fascination.  Here  are 
startling  and  terrific  contrasts.  That  huge  round 
tower — the  tower  of  Frederic  the  Victorious — now 
"  deep  trenched  with  thunder  fires," — ^looks  as  if 
built  by  the  Titans  or  the  Huns ;  and  those  delicate 
sculptures  in  the  palace  of  Otho-Henry,  as  if  the 
genius  of  Rafiaelle  or  Correggio  had  breathed  on 
the  stcme.  What  flowing  grace  of  outline !  what 
lusnmant  life  !  what  endless  variety  and  invention 
in  thoBe  half-defaced  fragments!  These  are  the 
work  of  Italian  artists,  whose  very  names  have  per- 
ished ; — all  traces  of  their  existence  and  of  their 
destinies  so  utterly  lost,  that  one  might  almost 
believe,  with  the  peasantry,  that  these  exquisite 
remains  are  not  the  work  of  mortal  hands,  but  of 
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fairies  And  spirits  of  air,  evoked  to  do  the  will  of  an 
enchanter.  The  old  palatines,  the  lords  of  Heidelr 
berg,  were  a  magnificent  and  magnanimous  race. 
Louis  in.,  Frederic  the  Viotorious,  Frederic  11., 
Otho-Henry,  were  all  men  who  had  stepped  in  ad^ 
vance  of  their  age.  They  could  think  as  well  as 
fight,  in  da3r8  when  fighting,  not  thinking,  was  tke 
established  fashion  among  potentates  and  people. 
A  liberal  and  enlightened  spirit,  and  a  love  of 
all  the  arts  that  humanize  mankind,  seem  to 
have  been  hereditary  in  this  princely  family. 
Frederic  I.  lay  under  the  suspcion  of  heresy  and 
sorcery,  in  consequence  of  his  tolerant  opinions, 
and  his  love  of  mathematics  and  astronomy.  Wa 
personal  prowess,  and  the  circumstance  of  hia  never 
having  been  vanquished  in  battle,  gave  rise  to  the 
report  that  he  was  assisted  by  evil  demons ;  and 
for  years,  both  before  and  after  his  accession,  he 
was  under  the  ban  <^  the  secret  tribunaL  H^det* 
berg  was  the  scene  of  some  of  the  mysterioos 
attacks  on  his  life,  but  they  were  constantly  fra»- 
trated  by  the  fidelity  of  his  friends,  and  the  watchp 
ful  love  of  his  wife. 

It  was  at  Heidelberg  this  prince  celebrated  a 
festival,  renowned  in  Grerman  history ;  and  for  the 
age  in  which  it  occurred,  most  extraordinary.  He 
invited  to  a  banquet  all  the  factious  barons  whom 
he  had  vanquished  at  Seckingen,  and  who  had 
previously  ravaged  and  laid  waste  great  part  of  the 
palatinate.  Among  them  were  the  Bishop  of  Metz 
and   the  Margrave  of  Baden.      The  repast  waf 
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plesEitifal  and  luxurious,  but  there  was  no  bread. 
.  Tbe  warrior  guests  looked  round  with  surprise  and 
kiquiry.  "  Do  you  ask  for  bread  ?  "  said  Frederic, 
sternly ;  "  you,  who  have  wasted  the  fruits  of  the 
earth,  and  destroyed  those  T^hose  industry  culti- 
jvates  it  ?  There  is  no  bread.  Eat,  and  be  satis- 
fied ;  and  learn  Jienceforth  mercy  to  those  who  put 
the  bread  into  your  mouths.'^  A  singular  lesson 
from  the  lips  of  an  ironclad  warrior  of  the  middle 
i^es. 

,  It  was  Frederic  11.  and  his  nephew  Otho-Henry, 
who  enriched  the  lilHrary,  then  the  first  in  Europe 
next  to  the  Yadcan,  with  treasures  of  learning, 
and  who  invited  painters  and  sculptors  from  Italy 
to  adorn  their  noble  palace  with  the  treasures  of 
art.  In  less  than  one  hundred  years  those  beauti- 
ful creations  were  defaced  or  utterly  destroyed, 
and  all  the  memorials  and  records  of  their  authors 
are  supposed  to  have  perished  at  the  time  when  the 
mthless  Tilly  stormed  the  castle ;  and  the  archives 
and  part  of  the  Ubrary  of  precious  MSS.  were 
taken  to  Utter  his  dragoons'  horses,  during  a  tran- 
sient scarcity  o£  straw.* — You  groan  ! 

Mebok.  The  anecdote  is  not  new  to  me ;  but  I 
was  thinking,^  at  the  moment,  of  a  pretty  phrase  in 
Ihe  letters  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne,  "  la  guerre — 

~  *  When  Gttstayns  Adolphus  took  Majence,  during  the  same 
VBT,  he  piesented  the  whole  of  the  valnable  library  to  his  chan- 
cdlor,  Ozenstiem;  the  chancellor  sent  it  to  Sweden,  intending 
to  bestow  it  on  one  of  the  colleges ;  but  the  yessel.  in  which  it 
Was  embarked  foundered  in.  the  Baltic  Sea,  and  the  whole  went 
tffihe  bottom. 
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c'est  un  maiheur — mais  c^est  le  plus  beau  &es  ihial*> 
beurs." 

Alba.  O,  if  there  be  any  thing  more  terrific, 
more  disgusting,  than  wai*  and  its  consequences,  it 
is  that  perversion  of  all  human  intellect — ^that  de- 
pravation of  all  human  feeling — that  contempt  o^ 
misconception  of  every  Christian-  precept,  which 
has  permitted  the  great,  and  the  good,  and  tiie 
tender-hearted,  to  admire  war  as  a  spkndid  game-^ 
a  part  of  the  poetry  of  life — and  to  defend  it  as  a 
glorious  evil,  which  the  very  nature  and  passions 
of  man  have  ever  rendered,  and  will  ever  render, 
necessary  and  inevitable !  Perh'aps  the  idea  of 
human  suffering — ^though  when  we  think  of  it  in 
detail  it  makes  the  blood  curdle — ^is  not  so  bad  as 
the  general  loss  to  humanity,  the  interruption  to 
the  progress  of  thought  in  the  destruction  of  the 
works  of  wisdom  or  genius.  Listen  to  this  magni^ 
icent  sentence  out  of  the  volume  now  lying  open 
before  me — "  Who  kills  a  man  kills  a  reasonable 
creature — Grod's  image;  but  he  who  destroys  a 
good  book,  kills  reason  itself.  Many  a  man  lives  a 
burthen  to  the  earth,  but  a  good  book  is  the  precious 
life-blood  of  a  master-spirit  embahned  and  tcess- 
ured  up  on  purpose  to  a  life  beyond  life.  It  is  true, 
no  age  can  restore  a  life,  whereof  perhaps  there  is 
no  great  loss :  and  revolutions  of  ages  do  not  oft 
recover  the  loss  of  rejected  truth,  for  the  want  rf 
which  whole  nations  fare  the  worse  ;  therefore  we 
should  be  wary  how  we  spill  the  seasoned  life  of 
man  preserved  and  stored  up  in  books." 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITERATURE,   AND   CHARACTER.  65 

Mei>on.  "  Methinks  we  do  know  the  fine  Roman 
hand."    Milton,  is  it  not  V 

Alda.  Yes ;  and  after  this,  think  of  Milton's 
Areopagitica,  or  his  Paradise  Lost,  under  the  hoofs 
of  Tilly's  dragoon  horses,  or  feeding  the  fishes  in 
the  Baltic  !  It  might  have  happened  had  he  written 
in  Germany  instead  of  England. 

Medon.  Do  you  forget  that  the  cause  of  the 
thirty  years'  war  was  a  woman  ? 

Alda.  A  woman  and  religion  ;  the  two  best  or 
worst  things  in  the  world,  according  as  they  are 
understood  and  felt,  used  and  abused.  You  allude 
to  Elizabeth  of  Bohemia,  who  was  to  Heidelberg 
Tdiat  Helen  was  to  Troy  ? 

One  of  the  most  interesting  monuments  of  Hei- 
delberg, at  least  to  an  English  traveller,  is  the  ele- 
gant triumphal  arch  raised  by  the  Palatine  Fred*- 
eric  V.  in  honor  of  his  bride — ^this  very  Elizabeth 
Sluart.  I  well  remember  with  what  self-compla- 
cency and  enthusiasm  our  Chef  walked  about  in  a 
heavy  rain,  examining,  dwelling  upon  every  trace 
of  this  celebrated  and  unhappy  woman.  She  had 
been  educated  at  his  country-seat,  and  one  of  the 
avenues  of  his  magnificent  park  yet  bears  her 
name.  On  her  fell  a  double  portion  of  the  miseries 
of  her  fated  family.  She  had  the  beauty  and  the 
wit,  the  gay  spirits,  the  elegant  tastes,  the  kindly 
disposition  of  her  grandmother,  Mary  of  Scotland. 
Her  very  virtues  as  a  wife  and  a  woman,  not  less 
than  her  pride  and  feminine  prejudices,  ruined  her- 
self, her  hi^sband,  and  her  people.  When  Frederic 
5 
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hesitated  to  accept  the  crown  of  Bohemia,  his  l^b- 
hearted  wife  exclaimed — "  Let  me  rather  eat  dry- 
bread  at  a  king's  table  than  feast  at  the  board  of  aa 
elector ; "  and  it  seemed  as  if  some  avenging  dem09 
hovered  in  the  air,  to  take  her  literally  at  he^r 
word,  for  she  and  her  family  lived  to  eat  dry  breadr^ 
ay,  and  to  beg  it  before  they  ate  it ;  fcut  she  toauld 
be  a  queen.  Blest  as  she  was  in  love,  in  all  good 
gifts  of  nature  and  fortune,  in  all  means  <rf  hap- 
piness, a  kingly  crown  was  wanting  to  complete 
her  felicity,  and  it  was  cemented  to  her  brow  with 
the  blood  of  two  millions  of  men.  And  who  wa» 
to  blame?  Was  not  her  mode  of  thinking  th^ 
fashion  of  her  time,  the  effect  of  her  eduoatioa  ? 
Who  had 

"  Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  aspiring  flame 
Of  golden  sovereignty  ?" 

For  how  many  ages  will  you  men  exclaim  s^ainsi 
the  mischiefs  and  miseries  caused  by  the  influence 
of  women ;  thus  allowing  the  influence,  yet  taking 
no  thought  how  to  make  that  influence  a  means  of 
good,  instead  of  an  instrument  of  evil ! 

Elizabeth  had  brought  with  her  from  England 
some  luxurious  tastes,  as  yet  unknown  in  l^e  pak^ 
tinate ;  she  had  been  familiarized  with  the  dramas 
of  Shakspeare  and  Fletcher,  and  she  had  figured 
in  the  masques  of  Ben  Jonson.  To  gratify  her, 
Frederic  added  to  the  castle  of  Heidelberg  the 
theatre  and  banqueting-room,  and  all  that  beauti- 
ful group  of  buildings  at  the  western  an^le,  the 
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mins  of  which  are  still  called  the  English  palace. 
She  had  inherited  from  her  grandmother,  or  had 
«ariy  imbibed  from  education,  a  love  of  natnre  and 
«f  amusements  in  the  open  air,  and  a  passion  for 
gardening ;  and  it  was  to  please  her,  and  under 
her  auspices,  that  Frederic  planned  those  magnif- 
icent gardens,  which  were  intended  to  unite  within 
tibeir  bounds,  aU  that  nature  could  contribute  or  art 
devise ;  had  they  been  completed,  they  would  have 
rendered  Heidelberg  a  pleasure-palace,  fit  for  fairy- 
land. Nor  weire  those  designs  unworthy  of  a  pros- 
perous and  pacific  sovereign,  whose  treasury  was 
foil,  whose  sway  was  just  and  mild,  whose  people 
had  long  enjoyed  in  tranquillity  the  fruits  of  their 
own  industry.  When  1  had  the  pleasure  of  spend- 
ing a  few  days  with  the  Schlossers,  at  their  beauti- 
ful seat  on  the  Necker,  (Stift  Neuburg,)  I  went 
over  the  ground  with  Madame  de  Schlosser,  who 
had  seen  and  studied  the  original  plans.  Her 
description  of  the  magnitude  and  the  sumptuous 
taste  of  these  unfinished  designs,  while  we  stood 
together  amid  a  wilderness  of  ruins,  was  a  com- 
mentary on  the  vicissitudes  of  this  world,  worth 
Mty  morsd  treatises,  and  as  many  sermons. 

"  For  in  the  wreck  of  is  and  was, 
Things  incomplete  and  purposes  betray'd, 
Make  sadder  transits  o'er  Truth's  mystic  glass, 
Than  noblest  objects  utterly  decay'd." 

Close  to  the  ruins  of  poor  Elizabeth's  palace,  there 
where  the  effigies  of  her  handsome  husband,  and 
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his  bearded  ancestor  Louis  V.  look  down  from  the 
ivy-mantled  wall,  you  remember  the  beautiful  ter- 
race towards  the  west  ?  It  is  still, — after  four  cen- 
turies of  changes,  of  disasters,  of  desolation, — the 
garden  of  Clara.  When  Frederic  the  Victorious 
assumed  the  sovereignty,  in  a  moment  of  danger* 
and  faction,  he  took,  at  the  same  time,  a  solemn 
vow  never  to  marry,  that  the  rights  of  his  infant 
nephew,  the  son  of  the  late  palatine,  should  not  be 
prejudiced,  nor  the  peace  of  the  country  endan- 
gered by  a  disputed  succession.  He  kept  his  oath 
religiously,  but  at  that  very  time  he  loved  Clara 
Dettin  de  Wertheim,  a  young  girl  of  plebeian 
origin,  and  a  native  of  Augsburg,  whose  musical 
talents  and  melody  of  voice  had  raised  her  to  a 
high  situation  in  the  court  of  the  late  princess  pala- 
tine. Frederic,  with  the  consent  of  his  nephew, 
was  united  to  Clara  by  a  left-hand  marriage,  an 
expedient  still  in  use  in  Germany,  and,  I  believe, 
peculiar  to  its  constitution;  such, a  marriage  is 
valid  before  God  and  man,  yet  the  wife  has  no 
acknowledged  rights,  and  the  offspring  no  supposed 
existence.  Clara  is  celebrated  by  the  poets  and 
chroniclers  of 'her  time,  and  appears  to  have  been 
a  very  extraordinary  being  in  her  way.  In  that 
age  of  ignorance,  she  had  devoted  herself  to  study — 
she  could  sympathize  in  her  husband's  pursuits, 
and  share  the  toils  of  government — ^she  collected 
around  her  the  wisest  and  most  learned  men  of  the 
time — she  continued  to  cultivate  the  beautiful  voice 
which  had  won  the  heart  of  Frederic,  and  her 
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song  and  her  lute  were  always  ready  to  soothe  his 
cares.  Tradition  points  out  the  spot  where  it  is 
said  she  loved  to  meditate,  and,  looking  down  upon 
the  little  hamlet,  on  the  declivity  of  the  hill,  to  re- 
call her  own  humble  origin  ;  that  little  hamlet,  em- 
bowered in  foliage,  and  the  remembrance  of  Clara, 
have  survived  the  glories  of  Heidelberg.  Her 
descendants  became  princes  of  the  empire,  and 
still  exist  in  the  family  of  Lowenstein. 

Then,  for  those  who  love  the  marvellous,  ther^e 
is  the  wild  legend  of  the  witch  Jetta,  who  still  flits 
among  the  ruins,  and  bathes  her  golden  tresses  in 
the  Wolfsbrunnen ;  but  why  should  I  tell  you  of 
these  tales — ^you,  whose  head  is  a  sort  of  black- 
letter  library  ? 

Medon.  True ;  but  it  is  pleasant  to  have  one's 
old  recollections  taken  down  from  their  shelves 
and  dusted,  and  placed  in' a  new  light;  only  do  not 
require,  even  if  I  again  visit  Heidelberg,  that  I 
should  see  it  as  you  have  beheld  it,  with  your  quick 
spirit  of  association,  and  clothed  in  the  hues  of 
your  own  individual  mind.  While  you  speak,  it  is 
not  so  much  the  places  and  objects  you  describe, 
as  their  reflection  in  your  own  fancy,  which  I  see 
before  me ;  and  every  different  mind  will  reflect 
them  under  a  different  aspect.  Then,  where  is 
truth  ?  you  say.  If  we  want  information  as  to 
mere  facts — ^the  situation  of  a  town  the  measure- 
ment of  a  church,  the  date  of  a  ruin,  the  catalogue 
of  a  gallery — we  can  go  to  our  dictionaries  and 
our  guides  des  voyageurs.    But  if,  besides  form  and 
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outline,  we  must  have  coloring  too,  we  should  re- 
member that  every  individual  mind  will  paint  the. 
scene  with  its  own  proper  hues ;  and  if  we  judge 
of  the  mind  and  the  objects  it  represents  relatively 
to  each  other,  we  may  come  at  the  truth,  not 
otherwise.  I  would  ask  nothing  of  a  traveller,  but 
accuracy  and  sincerity  in  the  expression  of  his 
opinions  and  feelings.  I  have  then  a  page  out  of 
the  great  book  of  human  nature — the  portrait  of  a 
particular  mind ;  when  that  is  fairly  before  me  I 
have  a  standard  by  which  to  judge :  I  can  draw  my 
own  inferences.  Will  you  not  allow  that  it  is  pos- 
sible to  visit  Heidelberg,  and  to  derive  the  most 
intense  pleasure  from  its  picturesque  beauty,  with- 
out dreaming  over  witches  and  warriors,  palatines 
and  princes  ?  Can  we  not  admire  and  s^preciate 
the  sculpture  in  the  palace  of  Otho-Henry,  without 
losing  ourselves  in  vague^  wonderii^  reveries  over 
the  destinies  of  the  sculptors  ? 

Alba.  Yes ;  but  it  is  amusing,  and  not  less  in- 
structive, to  observe  the  manner  in  which  the  indi- 
vidual character  and  pursuits  shall  modify  the 
impressions  of  external  things ;  only  we  should  be 
prepared  for  this,  as  the  pilot  makes  allowance 
for  the  variation  of  the  needle,  and  directs  his 
course  accordingly.  It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that 
those  who  cannot  see  the  imaginative  aspect  of 
things,  see,  therefore,  the  only  true  aspect ;  they 
only  see  one  aspect  of  the  truth.  Vow  dtes  orfecre^ 
Monsieur  JossCy  is  as  applicable  to  travellers  as  to 
every  other  species  of  egotist 
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Once,  in  aA  excumon  to  the  north,  Tfell  into 
conversation  with  a  Sussex  farmer,  one  of  that  race 
•  of  sturdy,  rich,  and  independent  English  yeomen,  of 
which  I  am  afraid  few  specimens  remain :  he  was 
quite  a  character  in  his  way.  I  must  sketch  him 
for  you :  but  only  Miss  Mitford  could  do  him  justice. 
EBs  coat  was  of  the  finest  broad-cloth ;  his  shirt-frill, 
in  which  was  stuck  a  huge  i^ate  pin,  and  his  neck- 
cloth were  both  white  as  iJie  snow ;  his  good  beaver 
shone  in  all  its  pristine  gloss,  and  an  enormous 
bunch  of  gold  seald  adorned  his  watch*chain ;  his 
T(n<^  was  loud  and  dictatorial,  and  his  language 
surprisingly  good  and  flowing,  though  tinctured 
with  a  little  coarseness  and  a  few  provincialisms. 
He  had  made  up  his  mind  about  the  Reform  Bill — 
the  Catholic  Question — ^the  Com  Laws — and  about 
things  in  general,  and  things  in  particular ;  he  had 
doubts  about  nothing :  it  was  evident  that  he  was 
accustomed  to  lay  down  the  law  in  his  own  village 
— ^that  he  was  the  tyrant  of  his  own  fireside — ^that 
his  wiib  was  "  his  horse,  his  ox,  his  ass,  his  any 
thing,"  while  hts  sons  went  to  college,  and  his 
daughters  played  on  the  piano.  London  was  to 
him  merely  a  vast  congregation  of  pestilential 
vapours — a  receptacle  of  thieves,  cut-throats,  and 
profligates — a  place  in  which  no  sensible  man,  who 
had  a  care  for  his  life,  his  health,  or  his  pockets, 
would  willingly  set  his  foot ;  he  thanked  God  that 
he  never  spent  but  two  nights  in  the  metropolis, 
and  at  intervals  of  twenty-seven  years :  the  first 
night  he  had  passed  in  the  streets,  in  dread  of  fire 
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and  ven&in ;  and  on  the  last  occasion,  he  had  not 
ventured  beyond  Smithfield.  What  he  did  not 
know,  was  to  him  not  worth  knowing;  and  the 
word  French,  which  comprised  all  that  was  foreign, 
he  used  as  a  term,  expressing  the  most  unbounded 
abhorrence,  pity,  and  contempt  I  should  add, 
that  though  rustic,  and  arrogant,  and  prejudiced, 
he  was  not  vulgar.  We  were  at  an  inn,  on  the 
borders  of  Leicestershire,  through  which  we  had 
both  recently  travelled;  my  farmer  was  enthu- 
siastic in  his  admiration  of  the  country.  "A  fine 
country,  madam — a  beaatiM  country — a  splendid 
country ! " 

"Do  you  call  it  a  fine  country?"  said  I,  ab- 
sently, my  head  fuU  of  the  Alps  and  Apennines, 
the  Pyrenean,  and  the  river  Po. 

"  To  be  sure  I  do ;  and  where  would  you  see  a 
finer  ?  " 

"I  did  not  see  any  thing  very  picturesque," 
said  I. 

'''Picturesque!"  he  repeated  with  some  con- 
tempt; "  I  don't  know  what  you  call  picturesque; 
but  /  say,  give  me  a  soil,  that  when  you  turn  it  up 
you  have  something  for  your  pains ;  the  fine  soi^ 
makes  the  fine  country,  madam  ! " 
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Medon.  I  OBSERVED  the  Other  evening,  that  in 
making  a  sort  of  imaginative  bound  from  Coblentz 
to  Heidelberg,  you  either  skipped  over  Frankfort, 
or  left  it  on  one  side. 

Alda.  Did  I?— if  I  had  done  either,  in  my 
heart  or  my  meiliory,  I  had  been  most  ungrateful ; 
but  I  thought  you  knew  Frankfort  well. 

Medon.  I  was  there  for  two  days,  on  my  way 
to  Switzerland,  and  it  rained  the  whole  time  from 
morning  till  night.  I  have  a  vision  in  my  mind  of 
dirty  streets,  chilly  houses,  dull  shops,  dingy-looking 
Jews,  dripping  umbrellas,  luxurious  hotels,  and 
exorbitant  charges, — and  this  is  all  I  can  recollect 
of  Frankfort 

Alda.  Indeed! — ^I  pity  you.  To  me  it  was 
associated  only  with  pleasant  feelings,  and,  in  truth, 
it  is  a  pleasant  place.  Life,  there,  appears  in  a 
very  attractive  costume  :  not  in  a  half-holiday, 
half-beggarly  garb,  as  at  Rome  and  Naples ;  nor  in 
a  thin  undress  of  superficial  decency,  as  at  Berlin ; 
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nor  in  a  court  domino,  hiding,  we  know  not  what— 
as  at  Vienna  and  Munich ;  nor  half  motley,  half 
military,  as  at  Paris ;  nor  in  rags  and  embroidery, 
as  in  London ;  but  at  Frankfort  all  the  outside^at 
least  is  fsur,  substantial,  and  consistent  The  shc^ 
vie  in  splendor  with  those  of  London  and  Paris ;  the 
principal  streets  are  clean,  the  houses  spacious  and 
airy,  and  there  is  a  general  appearance  of  cheer- 
fulness and  tranquillity,  mingled  with  the  luxury 
of  wealth  and  the  bustle  of  business,  which,  after 
the  misery,  and  murmuring,  and  bitterness  t^  fao^ 
tion,  we  had  left  in  London,  was  really  a  reli^  to 
the  spirits.  It  is  true,  that  during  my  last  two 
visits,  this  apparent  tranquillity  concealed  a  good 
deal  of  political  ferment.  The  prisons  were  filled 
with  those  unfortunate  wretches  who  had  endeav* 
ored  to  excite  a  popular  tumult  against  the  Prus- 
sian and  Austrian  governments.  The  trials  were 
going  forward  every  day,  but  not  a  syllable  of  the 
result  transpired  beyond  the  walls  of  die  Romer 
Saal.  Although  the  most  reasonable  and  liberal 
of  the  citizens  agreed  in  condemning  the  rashness 
and  folly  of  these  young  men,  the  tide  of  feeling 
was  evidently  in  their  favor :  for  instance,  it  was 
not  the  fashion  to  invite  the  Prussian  officers^  and 
I  well  remember  that  when  Goethe's  Egmont  was 
announced  at  the  theatre,  it  was  forbidden  by  the 
magistracy,  from  a  fear  that  certain  scenes  and 
passages  in  that  play  might  call  forth  some  open 
and  decided  expression  of  the  public  feeling}  ir 
fact,  only  a  few  evenings  before,  some  passages  in 
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the  Massaniello  had  been  applied  and  applauded 
by  the  audience,  in  a  manner  so  Hi-bred,  that  the 
ffife  of  the  Prussian  minister  rose  and  left  her  box, 
followed  by  some  other  old  women, — male  and 
female.  The  theatre  is  rather  commodious  than 
splendid;  the  established  company,  both  for  the 
opera  and  the  regular  drama,  excellent,  and  often 
varied  by  temporary  visits  of  great  actors  and 
singers  from  the  other  theatres  of  Grermany.  On 
my  first  visit  to  Frankfort,  which  was  during  the 
fair- of  1829,  Paganini,  then  in  the  zenith  of  his 
glory,  -was  giving  a  series  of  concerts ;  but  do  not 
ask  me  any  thing  about  him,  for  it  is  a  worn-out 
sulject,  and  you  know  I  am  not  one  of  the  enthu- 
^astic,  or  even  the  orthodox,  with  regard  to  his 
merits. 

Medon.  You  do  not  mean — you  will  not  tell 
me — that  with  all  your  love  of  music,  you  were 
insensiWe  to  the  miraculous  powers  of  that  man  ? 

Ali>a.  I  suppose  they  were  miraculous,  as  I 
heard  «very  one  say  so  round  me ;  but  I  listened 
to  him  as  to  any  other  musician,  for  the  sake  of 
the  pleasure  to  be  derived  from  music,  not  for  the 
sake  of  wondering  at  difficulties  overcome,  and 
impossibilities  made  possible — they  might  have  re- 
mained impossibilities  for  me.  But  insensible  I 
was  not  to  the  wondrous  charm  of  his  tone  and 
expTession.  I  was  thrilled,  melted,  excited,  at  the 
moment,  but  it  left  no  relish  on  the  palate,  if  I  may 
use  the  expression.  To  throw  me  into  such  conr 
vtUsions  of  enthusiasm  as  I  saw  this  man  excite 
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here  and  on  the  continent,  I  must  have  Una 
orchestra  with  all  its  various  mingling  world  of 
sound,  or  the  divine  human  voice  breathing  music 
and  passion  together;  but  this  is  a  matter  of  feel- 
ing, habit,  education,  hke  all  other  tastes  in  art. 

I  think  it  was  during  our  third  visit  to  Frankfort 
that  Madame  Haitsinger-Neumann  was  playing 
the  gast-rolles,  for  so  they  courteously  denominatje 
the  parts  filled  by  occasional  visitors,  to  whom^  as 
guests,  the  precedence  is  always  given.  MadamQ 
Haitsinger  is  the  wife  of  Haitsinger,  t^e  tenor 
singer,  who  was  in  London,  and  sung  in  the  Fidelio, 
with  Madame  Devrient-Schroeder.  She  is  one  of 
the  most  celebrated  actresses  in  Germany  for  light 
comedy,  if  any  comedy  in  Germany  can  be  called 
light,  in  comparison  with  the  same  style  of  acting 
in  France  or  England.  Her  figure  is  rather 
large — 

Medon.  Like  most  of  the  German  actresses — 
for  I  never  yet  saw  one  who  had  attained  to  celeb- 
rity, who  was  not  much  too  embonpoint  for  our  ideas 
of  a  youthful  or  sentimental  heroine — 

Alda.   Not  Devrienfc-Schroeder  ? 

Medon.  Devrient  is  all  impassioned  grace ;  but 
I  think  that  in  time  even  she  will  be  in  danger  .ot 
becoming  a  little — how  shall  I  express  it  with  suf- 
ficient delicacy  ? — a  little  too  substantial. 

Alda.  No,  not  if  a  soul  of  music  and  fire,  in^ 
forming  a  feverish,  excitable  temperament,  which 
is  to  the  mantling  spirit  within,  what  the  high-pitched 
instrument  is  to  the  breeze  which  sweeps  over  its 
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cbbrds, — not  if  these  can  avert  the  catastrophe; 
but  what  if  you  had  seen  Mademoiselle  Lindner, 
with  a  figure  like  Mrs.  Liston's — all  but  spherical — 
enacting  Fenella  and  Clarchen  ? 

M:ei>on.  I  should  have  said,  that  only  a  German 
ibiagination  could  stand  it !  It  is  one  of  Madame 
de  Stael's  clever  aphorisms,  that  on  the  stage,  "  II 
fkut  menager  les  caprices  des  yeux  avec  le  plus 
graxtd  serupule,  car  ils  peuvent  detruire,  sans  appel 
tout  effet  s^rieux ;  '*  but  the  Germans  do  not  ap- 
pear to  be  subject  to  these  caprices  des  yeux ;  and 
have  tiot  these  fastidious  scruples  about  corporeal 
grace ;  for  them  sentiment,  however  clumsy,  is  still 
sentiment     Perhaps  they  are  in  the  right 

Alda.  And  Mademoiselle  Lindner  has  senti- 
ment ;  she  must  have  been  a  fine  actress,  and  is 
evidently  a  favorite  with  the  audience.  But  to  re- 
turn to  Madame  Haitsinger; — she  is  handsome, 
with  a  fair  complexion,  and  no  very  striking  ex- 
pression ;  but  there  is  a  heart  and  soul,  and  mel- 
lowness in  her  acting,  which  is  delicious.  I  could 
not  give  you  an  idea  of  her  maifher  by  a  compari- 
son with  any  of  our  English  actresses,  for  she  is 
essentially  German;  she  never  aimed  at  making 
points ;  she  was  never  broadly  arch  or  comic,  but 
the  general  effect  was  as  rich  as  it  was  true  to  na- 
ture. •  I  saw  her  in  some  of  her  favorite  parts :  in 
the  comedy  of  "  Stille  Wasser  sind  liefe ; "  (our 
llule  a  Wife  and  Have  a  Wife,  admirably  adapted 
to  the  German  stage  by  Schroeder ;)  in  the  "  Mi- 
randolina,"  (the  famous  Locandiera  of  Goldoni,) 
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and  m  the  pretty  Hvely  vaudeville  composed  for 
her  by  Holtei,  "  Die  Wiener  in  Berlin,"  in  which 
the  popular  waltzes  and  airs,  sung  in  the  genuine 
national  spirit,  and  enjoyed  by  the  audiience  with  a 
true  national  zest,  delighted  us  foreigners.  Herr 
Becher  is  an  excellent  actor  in  tragedy  and  high 
comedy.  Of  their  singers  I  could  not  say  so  much' 
— ^there  were  none  I  should  account  first-rate,  ex* 
cept  Dobler,  whcnn  you  may  remember  in  Eng- 
land. 

One  of  the  most  delightfiil  peculiarities  of  Frank- 
fort, one  that  most  struck  my  fancy,  is  the  J)ublic 
garden,  planted  on  the  site  of  the  ramparts ;  a  gir-^ 
die  of  verdure  and  shade — of  trees  and  flowers 
circling  the  whole  city ;  accessible  to  all  and  on 
every  side, — ^the  promenade  of  the  rich,  the  solace 
of  the  poor.  Fifty  men  are  employed  to  keep  it 
in  order,  and  it  is  forbidden  to  steal  the  flowers,  or 
to  kill  the  singing  birds  which  haunt  the  shrub- 
beries. 

Medon.  And  does  this  prohibition  avail  much  in 
a  population  of  sJfty  thousand  persons  ? 

Alda.  It  does  generally.  A  short  thne  before 
we  arrived  some  mischievous  wretch  had  shot  a 
nightingale,  and  was  caught  in  the  fact  His  pun- 
i{)hment  was  characteristic ;  his  hands  were  tied* 
behind  him,  and  a  label  setting  forth  his  crime  wafr 
fixed  on  his  breast  r  in  this  guise,  with  a  police  offi*' 
cer  on  each  side,  he  was  marched  all  round  the 
gardens,  and  made  the  circuit  of  the  city,  pursued' 
by  the  hisses  of  the  populace  and  the  abhorrent 
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looks  oi  the  *upper  classes ;  be  waa  not  otherwise 
p^xmhed,  but  be  never  again  made  bis  appearance 
within  the  walls  of  the  city.  This  was  the  only- 
instance  which  I  could  learn  of  the  infraction  of  a 
law  which  migbt  seem  at  least  nugatory. 

Of  the  spacious,  magnificent,  well-arranged  cem- 
etery, its  admirable  apparatus  for  restoring  sus- 
pended animation,  and  all  its  beautiful  accompani- 
ments and  m^QQiorials  of  the  dead,  &ere  was  a  long 
account  published  in  London,  at  the  time  that  a 
cemetery  was  planned  fox  this  great  overgrown 
city ;  and  in  truth  I  know  not  where  we  could  find 
a  better  model  than  the  one  at  Frankfort ;  it  ap- 
peared to  me  per^tion. 

The  institutions  at  Frankfort,  both  for  chanty 
and  education,  are  numerous,  as  becomes  a  rich 
and  ^e  city ;  and  those  I  had  an  opportunity  o< 
examinmg  appeared  to  me  admirably  managed. 
Be^es  the  orphan  schools,  and  the  Burger  schule, 
and  the  school  for  female  education,  established 
and  maintained  by  the  wives  o£  the  citizens,  there 
are  several  infant  schools,  where  children  of  a  year 
old  and.  u|>.ward8  are  nursed,  and  fed,  and  kept  out 
9f  mischief  and  harm,  while  their  parents  are  at 
work.  These  are  also  maintained  by  subscription 
among  the  ladies,  who  take  upon  them  in  turns  the 
task  of  daily  superintendence ;  and  I  shall  not  easi- 
ly fi>rget  the  gentle-lo(^dng,  elegant,  well-dressed 
girl,  who,  d^ended  from  the  encroachments  of  dirty 
little  paws  by  a  large  apron,  sat  in  the  midst  of  a 
swarm  of  thirty  or  forty  babies,  (the  eldest  not  four 
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years  old,)  the  very  personification*  of  feminine 
charity!  But  the  hospital  for  the  infirm  poor— 
Das  Versorgung  Haus — pleased  me  particularly ; 
'tis  true,  that  the  cost  was  not  a  third — what  do  I 
say  ?  not  a  sixth  of  the  expense  of  some  of  our  in- 
stitutions for  the  same  purpose.*  There  was  no 
luxury  of  architecture,  no  huge  gates  shutting  in 
wretchedness,  and  shutting  out  hope ;  nor  grated 
windows ;  nor  were  the  arrangements  on  so  large  a 
scale  as  in  that  splendid  edifice,  the  Hopital  des 
Vieillards,  at  Brussels ; — a  house  for  the  poor  need 
not  be  either  a  prison  or  a  palace.  But  here,  I 
recollect,  the  door  opened  with  a  latch ;  we  entered 
unannounced,  as  unexpected.  Here  there  was  pen- 
feet  neatness,  abundance  of  space,  of  air,  of  light, 
of  water,  and  also  of  occupation.  I  found  thaC, 
besides  the  inmates  of  the  place,  many  poor  old 
creatures,  who  could  not  have  the  facilities  or  ma- 
terials for  work  in  their  own  dwellings,  or  whose 
relatives  were  busied  in  the  daytime,  might  find 
here  employment  of  any  kind  suited  to  their 
strength  or  capacity, — ^for  which,  observe,  they 
were  paid ;  thus  leaving  them  to  the  last  possible 
moment  the  feeling  of  independence  and  useful- 
ness. I  observed  that  many  of  those  who  seemed 
in  the  last  stage  of  decrepitude,  had  hung  round 
their  beds  sundry  littie  prints  and  pictures,  and 
slips  of  paper,  on  '^hich  were  written  legibly  texts 
from  scripture,  moral  sentences,  and  scraps  of  poe- 
try. The  ward  of  the  superannuated  and  the  acfc 
was  at  a  distance  from  the  working  and  eating 
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rooms ;  and  all  breathed  around  tliat  peace  and 
quiet  which  should  accompany  old  age,  instead  of 
that  "life-consuming  din"  I  have  heard  m  such 
places.  On  the  pillow  of  one  bed  there  was  laid 
by  some  chance  a  bouquet  of  flowers. 

In  tnis  ward  there  was  an  old  man  nearly  blind 
and  lethargic;  another  old. man  was  reading  to 
lum.  I  remarked  a  poor  bed-ridden  woman,  utter- 
ly helpless,  but  not  old,  and  with  good  and  even 
refined  features ;  and  anodier  poor  woman,  seated 
by  her,  was  employed  in  keeping  the  flies  fix>m  set- 
tling on  her  face.  To  one  old  woman,  whose  coun- 
tenance struck  me,  I  said  a  few  words  in  English — 
I  could  speak  no  German,  unluckily.  She  took  my 
hand,  kissed  it,  and  turning  away,  burst  into  tears. 
No  one  asked  for  any  thing  even  by  a  look,  nor 
apparently  wanted  any«thing ;  and  I  felt  that  from 
^e- unaffected  good-nature  of  the  lady  who  accom- 
panied us,  we  had  not  so  much  the  appearance  of 
coming  to  look  at  the  poor  inmates  as  of  paying 
them  a  kind  visit ; — ^and  this  was  as  it  should  be. 
The  mild,  open  countenances  of  the  two  persons 
who  managed  the  establishment  pleased  me  partic- 
ularly ;  and  the  manner  of  the  matron  superintend- 
ent, as  she  led  us  over  the  rooms,  was  so  simple  and 
kind,  that  I  was  quite  at  ease :  I  experienced  none 
of  that  awkward  shyness  and  reluctance  I  have 
felt  when  ostentatiously  led  over  such  places  in 
England, — ^feeling  ashamed  to  stare  upon  the  mise- 
ry I  could  not  cure.  In  such  cases  I  have  probably 
al^buted  to  the  sufferers  a  delicacy  or  a  sensibility, 
6 
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long  blunted,  if  ever  possesisecl ;  but  I  was  in  ^msi 
for  them  and  for  myself. 

One  thing  more :  there  was  a  neat  chapel ;  and 
we  were  shown  with  some  pride  the  only  piece  of 
splendor  in  the  establishment.  The  communion 
plate  of  massy  silver  was  the  gift  of  two  briers, 
who  had  married  on  th^  same  day  two  sisters ;  s^ad 
these  two  sisters  had  died  nearly  at  the  same  time 
— ^I  believe  it  was  actually  on  the  same  day.  The 
widowed  husbands  presented  this  plate  in  memory 
of  their  loss  and  the  virtues  of  their  wives ;  and  I 
am  sorry  I  did  not  copy  the  simple  and  affecting 
inscription  in  which  this  is  attested.  There 'wa9 
also  a  silver  vase,  which  had  been  presented  as  ai^ 
offering  by  a  poor  miller  whom  an  unexpected  I^ 
acy  had  raised  to  independence. 

I  might  give  you  similar  asketches  of  other  insti- 
tutions, here  and  elsewhere,,  but  I  did  not  bestow 
sufficient  attention  on  the  practical  details,  and  the 
comparative  merits  of  the  diCerent  methods  adopt- 
ed, to  render  my  observations  useful.  Though 
deeply  interested,  as  any  feeling,  thinking  being 
must  be  on  such  subjects,  I  have  not  studied  them 
sufficiently.  There  are  others,  however,  who  are 
doing  this  better  than  I  could; — ^blessings  be  on 
them,  and  eternal  praise  1  My  general  impression 
was,  pleasure  from  the  benevolence  and  simplicity 
of  heart  with  which  these  institutions  were  conduc<>« 
ed  and  sr^erintended,  and  wonder  not  to  be  ^x^ 
pressed  at  their  extreme  cheapness. 

The  day  preceding  my  visit  to  the  Versorgung 
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Hftus,  I  had  been  in  a  fever  of  indignation  at  the 

fate  of  poor  R ,  one  of  the  conspirators,  who 

had  become  insane- from  the  seyeiity  of  his  confine- 
ment* I  had  descanted  with  great  complacency  on 
our  open  tribimals,  and  our  trials  by  jury,  and  yet 
I  could  not  help  tlunking  to  myself,  "  Well,  if  we 
have  not  their  state^risons,  neither  have  they  our 
poor-hoi»es  I  *' 

Mei>on.  It  is  plain  that  the  rich,  charitable, 
worldly  prosperous,  self-seeking  Frankfort,  would 
be  your  .chosen  residence  after  all ! 
'  Alba.  No-— as  a  fixed  residence  I  should  not 
prefer  Frankfi>rt  There  is  a  little  too  much  of  the 
pride  of  purse — ^too  nmch  of  the  aristocracy  of 
wealth — too  much  dressing  and  dinnering — and 
society  is  too  much  broken  up  into  sets  and  circles 
to  please  me ;  besides,  it  must  be  confessed,  that 
^le  arts  do  not  flourish  in  this  free  imperial 
city. 

The  Stadel  Museum  was  opened  just  before  our 
last  visit  to  Frankfort  A  rich  banker  of  that  name 
bequeathed,  in  1816,  his  collection  of  prints  and 
pictures,  and  nearly  a  million  and  a  half  of  florins, 
for  the  commencement  and  maintenance  of  this  in- 
stitution, and  they  have  certainly  begun  on  a  splendid 
scale.  The  edifice  in  which  the  cdlection  is  ar- 
ranged is  spacious,  fitted  up  with  great  cost,  and 
generally  with  great  taste,  except  the  ceilings, 
wluch,  being  the  glory  and  admiration  of  the  good 
people  of  Frankfort,  I  must  endeavor  to  describe 
to  you  particularly.     The  elaborate  beauty  of  the 
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arabesque  ornaments,  their  endless  yariety,  and  tbe 
vivid  coloring  and  gilding,  reminded  me  of  some 
of  the  illuminated  manuscripts ;  but  I  was  rather 
amused  than  pleased,  and  rather  surprised  to  see 
art  and  ornament  so  misplaced — invention,  labor, 
money,  time,  lavished  to  so  Utile  purpose.  No  ef- 
fect was  aimed  at — none  produced.  The  strained 
and  wearied  eye  wandered  amid  a  profiision  of  un- 
meaning forms  and  of  gorgeous  colors,  whicn  never 
harmonized  into  a  whole ;  and  after  I  had  half- 
broken  my  neck  by  looking  up  at  them  through  an 
opera  glass,  in  order  to  perceive  the  elegant  inter- 
lacing of  the  minute  patterns  and  exquisite  finish 
of  the  workmanship,  I  turned  away  laughing  wad 
provoked,  and  wondering  at  such  a  ^ange  perver- 
sion, or  rather  sacrifice,  of  taste. 
Medon.  But  the  collection  itself? — 
Alda.  It  is  not  very  interesting.  It  contains 
some  curious  old  German  pictures :  Stadel  having 
been,  like  others,  smitten  with  the  mania  of  buying 
Van  Eyks,  and  Hemlings,  and  Schordels.  Here, 
however,  these  old  masters,  as  part  of  a  school  or 
history  of  art,  are  well  placed.  There  are  a  few  fine 
Flemish  paintings — and,  in  particular,  a  wondrous 
portrait  by  Flinck,  which  you  must  see.  It  is 
a  lady  in  black,  on  the  left  side  of  the  door — of-— I 
forget  which  room — ^but  you  cannot  miss  it :  those 
soft  eyes  will  look  out  at  you,  till  you  will  feel  in- 
clined to  ask  her  name,  and  wonder  the  lips  do  not 
unclose  to  answer  you.  Of  first-rate  pictures  there 
are  none — ^I  mean  none  of  the  historical  and  Italian 
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schools .  the  collection  of  casts  from  the  antique  is 
splendid  and  well  selected. 

Medon.  Bnt  Bethmann,  the  banker,  had  already 
set  an  example  of  munificent  {>atronage  of  art : 
when  he  shamed  kings,  for  instance,  by  purchas- 
ing Da^kiecker's  Ariadne — one  of  the  chief  lions 
of  Frankfort,  if  fame  says  true. 

Alda.  How  1  have  you  not  seen  it  ? 

Medon.  No — ^unhappily.  The  weather,  as  I 
have  told  you,  was  dreadful.  I  was  discouraged — 
I  procrastinated.  That  flippant  observation  I  had 
read  in  some  English  traveller,  that  "  Dannecker's 
Ariadne  looked  as  if  it  had  been  cut  out  of  old 
StDton  cheese,"  was  floating  in  my  mind.  In  short, 
I  was  careless,  as  we  often  are,  when  the  means  of 
gratifying  curiosity  appear  secure,  and  within  our 
reach.  I  repent  me  now.  I  wish  I  had  settled  to 
my  own  satisfaction,  and  with  mine  own  eyes,  the 
disputed  merits  of  this  famous  statue ;  but  I  will 
trust  to  you.  It  ought  to  be  something  admirable. 
I  do  not  know  much  of  Dannecker,  or  his  works, 
but  by  all  accounts  he  has  not  to  complain  of  the 
want  of  patronage.  To  him  cannot  be  applied  the 
pathetic  common-place,  so  familiar  in  the  mouths 
of  our  young  artists,  about  "chill  penury,"  the 
•struggle  to  live,  the  cares  that  "  freeze  the  genial 
current  of  the  soul,"  the  eflbrts  of  unassisted  genius, 
and  so  forth.  Want  never  came  to  him  since  he 
devoted  himself  to  art  He  appears  to  have  had 
leisure  and  freedom  to  give  full  scope  to  his  powers, 
and  to  worfc  out  his  own  creations. 
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Ai/DA.  Had  he  ?  Had  he,  indeed  ?  His  own 
story  would  be  different,  I  fancy.  Dannecker,  like 
every  patronized  artist  I  ever  met  with,  would 
execrate  patronage,  if  he  dared.  Good  old  man  ! 
The  thought  of  what  he  might  have  done,  and 
could  have  done,  breaks  out  sometimes  in#ie  midsi 
of  all  his  self-complacent  mnve  exultation,  ovei 
what  he  has  don^  I  will  endeavor  to  give  you  a 
correct  idea  of  the  Ariadne,  and  then  I  will  tell 
you  something  of  Dannecker  himself.  His  histoid 
is  a  good  commentary  upon  royal  patronage. 

I  had  heard  so  much  of  this  statue,  that  aaary 
curiosity  was  strongly  excited.  A  part  of  its  fame 
may  be  owing  to  its  situation,  and  the  number  of 
travellers  who  go  to  visit  Bethmann's  Museum,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  I  used  to  observe  that  all  travel- 
lers, who  were  on  the  road  to  Italy,  praised  it;  and 
all  who  were  on  their  Yr9.y  home,  criticized  it.  Aa 
I  ascended  the  steps  of  the  pavilion  in  which  it  is 
placed,  the  enthusiasm  of  expectation  ^ed  away 
from  my  mind :  I  said  to  myself,  "  I  shall  be  disap- 
pointed ! "    Yet  I  was  not  disappointed. 

The  Ariadne  occupied  the  centre  of  a  cabinet, 
hung  with  a  dark  gray  color,  imd  illuminated  by  a 
high  lateral  window,  so  that  the  light  and  shade^ 
and  the  relief  of  the  figure  were  perfectly  w^ ; 
managed  and  effective.  Dannecker  has  not  rep^ 
resented  Ariadne  in  her  more  poetical  and  picture 
esque  character,  as,  when  betrayed  and  forsaken: 
by  Theseus,  she  stood  alone  on  the  wild  shore  of 
Kaxos,  ^^her   hair  blown  by  the  windsi  and  all 
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about  her  expressing  desolation."  It  is  Ariadne, 
iimEBOrtal  and  triumphant,  as  the  bride  of  Bacchus. 
Hie  figure  is  larger  than  life.  She  is  seated,  or 
rather  reclined,  on  the  back  of  a  panther.  The 
right  arm  is  carelessly  extended :  ihe  left  arm  rests 
on  the  head  of  the  animal,  and  the  hand  supports 
the  drs^kery,  which  appears  to  have  just  dropped 
ir^m  her  limbs.  The  head  is  turned  a  little  up- 
wards, as  if  she  already  anticipated  her  starry 
home ;  and  her  tresses  are  braided  with  the  vine 
leaves.  The  grace  and  ease  of  the  attitude,  so 
firm,  and  yet  so  light ;  the  flowing  beauty  of  the 
fonn,  and  the  position  of  the  head,  enchanted  me. 
Peijiaps  the  features  are  not  sufficiently  Greek: 
fcHT,  though  I  am  not  one  of  those  who  think  all 
beauty  comprised  in  the  antique  models,  and  that 
nothing  can  be  orthodox  but  the  straight  nose  and 
short  upper  lip,  still  to  Ariadne  the  pure  classical 
ideal  of  beauty,  both  in  form  and  face,  are  properly 
in  character.  A  cast  from  that  divine  head,  the 
Greek  Ariadne,  is  placed  in  the  same  cabinet,  and 
I  confess  to  you  that  the  contrast  being  immediately 
brought  before  the  eye,  Dannecker's  Ariadne 
sfiemed  to  want  refinement,  in  c(»nparisoU.  It  is 
true,  that  the  moment  chosen  by  the  German 
sculptor  required  an  expression  idtogether  differ- 
ent. In  the  Greek  bust,  though  already  circled  by 
the  viny  crown,  and  though  all  heaven  seems  to 
repose  on  the  noble  arch  of  that  expanded  brow, 
yet  ^e  head  is  decUned,  and  a  lender  melancholy 
litters  round  the  all-perfect  mouth,  as  if  the  re- 

Digitized  by  Google 


88  SKETCHES   OF  ABT, 

membrance  of  a  mortal  love — a  mortsd  sorrow — 
yet  shaded  her  celestial  bridal  hours,  and  made 
pale  her  immortality.  But  Dannecker*8  Ariadae 
is  the  flushed  Queen  of  the  Bacchante,  and  in  the 
clash  of  the  cymbals  and  the  mantling  cup,  she  has 
already  forgotten  Theseus.  There  is  a  look  of  life, 
an  individual  truth  in  the  beauty  of  the  forao, 
which  distinguishes  it  from  the  long-limbed  vapid 
pieces  of  elegance  called  nymphs  and  Veauses, 
which 

"  Stretch  their  white  arms,  and  bend  their  marble  necks," 

in  the  galleries  of  our  modern  sculptors.  One  ob- 
jection struck  me,  but  not  till  after  a  second  or 
third  view  of  the  statue.  The  panther  seemed  to 
me  rather  too  bulky  and  ferocious.  It  is  true,  it  b 
not  a  natural,  but  a  mythological  panther,  such  as 
we  see  in  the  antique  basso-relievos  and  the 
arabesques  of  Herculaneum ;  yet,  methinks,  if  he 
appeared  a  little  more  conscious  of  his  lovely  bur- 
then, more  tamed  by  the  influence  of  beauty,  it 
would  have  been  better.  However,  the  sculptor 
may  have  had  a  design,  a  feeling,  in  this  very 
point,  which  has  escaped  me :  I  regret  now  that  I 
did  not  ask  him.  One  thing  is  certain,  that  the 
extreme  massiveness  of  the  panther's  limbs  serves 
to  give  a  firmness  to  the  support  of  the  figure,  and 
sets  off  to  advantage  its  lightness  and  delicacy.  It 
is  equaWy  certain  that  if  the  head  of  the  animal 
had  been  ever  bc^  slightly  turned,  the  pose  of  the 
right-arm,  and  with  it  the  whole  attitude,  must 
have  been  altered. 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITBKATURE,  AND   GHABACTER.  89 

The  window  of  the  cabinet  is  so  contrived,  that 
by  drawing  up  a  blind  of  stained  glass,  a  soft  crim- 
son tint  is  shed  over  the  figure,  as  if  the  marble 
blushed.  This  did  not  please  me :  partly  from  a 
dislike  to  all  trickery  in  art ;  partly  because,  to  my 
taste,  the.  pale,  colorless  purity  of  the  marble  is  one 
of  the  beauties  of  a  fine  statue. 

It  is  true  that  Dannecker  has  been  unfortunate 
in  his  material.  The  block  fix)m  which  he  cut  his 
figure  is  imperfect  and  streaky ;  but  how  it  could 
possibly  have  suggested  the  idea  of  Stilton  cheese  I 
am  at  a  loss  to  conceive.  It  is  not  worse  than  Ca- 
Bova's  Venus,  in  the  Pitti  palace,  who  has  a  tei<- 
rible  black  streak  across  her  bosom.  M.  Pass- 
avant,  *  who  was  standing  by  when  I  paid  my  last 
visit  to  the  Ariadne,  assured  me,  that  when  the 
statue  was  placed  on  its  pedestal,  about  sixteen 
years  ago,  these  black  specks  were  scarcely  visible, 
and  that  they  seemed  to  multiply  and  grow  darker 
with  time.  This  is  a  lamentable,  and,  to  me,  an 
unaccountable  fact 

Medon.  And,  I  am  afraid,  past  cure :  but  now 
tell  me  something  of  the  sculptor  himself.  After 
loddng  on  a  grand  work  of  art,  we  naturally  turn 
to  look  into  the  mind  which  conceived  and 
-created  it 

Alda.    Dannecker,  like  all  the  great  modem 

*  M.  Passarant  is  a  landscape-painter  of  Frankfort,  an  intel- 
ligent, accomplished  man,  and  one  of  the  few  German  artists 
trho  had  a  tolerably  correct  idea  of  the  state  of  art  in  England. 
Bo  i»  the  author  of  "  Kunstreise  durch  England  und  Belgium.'' 
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sculptors,  ^rung  from  the  people.  Thorwaldiont 
Flaxman,  Chantrey,  Canova,  Schadow,  Raocli — i 
belieye  we  may  go  farther  back,  to  Cellini,  Bandi* 
nelli,  Bernini,  Figalle — all  I  can  at  this  moment 
recollect^  were  of  plebeian  origin.  When  I  was  ^t 
Dresden,  I  was  told  of  a  young  count,  of  nobkf 
family,  who  had  adopted  sculpture  as  a  professfon^ 
This,  I  think,  is  a  solitary  instance  of  any  person 
of  noble  birth  devoting  bknself  to  this  noblest  id 
the  arts. 

Medon.  Do  you  foiget  Mrs.  Damer  and  Lady 
Dacre? 

Alda.  No  ;  but  I  do  not  think  that  either  the 
exquisite  modelling  of  Lady  Dacre,  or  the  merito- 
rious attempts  of  Mrs.  Damer,  come  under  iki^ 
head  of  sculpture  in  its  grand  sense.  By-^tfa^by, 
when  Horace  Walpole  said  that  Mrs.  Damer  wa» 
the  first  female  8culpt(»r  who  had  attained  any 
celebrity,  he  foi^  the  Greek  girl,  Lala,*  and  the 
Properzia  Rossi  of  modem  times. 

Dannecker  was  bom  at  Stuttgard  in  1758.  On 
him  descended  no  hereditary  mantle  of  genius ;  it 
was  the  immediate  gift  of  Heayen,  and  apparently 
heaven-directed.  His  father  was  a  groom  in  the* 
duke's  stable,  and  appears  to  have  been  merely  an 
ill-tempered,  thick-headed  boor.  How  young  Dan« 
necker  picked  up  die  rudiments  of  reading  and 

*  She  was  oontemponiy  with  Cleopatm,  (B.  0. 38.)  and  ira«  ?«!«■• 
ticularly  celebrated  for  her  baste  In  ivory.  The  Romans  raised 
a  Btatue  to  her  honor,  which  waa  in  the  QnJstinianj  collection.^ 

V.  PUOT. 
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writing,  he  does  not  himself  remember;  nor  by 
what  circumstances  the  bent  of  his  fancy  and 
genius  was  directed  to  the  fine  arts.  Like  other 
greaib  men,  who  have  been  led  to  trace  the  progress 
of  their  own  minds,  he  attributed  to  his  mother  the 
fil^  promptings  to  the  fair  and  good,  the  first  soft- 
eniog  and  elevating  influences  which  his  mind  ac- 
knowledged. He  had  neither  paper  nor  pencils ; 
but  next  door  to  his  father  there  lived  a  stone- 
cutter, whose  blocks  of  marble  and  free-stone  were 
every  day  scrawled  over  with  rude  imitations  of 
natural  objects  in  chalk  or  charcoal — ^the  first  es- 
says of  the  infjwit  Dannecker.  When  he^was 
beaten  by  his  father  for  this  proof  of  idleness,  his 
mother  interfered  to  protect  or  to  encourage  him. 
As  soon  as  he  was  old  enough,  he  assisted  his  father 
in  the  stable ;  and  while  running  about  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  palace,  ragged  and  barefoot,  he  ap- 
pears to  have  attracted,  by  his  vivacity  and  alerts 
ness,  the  occasional  notice  <^  the  duke  himself.. 

Buke  Charles,  the  grandfather  of  the  present 
king  of  Wurtemburg,  had  founded  a  military  school, 
called  the  Karl  Schiile,  (Charles'  School,)  annexed 
to  the  Hunting  Palace  of  the  Solitude.  At  this 
academy,  mu^c  and  drawmg  were  taught  as  well 
s»  military  tactics.  One  day,  when  Dannecker 
IFas  about  thirteen,  his  fiaither  returned  home  in  a 
very  ill-humor,  and  informed  his  family  that  the 
duke  intended  to  admit  the  children  of  his  domes- 
tics into  his  new  military  school.  The  boy,  with 
joyful  eagerness,  declared  his  intention  of  going 
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immediately  to  present  himself  as  a  candidate. 
The  father,  with  a  stare  of  astonishment,  desired 
him  to  remain  at  home,  and  mind  his  business; 
on  his  persisting,  he  resorted  to  blows,  and  ended 
by  locking  him  up.  The  boy  escaped  by  jumping 
out  of  the  window ;  and,  collecting  several  of  his 
comrades,  he  made  them  a  long  harangue  in  praise 
of  the  duke's  beneficence,  then  placing  himself  at 
their  head,  marched  them  up  to  the  palace,  where 
the  whole  court  was  assembled  for  the  Easter  fes- 
tivities. On  being  asked  their  business,  Dannecker 
replied,  as  spokesman, — "  Tell  his  highness  the  duke 
we  yant  to  go  to  the  Kari  Schiile."  One  of  the 
attendants,  amused,  perhaps,  with  this  juvenile 
ardor,  went  and  informed  the  duke,  who  had  just 
risen  from  table.  He  came  out  himself  and  mus- 
tered the  little  troop  before  him.  He  first  darted 
a  rapid,  scrutinizing  glance  along  the  line,  then  se- 
lecting one  from  the  number,  placed  him  on  his  right 
hand ;  then  another,  and  another,  till  only  young 
Dannecker  and  two  others  remained  on  his  left. 
Dannecker  has  since  acknowledged  that  he  suffer 
ed  for  a  few  moments  such  exquisite  pain  and  shame 
at  the  idea  of  being  rejected,  that  his  first  impulse 
was  to  run  away  and  hide  himself;  and  that  his 
surprise  and  joy,  when  he  found  that  he  and  his 
two  companions  were  the  accepted  candidates,  had 
nearly  overpowered  him.  The  duke  ordered  them 
to  go  the  next  morning  to  the  Solitude,  and  then 
dismissed  them.  When  Dannecker  returned  home, 
his  father,  enraged  at  losing  the  services  of  his  son, 
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turned  him  out  of  the  house,  and  forbade  him  ever 
more  to  enter  it;  but  his  mother  (mother-like) 
packed  up  his  little  bundle  of  necessar^g^,  accompa- 
nied him  for  some  distance  on  his  road,  and  parted 
j&om  him  with  blessings  and  tears,  and  words  of  en- 
couragement and  love. 

At  the  Karl  Schiile  Dannecker  made  but  little 
progress  in  his  studies.  Nothing  could  be  worse 
managed  than  this  royal  establishment  The  in- 
fiarior  teachers  were  accustomed  to  employ  the 
poorer  boys  in  the  most  servile  offices,  and  in  this 
so  called  academy  he  waa  actually  obliged  to  learn 
by  sfe^th :  but  here  he  formed  a  friendship. with 
Sehilrer,  who,  like  himself,  was  an  ardent  genius 
pining  and  writhing  under  a  chilling  system  ;  and 
the  two  boys,  thrown  upon  one  another  for  con- 
solation, became  friends  for  life.  Dannecker  must 
have  been  about  fifteen  when  the  Karl  Schiile  was 
removed  from  the  Solitude  to  Stuttgard.  He  Was 
then  placed  under  the  tuition  of  Grubel,  a  profes- 
sor of  sculpture,  and  in  the  following  year  he  pro- 
duced his  first  original  composition.  It  was  a  Milo 
of  Crotona,  modelled  in  clay,  and  was  judged 
worthy  of  the  first  prize.  Dannecker  was  at  this 
time  so  unfriended  and  little  known,  that  the  duke, 
vfho  appears  to  have  forgotten  him,  learned  with 
afltonishment  that  this  nameless  boy,  the  son  of  his 
groom,  had  carried  off  the  highest  honors  of  the 
school  from  all  his  competitors.  For  a  few  years 
he  was  employed  in  the  duke's  service  in  carving 
cornices,  Cupids,  and  caryatides,  to  ornament  the 
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new  piJaces  at  Stuttgard  and  Hohenheim;  this 
task-work,  over  which  he  often  si^ed,,  may  posa- 
bly  have  a^sted  in  giving  him  that  certainty  and 
mechanical  dexterity  in  the  us6  of  his  tools  for 
which  he  is  remarkable.  About  ten  years  were 
thus  passed ;  he  then  obtained  permission  to  travel 
for  his  improvement,  with  an  allowance  of  three 
hundred  florins  a  year  from  the  doke.  With  these 
slender  means  Dannecker  set  off  for  Paris  on  foot 
There,  for  the  first  time,  he  had  opportunities  of 
studying  the  living  modeL  His  enthusiasm  for  his 
art  enabled  him  to  endure  extraordinary  privations 
of  every  kind,  for  out  of  his  little  penswi  of 
twenty-three  pounds  a  year  he  had  not  only  to 
feed  and  clothe  himself,  but  to  purchase  all  the  ma- 
terials for  his  art,  and  the  means  of  instruction ; 
and  this  in  an  expensive  capital,  surrounded  with 
temptations  which  an  artist  and  an  enthusiastic 
young  man  finds  it  difficult  to  withstand.  He  told 
me  himself,  that  day  after  day  he  has  8tu<Med  in 
the  Louvre  dinnerless,  and  dressed  in  a  garb  which 
scarce  retained  even  the  appearance  of  decency. 
He  lefl  Paris,  after  a  two  years'  residence,  as  sim- 
ple in  mind  and  heart  as  when  he  entered  it,  and 
considerably  improved  in  his  knowledge  of  am^- 
omy  and  in  the  technical  part  of  Ms  precession. 
The  treasures  of  the  Louvre,  though  fisur  inferior  to 
what  they  now  are,  had  let  in  a  flood  of  ideas  upon 
his  mind,  among  which  (as  he  described  hb  own 
feelings)  he  groped  as  one  bewildered  and  intoxi-' 
cated,  amazed  rather  than  enlightened.     ^  ' 
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Medon.  But  Dannecker  must  haTe  been  poor 
in  spirit  as  in  pocket — ^simple  indeed,  if  he  did  not 
profit  by  the  opportunities  which  Paris  afforded  of 
studying  human*  nature,  noting  the  passions  and 
their  physiognomy,  and  gaining  other  experiences 
most  use&l  to  an  artist 

Alda.  There  I  differ  fixan  you.  Would  you 
send  a  young  artist— more  particularly  a  young 
sculptor — to  study- the  human  nature  of  London  or 
Paris? — to  seek  the  ideal  among  shop-girls  and 
opera-dancers?  Or  the  sublime  and  beautiftil 
among  the  friyolous  and  degraded  <^  one  sex,  the 
money-making  or  the  brutalized  of  the  other  ?  Is 
it  from  the  man  who  has  steeped  his  youthful 
prime  in  vulgar  dissipation,  by  way  of  "  seeing  life," 
as  it  is  called, '  who  has  ^wrted  patronage  at  the 
convivial  board,  that  you  shall  require  that  union 
of  lofty  enthnsiasm  and  patient  industry,  which 
are  necessary,  first  to  conceive  the  grand  and  the 
poetical,  and  then,  consume  long  years  in  shaping 
out  his  creation  in  the  everlasting  marble  ? 

Mbpon.  But  how  is  the  sculptor  himself  to  live 
during  those  long  years  ?  It  must  needs  be  a  hard 
struggle.  X  have  heard  young  artists  say,  that  they 
have  been  fi>rced  on  a  dissipated  life  merely  as  a 
li^atis  of  *^  getting  on  in  the  world,"  as  the  phrase  is. 

Ai^A.  So.  have  I-  It  is  so  base  a  plea,  that 
when  I  hear  it,  I  generally  regard  it  as  the  excuse 
£&t  di£|)Qsitions  already  perverted.  The  men  who 
talk  thus  are .  doomed ;  they  will  either  creep 
through  life  in  me<Kocrity  and  dependence  to  their 
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grave ;  or,  at  the  best,  if  they  have  parts,  as  well 
as  cunning  and  assurance,  they  may  make  them- 
selves the  ^hion,  and  make  their  fortune;  they 
may  be  clever  portrait-painters  and  bust-makers, 
but  when  they  attempt  to  soar  into  the  historical  and 
ideal  department  of  their  art,  they  move  the  laugh- 
ter of  gods  and  men ;  to  them  the  higher,  holier 
fountains  of  inspiration  are  thenceforth  sealed. 

Medon.  But  think  of 'the  temptations  of  so- 
ciety! 

Alda.  I  think  of  those  who  have  overcome 
them.  '^  Great  men  have  beeii  among  us,^  though 
they  be  rare.  Have  we  not  had  a  Flaxman  ?  but 
the  artist  must  choose  where  he  will  worship.  He 
cannot  serve  God  and  Mammon.  That  man  of 
genius  who  thinks  he  can  tamper  with  his  glonous 
gifb,  and  for  a  season  indulge  in  social  excesses, 
stoop  from  his  high  calHng  to  the  dregs  c^  earth, 
abandon  himself  to  the  stream  of  common  life,  and 
trust  to  his  native  powers  to  bring  him  up  again ; — 
O,  believe  it,  he  plays  a  desperate  game! — one 
that  in  nearly  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred 
is  fatal. 

Medon.  I  begin  to  see  your  drift;  but  you 
would  find  it  difficult  to  prove  that  the  men  who 
executed  those  works,  on  which  we  now  look  w^h 
wonder  and  despair,  lived  like  anchorites,  or  were 
unexceptionable  moral  characters. 

Alda.  Will  you  not  allow  that  they  worked  in 
a  different  spirit  ?  Or  do  you  suppose  that  it  was 
by  the  possession  of  some  sleight-of-hand  that  these 
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things  were  performed? — that  it  was  by  son[je 
knack  of  chiselling,  some  secret  of  coloring  now 
lost,  that  a  Phidias  or  a  Corre^o  still  remains  un- 
{^proached,  and,  as  people  will  tell  you,  unap- 
proachable ? 

Medon.  They  had  a  different  nature  to  work 
tcom, 

A14DA.  A  different  modification  of  nature,  but 
]K>t  a  different  nature.  Nature  and  truth  are  one, 
and  immutable,  and  inseparable  as  beauty  and  love. 
I  do  maintain  that,  in  these  latter  tiiAes,  we  have 
artists,  who  in  genius,  in  the  power  of  looking  at 
nature,  and  in  manual  skill,  are  not  beneath  the 
great  ancients,  but  their  works  are  found  wanting 
in  comparison;  they  have  fallen  short  of  the 
models  their  early  ambition  set  before  them ;  and 
why  % — ^because,  having  genius,  they  want  the 
moral  grandeur  that  should  accompany  it,  and 
^ve  neglected  the  training  of  their  own  minds 
from  necessity,  or  from,  dissipation,  or  from  pride, 
so  that,  having  imagination  and  skill,  they  have 
yet  wanted  the  materials  out  of  which  to  work. 
Recollect  that  the  great  artists  of  old  were  not 
Bs^re  painters,  or  mere  sculptors,  who  were  nothing 
exicept  mth  the  pencil  or  tlie  chisel  in  their  hand. 
TJiey  were  philosophers,  scholars,  poets,  musicians, 
noble  beings  whose  eyes  "^ere  not  ever  on  them- 
selves, but  who  looked  above,  before,  and  after. 
Ova  modem  artists  turn  coxcombs,  and  then  fancy 
tl^emselves  like  Rafaelle ;  or  they  are  greedy  of 
present  praise,  or  greedy  of  gain ;  or  they  will  not 
7 
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pay  the  price  for  iufiuartality ;  or  they  have  sold 
their  glorioos  birthri^t  of  fame  for  a  mess  of  pot- 
tage. 

Poor  Dannecker  found  his  mess  of  pottage  bitter 
now  and  then,  as  you  shall  hear.  He  set  off  fiw 
Italy,  in  1783,  with  his  pension  raised  to  four 
hundred  florins  a  year,  that  is,  aboutthirty  pounds. 
He  reached  Borne  on  foot,  and  he  told  me  that,  for 
some  months  after  his  arrival,  he  suffered  from  a 
terrible  depression  of  spirits,  and  a  painful  sense 
of  loneliness ;  like  Thorwaldson,  when  he  too 
visited  that  city  some  years  afterwards  a  friendless 
youth,  he  was  often  home-sick  and  heart-eick.  At 
this  lime  he  used  to  wander  about  among  the  ruins 
and  relics  of  almighty  Rome,  lost  in  the  sense  of 
their  grandeur,  depressed  by  his  own  vague  aspira* 
tions — ignorant,  and  without  courage  to  apply  him* 
self.  Luckily  for  him.  Herder  and  Goethe  were 
then  residing  at  Bome ;  he  became  known  to  them) 
and  their  conversation  directed  him  to  higher 
sources  of  inspiration  in  his  art  than  he  had  yet 
contemplated — to  the  very  well-heads  and  mother- 
streams  of  poetry.  They  showed  him  the  distinc* 
tion  between  the  spirit  and  the  form  of  ancient 
art.  Dannecker  felt,  and  afterwards  applied  some 
of  the  grand  revelations  of  these  men,  who  were 
at  once  profound  critics  and  inspired  poets.  He 
might  have  grasped  at  more,  but  that  his  early 
nurture  was  here  against  him,  and  his  subsequent 
destinies  as  a  court  sculptor  seldom  left  him  su& 
cient  freedom  of  thought  or  action  to  follow  out 
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Ms  own  conceptions.  While  at  Rome  he  also  be- 
came acquainted  with  Canova,  who,  although  only 
one  year  older  than  himself,  had  already  achieved 
great  things.  He  was  now  at  work  on  the  monu- 
ment of  the  Pope  GanganeUi.  The  courteous, 
kind-hearted  Italian  would  sometimes  visit  the 
poor  German  in  his  studio,  and  cheer  him  by  his 
i^emarks  and  encouragement 

Bannecker  remained  five  years  at  Borne ;  he  was 
then  ordered  to  return  to  Stuttgard.  ■  As  he  had 
already  greatly  distinguished  himself,  the  Duke  of 
Wurtemberg  received  him  with  much  kindness, 
ahd  promised  him  his  protection.  Now,  the  pro- 
teetion  and  the  patronage  which  a  sovereign  ac- 
cords to  an  artist  generally  amounts  to  this : — he 
begins  by  carving  or  painting  the  portrait  of  his 
patron,  and  of  some  of  the  varioQs  members  of  his 
patron's  family.  If  these  are  approved  of,  he  is 
idlowed  to  stick  a  ribbon  in  his  button-hole,  and  is 
appointed  professor  of  fine  arts,  with  a  certain 
stipend,  and  thenceforth  his  time,  his  labor,  and 
his  genius  belong  as  entirely  to  his  master  as  those 
of  a  hired  servant ;  his  path  is  marked  out  for  him. 
It  was  thus  with  Dannecker ;  he*  received  a  pen- 
iion  of  eight  hundred  florins  a  year  and  his  pro- 
fessorship ;  and  upon  the  strength  of  this  he  married 
Henrietta  Rapp.  From  this  period  his  life  has 
passed  in  a  course  of  tranquil  and  uninterrupted 
occupation,  yet,  though  constantly  employed,  his 
woi^s  are  not  numerous;  almost  every  moment 
being  taken  up  with  the  duties  of  his  professorship, 

Digitized  by  Google 


100  SKETCHES  OF   ART, 

in  trying  to  teach  what  no  man  of  genius  csm  teaeli, 
and  in  making  drawings  and  designs  after  the  fan- 
cies of  the  grand  duke.  He  was  required  to  com- 
pose a  basso-relievo  for  the  duke's  private  cabinet. 
The  subject  which  he  chose  was  as  appropriate  as 
it  was  beautifiilly  treated^ — Alexander  pressing  his 
seal  upon  the  lips  of  Farmenio.  He  modelled  ttds 
in  bas-relief,  and  the  best  judges  pronounced  it  ex- 
quisite ;  but  it  did  not  please  the  duke,  and^  in- 
stead of  receiving  an  order  to  finish  it  in  maible, 
he  was  obliged  to  throw  it  aadcf  and- to  execute 
some  design  dictated  by  his  master.  The  original 
model  remained  for  many  years  in  his  studio ;  but 
a  short  time  before  my  last  visit  to  him  he  had  pre- 
sented it  as  a  birthday  gifl  to  a  irknd.  The  fiint 
great  work  which  gave  him  celebrity  as  a  sculptor 
was  the  mausoleum  of  Count  2ieppelin,  the  duke% 
favorite,  in  which  the  figure  of  Friendship  has 
much  simplicity  and  grace ;  this  is  now  at  IxHii»- 
berg.  While  he  was  modeling  this  beautiful  %ur8, 
the  first  idea  of  the  Ariadne  was  suggested  to  his 
fancy,  but  some  years  elapsed  before  it  came  into 
form.  At  this  lime  he  was  much  employed  in  exe- 
cirting  busts,  for  which  his  fine  eye  for  living  nature 
and  manly  simplicity  of  taste  peculiarly  fitted  him. 
In  this  particular  department  <^  his  art  he  haft 
neither  equal  nor  rival,  except  our  Chanta'ey. 
The  best  I  have  seen  are  those  of  Schiller,  Gluck, 
and  Lavater.  Never  are  the  fine  arts,  never  are 
great  artists,  better  employed,  than  when  they  serve 
to  illustrate  and  to  immortalize  each  other  I  About 
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ihe  year  1808,  Dannecker  was  considered,  beyond 
dilute,  t^e  first  sculptor  in  Germany ;  for  as  yet, 
Ranch,  Tieck,  and  Schwanthaler  had  not  worked 
their  way  up  to  their  present  high  celebrity.  He 
receired,  in  1811,  an  intimation,  that  if  he  would 
enter  the  service  of  the  King  of  Bavaria,  he  should 
be  placed  at  the  head  of  the  school  of  sculpture  at 
Munich,  with  a  salary  three  times  the  amount  of 
that  which  he  at  present  enjoyed. — 

Medok.   Which  Dannecker  declined  ? 

Alda.   He  did. 

Mbdon.  I  could  have  sworn  to  it — extempore  ! 
What  is  more  touching  in  the  history  of  men  of 
genius  than  that  deep  and  constant  attachment  they 
have  sho%n  to  their  early  patrons !  Not  to  go  back 
to  the  days  of  Horace  and  Mectenas,  nor  even  to 
tiiose  of  Ariosto  and  Tasso  and  the  ]&mily  of  £ste,  or 
Cellini  and  the  Duke  of  Florence,  or  Lucas  Kra- 
nach  and  the  Elector  John  Frederic  ♦ — do  you  re- 
member Mozarf  s  exclamation,  when  he  was  offered 
the  most  magnificent  remuneration  if  he  would  quit 
the  service  of  Joseph  H.  for  that  of  the  Elector  of 
Saxony — "  Shall  I  leave  my  good  Emperor  ?  "  In 
the  same  manner  Metastasio  rejected  every  in- 
ducement to  quit  the  service  of  Maria  Theresa — 

Alda.  Add  Goethe  and  the  Duke  of  Weimar, 
and  a  hundred  other  instances.     The  difficulty 

*  liQoas  Knnaeh  (1472)  was  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  the 
dd  German  painters ;  from  a  principle  of  gratitude  and  attach- 
ment, he  shared  the  imprisonment  of  the  elector  John  Frederic, 
during  five  years. 
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would  be  to  find  one,  in  which  the  patronage  of  tlie 
great  has  not  been  repaid  ten  thousand  fold  in 
gratitude  and  fame.    Pannecker's  love  for  his  na- 
tive city,  and  his  native  princes,  prevailed  over  his 
self^nterest ;    his  decision  was  honorable  to  his 
heart;  but  it  is  not  less  certain  that  at  Munich  he: 
would  have  fmind  more  enlightened  patronage^  4 
and  a  wider  scope  for  his  talents.    Frederic,  tim\ 
late  King  of  Wurtemberg,  who  had  married  our^ 
princess-royal,  was  a  man  of  a  coarse  mind  and 
profligate  habits.    Napoleon  had  gratified  his  vul*' 
gar  ambition  by  making  him  a  king,  and  thereupoa* 
he  stuck  a  huge,  tawdry  gilt  crown  on  Ihe  top  of  ( 
his  palace,  the  impudent  sign  of  his  subservieoit 
majesty,    I  never  looked  at  it  without  thinking  of 
an  overgrown  child  and  its  new  toy ;  he  also,  to 
commemorate  the  acquisition  of  his  kingly  titles, 
instituted  the  order  of  the  Wurtemburg  croWB, 
and  Dannecker  was  gratified  by  this  new  order  of 
merit,  and  a  bit  of  ribbon  in  his  button-hole. 

But  in  the  mean  time  the  model  of  the  Ariadne 
remained  in  his  studio,  and  it  was  not  till  the  i  year 
1809  that  he  could  afibrd  to  purchase  a  block  of 
marble,  and  begin  the  statue  on  speculation.  It 
occupied  him  for  seven  years,  but  in  the  interval 
he  completed  other  beautiful  wqrks.  The  king 
ordered  him  to  execute  a  Cupid  in  marble,  for  wlueh 
he  gave  him  the  design.  It  was  a  design  which 
displeased  the  pure  mind  and  high  taste  of  DaiiH 
necker;  he  would  not  so  desecrate  his  divine  arfci 
"  c'etait  travailler  pour  le  diable  I  **  said  he  to  me, 
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in  telling  t^e  story.  He  therefore  only  half  ful- 
filled his  c(»mnission:  and,  changing  the  purpose 
and  sentiment  of  the  figure,  he  represented  the 
Greek  Cupid  at  the  moment  that  he  is  waked  by 
the  drop  of  burning  dl  from  Psyche's  lamp.  An 
English  general,  I  belieye  Sir  John  Murray,  saw 
tbis-oharming  statue,  in  1814,  and  immediately  com- 
manded a  work  from  the  sculptor^s  han^:  he 
wished,  but  did  not  absolutely  require,  a  duplicate 
of  the  statue  he  so  admired.  Dannecker,  instead 
of  repeating  himself,  produced  his  Psyche,  whom 
hd  has  repres^ted — not  as  the  Greek  allegorical 
Pbyehe,  the  bride  of  Cupid,  "with  lucent  fans, 
fluttering" — ^but  as  the  abstract  personification  of 
the  human  soul ;  or,  to  use  Dannecker's  own  words, 
"  Ein  rein,  sittlioh,8inniges  Wesen," — a  pure,  moral, 
intellectual  being.  As  he  had  an  idea  that  Love 
had  become  moral  and  sentimental  after  he  had 
been  waked  by  the  drop  of  burning  oil,  so  I  could 
not  help  asking  him  whether  this  was  Psyche,  grown 
reasonable  afler  she  had  beheld  the  wings  of  Love  ? 
He  has  not  in  this  beautifiil  statue  quite  accom- 
fdished  his  own  idea.  It  has  much  girlish  grace  and 
simplicity,  but  it  wants  elcYation ;  it  is  not  suffi- 
ciently ideal,  and  will  not  stand  a  comparison  either 
with  the  Psyche  o£  Westmacott  or  that  of  Canova. 
The  Ariadne  was  finished  in  1816,  but  the  sculp- 
tor was  disappointed  in  his  hope  that  this,  his 
masterpiece,  would  adorn  his  native  city.  The  king 
showed  no  desire  to  possess  it,  and  it  was  purchased 
byM.  Bethmann,  of  Frankfort,  for  a  sum  equal  to 
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about  one  thousaad  pounds.  Soon  afterthe  Ariadoe 
waa  finished,  Pannecker  conceived,  in  a  momeiit 
of  pious  enthusiasm,  his  famous  statue  of  ike  Be-^ 
deemer,  which  has  caused  a  great  deal  of  discussion 
in  Germany.  This  was  staaiding  in  his  work-room 
when  we  paid  our  first  vi^t  to  him.  He  told  me 
what  I  had  often  heard,  that  the  figure  had  visited 
him  in  a  dream  three  several  times ;  and  the  g^od 
old  man  .firmly  believed  that  he  had  been  divinely 
inspired,  and  predestined  to  the  work.  While  tb© 
visionary  image  was  fresh  in  his  imagination,  he 
first  executed  a  small  clay  model,  and  placed  it  b^ 
fore  a  child  of  five  or  six  years  old ; — ^there  were 
none  of  the  usual  emblematical  accompaniments — 
no  cross^ — ^no  crown  of  thorns  to  assist  the  faney^-^ 
nothing  but  the  simple  figure  roughly  modelled; 
yet  the  child  immediately  exclaimed,  "  The  Be-> 
deemer ! "  and  Dannecker  was  confirmed  in  his  de-> 
sign.  Gradually  the  completion  of  tMs  statue  be^ 
came  the  one  engrossing  idea  of  his  enthusiastic 
mind :  for  eight  years  it  was  his  dream  by  night, 
his  thought  by  day ;  all  things  else,  all  the  afi^sdrs 
and  duties  of  life,  merged  into  this.  He  told  me 
that  he  frequently  felt  as  if  pursued,  excited  by 
some  strong,  irresistible  power,  which  would  even 
visit  him  in  sleep,  and  impel  him  to  rise  from  his 
bed  and  work.  He  explained  to  me  some  of  ihe 
difficulties  he  encountered,  and  which  he  was  peiv 
suaded  that  he  had  perfectly  overcome  only  through 
divine  aid,  and  the  constant  study  of  the  Scrip- 
tures.    They  were  not  few  nor  trifling.     Physi<^  • 
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power,  majesty,  and  beauty,  fonned  no  part  of  tbe 
character  of  the  SavidUr  of  the  worid :  the  glory 
that  was  around  him  was  not  of  this  earth,  nor 
visiUe  to  the  eye ;  "  there  was  nothing  in  him  that 
he  should  be  desired ;"  therefore  to  throw  into  the  - 
impersonation  of  exceeding  humility  and  benignity 
a  superhuman  grace,  and  from  material  elements 
work  out  a  manifestation  of  abstract  moral  gran- 
dew — ^this  was  surely  not  only  a  new  and  difficult, 
but  a  bdd  and  sublime  enterprise. 

You  remember  Michael  Angelo^s  statue  of  Christ 
in  the  church  of  Santa  Maria  sopra  Minerva  at 
Rome? 

Mebok.  Perfectly ;  and  I  never  looked  at  it 
without  thinking  of  Neptune  and  his  trident. 

Alda<  The  same  thought  occurred  to  me,  and 
must  inevitably  have  occurred  to  others.  Dan- 
necker  is  not  certainly  so  great  a  man  as  Michael 
Angelo,  but  here  he  has  surpassed  him.  Instead 
of  emulating  the  antique  models,  he  has  worked 
in  the  antique  spirit — ^the  spirit  of  faith  and  en- 
tlmsiasm.  He  has  taken  a  new  form  in  which  to 
ck>the  a  grand  poetical  conception.  Whether  the 
being  he  has  represented  be  a  fit  subject  for  the 
plastic  art,  has  been  disputed ;  but  it  appears  to 
me  that  Dannecker  has  more  nearly  approached 
the  Christian  ideal  than  any  of  his  predecessors ; 
there  is  nothing  to  be  compared  to  it,  except  Ti- 
tian's Christo  della  Moneta,  and  that  is  a  head 
merely.  The  sentiment  chosen  by  the  sculptor  is 
expressed  in  the    inscription    on    the    pedestal: 
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"  Through  me,  to  the  Father/*  The  propordons^ 
of  the  figure  are  exceedingly  slender  and  delicate; 
the  attitude  a  little  drooping ;  one  hand  is  presised 
on  the  bosom,  the  other  extended;  the  lipsave 
unclosed,  as  in  the  act  to  speak.  In  the  head  and 
facial  Hne,  by  carefully  throwing  out  every  indica^ 
tion  of  the  animal  propensities,  and  giving  added 
importance  and  development  to  all  that  indicates 
the  moral  and  intellectual  faculties,  he  has  su(H 
ceeded  in  imbodying  a  species  of  ideal,  of  whiofa 
there  is  no  other  example  in  art.  I  have  he4rd 
(not  from  Dannecker  himself)  that,  when-tlie  bea^ 
of  the  Jupiter  Tonans  was  placed  beside  tlw 
Christ,  the  merely  physical  grandeur  of  the  former^ 
compared  with  the  purely  intellectual  expressLon 
of  the  latter,  reminded  every  one  present  of  a 
lion's  head  erect  and  hmnanized.  t 

Medon.  But  what  were  your  own  impressions.? 
After  all  this  eulogium,  which  I  believe  to  be  just> 
tell  nae  frankly,  were  you  satisfied  yourself  ? 

Alda.  No— not  quite.  The  expression  of  the 
mouth  in  the  last  finished  statue  (he  has  repeated 
the  subject  three  times)  is  not  so  fine  as  in  thci 
model,  and  the  simplicity  of  the  whole  bordered 
on  meagrenesSk  This,  I  think,  is  a  general  fault  u^ 
all  Dannecker^s  works.  He  has,  of  course,  avowed 
nudity,  but  the  flowing  robe,  which  completely  eurf 
velopes  the  figure,  is  so  managed  as  to  disclose  thf 
exact  form  of  the  limbs.  One  little  circumet^ce 
will  give  you  an  idea  of  the  attention  and  accurdcy 
with  which  he  seized  and  imbodied  every  toi^oh  erf. 
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individual  character  conveyed  in  holy  writ.  In  the 
ori^nal  model  he  had  made  the  beard  rather  full 
and  thick,  and  a  little  cuiied,  expressing  the  prime 
c^  manhood ;  but  recollecting  that  in  the  gospel 
the  Saviour  is  represented  as  sinking  under  the 
weight  of  the  cross,  which  the  first  man  they  met 
accidentally  was  able  to  carry,  he  immediately 
altCEred  his  first  conception,  and  gave  to  the  beard 
that  sgH,  flowing,  downy  texture  which  is  supposed 
to  indicate  a  feeble  and  delicate  temperament. 

I  shall  not  easily  fi^rget  the  countenance  of  the 
good  and  gif))ed  old  man,  as,  leaning  on  the  pedf- 
estal,  with  his  cap  in  his  hand,  and  his  long  gray 
bait'  waving  round  his  face,  he  looked  up  at  his 
work  with  a  mixture  of  reverence  and  exultation, 
saying,  in  his  imperfect  and  scarce  intelligible 
French,  "  Oui,  quand  on  a  fait  comme  cela,  on 
reste  sur  la  terre  ! "  meaning,  I  suppose,  that  this 
statue  had  insured  his  immortality  on  earth.  He 
added,  ^^  They  ask  me  often  where  are  the  models 
after  which  I  worked  ?  and  I  answer,  Jiere  and 
here :"  laying  his  hand  first  on  his  head,  then  on  his 
heart. 

■  1  remember  that  when  we  first  entered  his  room 
he  was  at  work  on  one  of  the  figures  for  the  tomb 
^the  late  Queen  Catherine  of  Wurtemburg.  You 
pefhaps  recollect  her  in  England  when  only 
Duchess  of  Oldenburg? 

•  Mei>on.  Yes;  I  remember,  as  a  youngster, 
jc^ning  the  mob  who  shouted  before  the  windows 
ik  the  Pulteney-hotel,  and    hailed  her  and  her 
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brother  Alexander  as  if  they  had  been  a  neidy 
descended  Jupiter  and  Juno  !  O  Verily,  times  are 
changed  1 

Alda.  But  in  that  woman  there  were  <he  eie- 
m'ents  of  a  fine  nature.  She  had  the  talents,  ike 
strength  of  mind,  and  far-reaching  ambition  of  her 
grandmother,  Catherine  of  Russia,  but  was  not  so 
perverted.  During  her  short  reign  as  Queen  oi 
Wurtembui^,  the  influence  <rf her. active  mind  was 
felt  through  the  whde  government.  She  founded, 
among  other  institutions,  aschod  for  the  daughters 
of  the  nobility  connected  with  l^e  court, — ^in  plmii 
English,  a  charity-scho<^  for  the  nobility  g£  Wut*-* 
temburg,  who  are  among  the  most  indigent  and 
most  ignorant  of  Germany.  There  are  a  few,  very 
few  brilliant  exceptions.  One  lady  of  rank  said  to 
me,  "  As  to  an  English  governess,  that  is  an  ad- 
vantage I  can  never  hope  to  have  for  my  daughters. 
The  princesses  have  an  English  governess,  but  toe 
cannot  dream  of  such  a  thing.*'  The  late  queen 
really  deserved  the  regrets  of  her  people.  The 
king,  whose  sluggish  mind  she  ruled  or  stimulated, 
is  now  devoted  to  his  stables  and  hunting.  He  has  . 
married  another  wife,  but  he  has  erected  to  the 
honor  of  Catherine  a  splendid  mausoleum,  on  the 
peak  of  a  high  hill,  which  can  be  seen  from  almost 
every  part  of  the  city ;  and  on  the  summer  even- 
ings when  the  red  sunset  falls  upon  its  white  col*- 
umns,  i*  is  a  beautiful  object.  The  figure  on 
which  Dannecker  was  occupied,  represented  prayer, 
or  what  he  called,  "  La  triomphe  de  la  Priere ; "  it 
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recalled  to  my  mind  Flaxman's  lovely  statue  of  the 
same  subject, — fhe  "  Our  Father  which  art  in 
Heaven,"  but  suffered  by  the  involuntary  compari- 
son. On  the  rough  base  c^  the  statue  he  had  tried  to 
spell  the  name  of  Chantrey,  but  not  very  success- 
fully. I  tock  up  a  bit  oi  chalk  and  wrote  under- 
neath in  distinct  characters,  Francis  Chantrey. 

"I  grow  old,**  said  he,  looking  fi:x>m  his  work 
to  the  bust  of  the  late  queen,  which  stood  op- 
pofflte.  "I  have  carved  the  effigies  of  three 
generations  of  poets,  and  as  many  of  princes. 
Twenty  years  ago  I  was  at  work  on  the  tomb  of 
the  Duke  of  Oldenburg,  and  now  I  am  at  work 
upon  hers  who  gave  me  that  order.  All  die  away : 
soon  I  shall  be  left  alone.  Of  my  early  friends 
noae  remain  but  Goethe.  I  shall  die  before  him, 
and  perhaps  he  will  write  my  epitaph.**  He  spoke 
with  a  smile,  not  foreseeing  that  he  would  be  the 
survivor. 

Three  years  after  ♦  I  again  paid  Dannecker  a  visit, 
but  a  change  had  come  over  him ;  his  feeble,  tremb- 
ling hand  could  no  longer  grasp  the  mallet  or  guide 
the  chisel ;  his  eyes,  were  dim ;  his  fine  benevolent 
c<mntenance  wore  a  childish,  vacant  smile,  now  and 
then  crossed  by  a  gleam  of  awakened  memory  or 
thou^t — and  yet  he  seemed  so  perfectly  happy !  He 
walked  backwards  and  forwards,  from  his  Christ  to 
his  bust  of  Schiller,  with  an  unwearied  self-com- 
placency, in  which  there  was  something  mmimftil, 

*  In  September,  1883. 
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and  yet  delightful.  While  I  sat  looking  at  th© 
magnificent  head  of  Schiller,  the*  original  of  the 
multifarious  casts  and  copies  which  are  dispersed 
through  all  Germany,  he  sat  down  beside  me,land 
taking  my  hands  between  his  own,  which  trembled 
with  age  and  nervous  emotion,  he  began  to  speak 
of  his  friend.  "  Nous  etions  amis  des  I'enfance ; 
aussi  j'y  ai  travaill^  avec  amour,  avec  douleur — on 
ne  pent  pas  plus  faire.".  He  then  went  on — 
"  When  Schiller  came  to  Louisberg,  he  sent  to  teH 
me  that  he  was  very  ill — ^that  he  should  not  live 
very  long,  and  that  he  wished  me  to  execute  his 
bust  It  was  the  first  wish  of  my  own  heart.  I 
went  immediately.  When  I  entered  the  house,  I 
found  a  lady  sitting  on  the  canape^t  was  Schiller's 
wife,  and  I  did  not  know  her ;  but  she  knew  me. 
She  said,  *  Ah !  you  are  Dannecker ! — Schiller  ex- 
pects you ;  *  then  she  ran  into  the  ne;Kt  room,  where 
Schiller  was  lying  down  on  a  couch,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment after  he  came  in,  exclaiming  as  he  entered, 
*  Where  is  he  ?  where  is  Dannecker  ? '  That  was 
the  moment — the  expression  I  caught — ^you  see  it 
here — ^the  head  raised,  the  countenance  full  of  in- 
spiration, and  afiection,  and  bright  hope !  I  told 
him  that  to  keep  up  this  expression  he  must  have 
some  of  his  best  friends  to  converse  with  him  while 
I  took  the  model,  for  I  could  not  talk  and  work  too. 
O  if  I  could  but  remember  what  glorious  things 
then  fell  from  those  lips  I  Sometimes  I  stopped  in 
my  work — I  could  not  go  on — I  could  only  listen.** 
And  here  the  old  man  wept ;  then  suddenly  change-" 
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ing  his  mood)  he  said — "  But  I  must  cut  off  that 
long  hair ;  he  iever  wore  it  so ;  it  is  not  in  the 
£ishicm,  you  know ! "  I  begged  him  for  Heaven's 
«ake  not  to  touch  it ;  he  then,  with  a  sad  smile, 
turned  up  the  sleeve  of  his  coat  and  showed  me  his 
wrist,  swelled  with  the  continual  use  of  his  imple- 
ments— "  You  see  I  cannot ! "  And  I  could  not 
help  wishing,  at  the  moment,  that  while  his  mind 
was  thus,  enfeebled,  no  transient  return  of  physical 
strength  might  enable  him  to  put  his  wild  threat  in 
execution.  What  a  noble  bequest  to  posterity  is 
the  effigy  of  a  great  mati,  when  executed  in  such  a 
spirit  as  this  of  Schiller !  I  assure  you  I  could  not 
look  at  it  without  feeling  my  heart  "  overflow  in 
silent  worship  "  of  moral  and  intellectual  power, 
till  the  deification  of  great  men  in  the  old  times  ap- 
peared to  me  rather  religion  than  idolatry.  I  have 
been  affected  in  the  same  manner  by  the  busts  of 
Goethe,  Scott,  Homer,  Milton,  Howard,  Newton ; 
never  by  the  painted  portraits  of  the  same  men, 
however  perfect  in  resemblance  and  admirable  in 
execution. 

Medon.  Painting  gives  us  the  material,  sculp- 
ture the  abstract,  ethical  aspect  of  the  man.  In 
the  bust,  whatever  is  commonplace,  familiar,  and 
aetual,  is  thrown  out  or  kept  down ;  in  a  picture 
it  is  not  only  retained,  but  in  most  cases  it  is  neces- 
sarily obtrusive.  Goethe,  ii^  a  blue  coat  and  metal 
buttons,  and  a  white  neckcloth,  would  not  recall 
the  author  of  the  "  Iphigenia ; "  still  less  does  that 
wrinkled,  decrepit-looking  face  in  the  gallery  at 
Hardwicke,  portray  Boyle,  the  philosopher. 
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Alda.  Dannecker  told  me  that  hefirstmodr 
elled  the  head  <^  Schiller  the  eaact  size  of  li£e, 
and  conscientiously  rendered  each,  even  the 
slightest,  individual  trait ;  yet  this  head  appeared 
to  every  one  smaller  than  nature,  and  to  himself 
almost  mesquin,*  He  was  in  despair.  He  r^ 
peated  the  bust  in  a  colossal  size ;  and  the  deTelop* 
ment  of  the  intellectu^  organization  <m  a  lar^r 
scale  immediately  gave  what  was  wanting ;  it  ap- 
peared to  the  eye  or  to  the  mind's  eye  as  only  the 
size  of  life.  He  showed  me  a  beautiful  basso- 
relievo  of  the  Muse  of  Tragedy,  listening  with  aa 
inspired  look  to  the  revelations  of  the  Muse  of.. 
History.  This  admirable  little  group  struck  me 
the  more,  because  long  ago  I  had  clothed  nearly , 
the  same  idea  in  imperfect  words. 

I  took  leave  of  Dannecker  with  emotion ;  I  shaU 
never  see  him  again !  But  he  is  one  of  those  who 
cannot  die ;  to  use  his  own  expression,  ^'  Quand  on 
a  fait  comme  cela,  on  reste  sur  la  terre."  When 
Canova,  then  a  melancholy  invalid,  paid  him  a  visit, 
he  was  so  struck  by  the  childlike  simplicity,  the 
pure  unworldly  nature,  the  genuine  goodness,  and 
lively  happy  temperament  of  the  Grerman  sculptor, 
that  he  gave  him  the  surname  of  il  Beato ;  and  if 
the  epithet  blessed  can,  with  propriety,  be  bestowed 
on  any  mortal,  it  is  on  him  whose  long  life  has 
been  one  of  labor  and  »f  love ;  who  has  left  behind 
him  lasting  memoriab  of  his  gonius ;  who  has  never  ^ 

*His  own  expressioB.  ^  .  .^ 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITERATURE,   AND   CSARACTER.  118 

profaned  the  talents  which  God  has  given  him  to 
any  unworthy  puVpose  ;  but  in  the  midst  of  all  the 
beautifhl  and  exciting  influenceis  of  poetry  and 
art,  has  kept  fVom  youth  to  age  a  soul  sei^ne,  a 
conscience  and  a  life  pnte  in  the  sight  of  God  and 
man.  Such  was  our  own  Flaxman,  such  is  Dan- 
necker ! 

Medon.  Who  are  now  the  principal  sculptors 
in  Germany? 

Alda.  Rauch,  of  Berlin;  Christian  Frederic 
Tieck,  the  brother  of  the  celebrated  poet  and 
critic,  Ludwig  Tieck ;  and  Schwanthaler,  of  Munich. 
Rauch  is  the  court  sculptor  of  Berlin.  He  has, 
like  Dannecker,*  his  professorship,  his  order  of 
merit,!  and,  I  believe,  one  or  two  places  under  the 
government,  besides  constant  employment  in  his 
art.  He  workr  by  the  pieccj  as  the  laborers  say. 
But  though  he,  too,  has  yoked  his  genius  to  the  car 
of  power  and  patronage,  he  has  done  great  things. 
The  statue  of  the  late  queen  of  Prussia  is  reck- 
oned his  chef-cTceuvre,  and  is  not,  perhaps,  ex- 
ceeded in  modem  sculpture.  It  was  conceived 
and  worked  out  in  all  the  inspiration  of  love  and 
grief;  as  Dannecker  would  say,  "Mit  Lieb  und 
Schmerzen."  He  had  been  attached  to  the  qileen's 


•  Dannecker  has  been  ennobled ;  his  proper  titles  run  thus : 
Johsim  keinrich  ron  Dannecker,  l^ofrath,  (court  counsellor,) 
knifj^ht  of  tiie  orders  oi  the  Wurtemburg  crown,  and  of  Wladi- 
mer,  and  professor  of  sculpture  at  Stuttgardt. 

t  Rauch  is  knight  of  the  Red  Eagle,  and  member  of  the 
senate. 
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personal  service,  and  shared,  in  an  intense  degree, 
the  enthusiastic,  devoted  affection  with  which  -^ 
her  subjects  regarded  that  beautiful  and  amiabl« 
woman.  This  statue  he  executed  at  Carrara ;  and 
a  living  eagle,  which  had  been  taken  captive 
among  the  Apennines,  was  the  original  g£  ihat 
magnificent  eagle  he  has  placed  at  her  hstt 
nothing,  you  see,  like  going  at  once  to  naturei 
In  the  course  of  twenty-five  years,  Rau^  has 
executed  sixty-nine  busts,  of  which  twenty  af© 
colossal.  Among  his  numerous  otlier  works,  do- 
signed  or  executed  within  the  same  time,  there' Is 
the  colossal  statue  of  Blucher,  now  at  Breslaof^ 
this  is  in  bronze,  upon  a  granite  pedestal. .  The^ 
is  another  statue  of  Blucher  at  BerUn,  of  which 
the  pedestal,  rich  with  ba&-reliefs,  is  also  in  bronze. 
Bauch  has  been  employed  for  the  last  twenty 
years  in  modelling  field-marshals  and  generals, 
and  has  devoted  his  best  powers  to  vanquish  the 
difficulties  presented  by  monotonous  faces,  drilled 
figures,  military  uniforms, /^  and  regimental  boots 
and  buttons ;  and  all  that  man  can  do,  I  am  told, 
he  has  done.  I  have  seen  some  of  his  busts,  which 
are  quite  admirable.  At  Peterstein,  near  Munich) 
I  saw  his  statue  of  a  little  girl,  about  ten  years  oldj 
which,  in  its  simplicity,  truth,  and  elegance  re- 
minded me  of  Chantrey*s  Lady  Louisa  KusseJI* 
though  in  conception  and  manner  as  disfinct^as 
possible.  The  full  length  of  Goethe,  in  his  dresang- 
gown,  of  which  there  is  such  an  infinitude  of  cast? 
and  copies  throughout  Germany,  is  also  by  Rauck 

Digitized  by  Google 


literatCre,  and  character.         116 

Cliristian  Tieck  is  the  old  and  intimate  friend  of 
Rauefa.  They  live,  or  did  live,  under  the  same 
roof,  and  it  is  not  known  that  a  moment  (tf  jealousy 
or  rivalship  ever  disturbed  the  union  between 
these  two  celebrated  and  gifted  men,  who,  starting 
nearly  at  the  same  time,*  have  run  their  brilliant 
career  together  in  the  self-same  path,  and,  what- 
ever judgment  the  world  or  posterity  may  form  of 
4li!eir  comparative  merits,  seem  determined  to  enter 
the  temple  of  immortality  hand  in  hand.  Tieek's 
works  are  dispersed  from  one  end  of  Germany  to 
the  other.  His  statue  of  Neekar,  his  busts  of  Ma- 
dacp^  de  Stael,  of  her  second  husband  Bocca,  of 
the  Duke  and  Duchess  de  Broglie,  and  of  A.  W. 
Schlegel,  I  have  seen;  an^J  all,  particularly  the 
busts  of  Eocca  and  Schlegel,  are  exceedingly  fine. 
At  Munich,  at  Dresden,  and  at  Weimar,  I  saw 
many  of  his  works ;  and  at  Manheim  the  bust  of 
Madame  de  Heygendorf,t  full  of  beauty,  and  life, 

♦  Christian  Ranch  was  bom  in  1777,  and  Christian  Frederic 
Heck  in  1776. 

t  Formeriy  Madame  Jageman,  the  principal  actress  of  the 
theatre  at  Weimar.  Her  talents  were  developed  under  the 
«nspk«s  of  Goethe  and  Schiller.  She  was  the  original  Thekia 
of  the  Wallenstein,  and  the  original  Princess  Leonora  of  the 
Tasso.  In  these  two  characters  she  has  never  yet  been  equalled. 
The  quietness,  amounting  to  passiveness,  in  the  external  de- 
Uo^tion  of  the  Princess  in  Tasso  affords  so  little  material  for  the 
stage,  that  Madame  Wolff,  then  the  first  actress,  preferred  the 
c|)aj:acter  of  Leonora  Sanvitale,  and  Madame  Jageman  was  sup- 
posed to  derogate  in  accepting  that  of  the  Princess.  Such  is 
Ihe  consummate,  but  evanescent  delicacy  of  the  conception, 
that  Ctoethe  nevei^xpected  to  see  it  developed  on  the  stage; 

Digitized  by  Google 


116  SKETCHES  OF  ART, 

and  expression.  At  Berlin,  Tieck  has  been  em- 
ployed for  many  years  in  designing  and  exeoutii^ 
the  sculptured  ornaments  of  the  new  thead:^. 
There  is  a  colossal  Apollo ;  a  Pegasus,  striking  the 
fountain  of  Helicon  from  the  rock^  cdossal  Mu^es, 
and  a  variety  of  other  heathen  perpetrations^  ail, 
(as  I  am  assured,)  exceedingly  fine  in  their  way.  I 
believe  his  seated  statue  of  Iffland  (the  Garrick  of 
Germany)  is  considered  one  of  his  chef-cPceuvref^ 
He  also,  like  Bauch,  has  been  much  employed  in 
modelling  generaJs,  and  trophies  in  memory  of  the 
late  war. 

Schwanthaler,  the  son  <^  a  statuary  g£  Munich) 
is  still  a  young  man ;  his  works  first  began  to 
create  a  sensation  ii^  Germany  in  the  year  1823. 
In  spirit  and  fire,  and  creative  talent,  in  a  fioe 
classic  feeling  for  his  art,  he  appeared  to  me  to  be 
treading  in  the  steps  of  Fiaxman,  and,  like  him^  he 
is  a  profound  and  accomplished  scholar,  who  has 
sought  inspiration  at  the  very  fountain  of  Grreek 
poetry.  His  basso-relievo  of  the  battle  of  the  ships 
in  the  Iliad,  his  games  of  Greece,  his  designs  from 
the  theogony  of  Hesiod,  and  a  variety  of  other 

and  at  the  rehearsal  he  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  and 
shut  his  eyes,  that  the  image  which  lived  in  his  imagination 
might  not  be  profaned  by  any  tasteless  exaggeration  of  action 
or  expression.  He  soon  o^ned  them,  however,  and  brfbre  the 
rehearsal  was  finished,  started  off  the  chair,  and  neariy  em* 
braced  the  actress.  She  looked  and  &lt  the  part  aa  o|)Iy  a 
woman  of  exceeding  taste  and  delicacy  would  have  done ;  the 
very  tone  of  her  mind,  and  the  character  of  her  b^uty  fitted 
her  to  represent  the  Mr,  gentle,  fragile,  but^k^nified  Leonora. 
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works  which  I  have  seen,  appeared  to  me  full  of 
imagination,  and  in  a  pure  and  vigorous  style  of 
art*  Of  him,  and  some  other  sculptors,  you  will 
find  more  particulars  in  the  note-book  I  kept  at 
^fifemich ;  we  will  look  over  it  together  one  of  these 
days. 

Hedon.  Thank  you ;  but  I  must  needs  ask  you 
&  question.  In  the  w<wks  you  have  enumerated, 
nothing  has  struck  me  as  new,  or  in  a  new  spirit, 
except,  perhaps,  the  Christ  of  Dannecker,  and 
the  statue  of  the  queen  of  Prussia.  Now,  why 
should  not  sculpture  have  its  Gothic  (or  romantic) 
.  school,  as  well  as  its  antique  or  classical  school  ? 

A3Li>A.   And  has  it  not  ? 

Medok.  If  you  sdlude  to  the  sculpture  of  the 
oaiddle  ages,  that  has  not  become  a  school  of  art, 
Kfce  their  architecture  and  their  painting ;  yet  can 
k  be  true  that  there  is  something  in  our  modem 
institutions,  our  northern  descent,  our  Christian 
fahh,  inimical  to  the  spirit  of  sculpture?  and 
while  poetry  in  every  other  form  is  regenerate 
around  us,  that  in  sculpture  alone  we  are  doomed 
to  imitate,  ne^r  to  create  ?  doomed  to  the  servile 
reproduction  of  the  same  ideas?  that  this  alone, 
of  all  the  fine  arts,  is  to  belong  to  some  peculiar 
mode  of  existence,  some  peculiar  mode  of  thinking, 
feeling,  and  believing  ?  "  Qui  me  delivrera  des 
Grecs  et  des  Remains?^' — who  will  deliver  me 
-from  gods  and  goddesses,  and  from  all  these 

"  Repetitions,  wearisome  of  sense, 
Where  soul  is  dead,  and  feeling  hath  no  place?  ** 
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Alda.  You  are  little  better  than  a  heretic  itf 
these  matters.  But  I  will  admit  thus  much —  that, 
the  classical  and  mythological  sculpture  of  our 
modem  artists  is  to  the  ancient  marbles  what  B»< 
cine's  tragedies  are  to  those  of  Sophocles ;  diat  we 
are  so  far  condemned  to  the  "  repetition  weansome  * 
of  forms"  from  which  the  ancient  spirit  has  eTsqpo-r" 
rated ;  but  that  is  not  the  fault  of  the  subjects,  but- 
the  manner  of  treating  them,  for  never  can  flm 
beautiful  mythology  of  ancient  Greece,  which  has 
woven  itself  into  our  earliest  dreams  of  poetry,  be- 
come a  "  creed  outworn."  Its  forms,  and  its  syoj- 
bols,  and  its  imagery,  have  mingled  with  evety 
branch  of  art,  and  become  a  universal  language^ 
It  is  the  deificatioi^  of  the  material  world;  and 
therefore  that  art,  which  in  its  perfection  may  be 
called  the  apotheosis  of  form,  finds  there  its  proper 
region  and  element. 

Medon.  You  do  not  suppose  that,  with  all  my 
Gothic  tastes,  I  am  such  a  Goth  as  not  to  feel  the 
truth  of  what  you  say  ?  But  I  am  an  enemy  to  the 
exclusive  in  every  thing ;  and — ^pardon  me — ^your 
worship  of  the  Elgin  marbles  and  Ae  Niobe  is,  I 
think,  a  little  too  exclusive.  All  I  ask  is,  that 
modern  sculpture  should  be  allowed,  like  painting 
and  poetry,  to  have  its  romantic  as  well  as  its  clas- 
sical school. 

Alda.    It  has  been  otherwise  decided. 

Medon.  But  it  has  not  been  otherwise  proved. 
There  has  been  much  theoretical  eloquence  ami 
criticism  expended  on  the  subject,  but  I  deny  that 
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the  experiment  has  been  fairly  and  practically 
btxit^ht  before  us.  I  kno"w  very  well  you  are  ready 
with  a  thousand  instances  of  attempt  and  failure, 
bat  may  we  not  seek  the  cause  in  the  mistaken  ap- 
piicati(Hi  of  certain  classical,  or  I  should  say  pe- 
dantic, ideas  on  the  subject  ?  If  I  ask  for  Milton's 
Satan,  standing  like  a  tower  in  his  spiritual  might, 
his  thunders-scarred  brow  wreathed  with  the  diadem 
of  hell,  why  am  I  to  be  presented  with  an  Athlete, 
or  an  Achilles  ?  Why  would  Canova  give  us  for 
the  head  of  Dante's  Beatrice  that  of  a  muse,  or  an 
Aspaaa  ?  and  for  Petrarch's  Laura,  a  mere  tete  de 
nymphe  f  I  contend,  that  to  apply  the  forms  sug- 
gested by  the  modem  poetry  demands  a  different 
spirit  from  that  of  classic  art.  How  to  apply  or 
modify  the  example  bequeathed  to  us  by  the  great 
masters  of  old,  Flaxman  has  shown  us  in  his  Dante. 
And  why  should  we  not  have  in  sculpture  a  Lear 
as  well  as  a  Laocoon  ?  a  Constance  as  well  as  a 
^obe  ?  a  Gismunda  as  well  as  a  Cleopatra  ? 

Alda.  Or  a  Tam  O'Shanter  as  well  as  a  laugh- 
ing Faun  ? 

Medon.  When  I  am  serious  and  poetical,  which 
is  not  often,  I  will  not  allow  you  to  be  perverse  and 
ironical ! 

Alda.  See,  here  is  a  passage  which  I  have  just 
found  among  Mrs.  Austin's  beautiful  specimens  of 
translation :  "  The  critic  of  art  ought  to  keep  in 
view,  not  only  the  capabilities,  but  the  proper  ob- 
jects of  art.  Not  all  that  art  can  accomplish  ought 
she  to  attempt    It  is  from  this  cause  alone,  and 
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biecause  we  have  lost  siglit  of  these  principles,  that 
art  among  us  has  become  more  ei^tensiYe  and  41^ 
ficult,  and  less  eiffective  and  perfect"  ♦ 

Medon.  Very  well, — and  very  true :  but  who 
shall  bring  a  rule  and  compass  to  measure  the 
capabilities  of  art,  and  define  its  proper  objects  ? 
May  there  not  e:(bt  in  the  depths  or  height^  qf 
philosophy  and  art  truths  yet  to  be  revealed,  as 
there  are  stars  in  heaven  whos€f  %ht  has  not  yet 
reached  the  naked  eye  ?  and  why  should  not  crit- 
icism have  its  telesc(^e  for  truth,  as  well  as  its 
microscope  for  error  ?  Art  may  be  finite ;  but  who 
shall  fix  its  limits,  and  say,  *^  Thus  far  shalt  thou 
go  ?  "  There  are  those  who  regard  the  distant  as 
the  unattainable,  the  unknown  as  the  unexisting, 
the  actual  as  the  necessary ; — are  you  one  of  such, 
O  you  of  little  faith  I  For  my  own  part,  I  look 
forward  to  a  new  era  in  sculpture.  I  believe  that 
the  purely  natural  and  the  purely  ideal  are  one, 
and  susceptible  of  forms  and  modifications  as  yet 
untried.  For  Nature,  the  infinite,  sits  within  her 
tabernacle  not  made  by  human  hands,  and  Grenius 
and  Love  are  the  cherubim,  to  whom  it  is  permitted 
to  look  into  her  unveiled  eyes  and  reflect  their 
light ;  Art  is  the  priestess  of  her  divine  haysteries, 
and  Criticism,  the  door-keeper  of  her  temple,  should 
be  Janus-headed,  looking  Ibrward  as  weU  as  back- 
ward. Beason  estimates  what  has  been  done; 
Imagination  alone  divines  what  may  be  done.   But 

*  Leasing. 
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I  am  losing  myself  in  these  reveries.  To  attempt 
something  new, — perfectly  new  in  style  and  con- 
ception— and  spend,  like  Dannecker,  eight  years 
in  working  out  that  conception — and  then  perhaps 
eight  years  more  waiting  for  a  purchaser,  and  this 
in  a  country  where  one  must  eat  and  pay  taxes — 
truly)  it  is  not  easy. 
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Medon.  You  have  been  frowning  and  musiiig 
in  your  chair  for  the  last  half-hour,  with  your  fore- 
finger between  the  leaves  of  your  book — ^where 
were  your  thoughts? 

Alda.  They  were  far — very  far  I  I  am  afraid 
that  I  appear  very  stupid  V 

Medon.  O  not  at  all  I  you  know  there  are  stars 
which  appear  dim  and  fixed  to  the  eye,  while  they 
are  taking  flights  and  making  revolutions,  which 
imagination  cannot  follow  nor  science  compute. 

Alda.  Upon  my  word,  you  are  very  sublimely 
ironical — ^my  thoughts  were  not  quite  so  far. 

Medon.  May  one  beg,  or  borrow  them  ? — What 
is  your  book  ? 

Alda.  Mrs.  Austin's  "  Characteristics  of  Groethe.** 
I  came  upon  a  passage  which  sent  back  my  thoughts 
to  Weimar.  I  was  again  in  his  house  ;  the  faces, 
the  voices  of  his  grandchildren  were  around  me ; 
the  room  in  which  he  studied,  the  bed  in  which  he 
slept,  the  old  chair  in  which  he  died, — and,  above 
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all,  her  in  whose  arms  he  died — ^from  whose  lips  I 
heard  the  detail  of  his  last  moments — 

*  *  *  *  * 

Medon.    What !  all  this  emotion  for  Goethe  ? 

Alda.  For  Groethe ! — I  should  as  soon  think  of 
weeping  because  the  sun  set  yesterday,  which  now 
is  pouring  its  light  around  me !  Our  tears  are  for 
those  who  suffer,  for  those  who  die,  for  those  who 
are  absent,  for  those  who  are  cold  or  lost — not  for 
those  who  cannot  die,  who  cannot  suffer, — who  must 
be,  to  the  end  of  time,  a  presence,  and  an  existence 
among  us !    No. 

But  I  was  reading  here,  among  the  Characteris- 
tics of  Goethe,  who  certainly  "  knew  all  qualities, 
with  a  learned  spirit  in  human  dealings,"  that  he 
was  not  only  the  quick  discerner  and  most  cordial 
hater  of  all  affectation  ; — ^but  even  the  unconscious 
affectation — the  nature  de  convention^ — the  taught, 
the  artificial,  the  acquired  in  manner  or  character, 
though  it  were  meritorious  in  itself,  he  always  de^ 
tected,  and  it  appeared  to  impress  him  disagree- 
ably. Stay,  I  will  read  you  the  passage — here 
it  is. 

•  **  Even  virtue,  laboriously  and  painfully  ac- 
quired, was  distasteful  to  him.  I  might  almost 
af&rm,  that  a  faulty  but  vigorous  character,  if  it 
had  any  real  native  qualities  as  its  basis,  was  re- 
garded by  him  with  more  indulgence  and  respect 
than  one  which,  at  no  moment  of  its  existence,  is 
genuine ;  which  is  incessantly  under  the  most  un- 
amiable  constraint,   and   consequently  imposes  a 
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painful  constraint  on  others.  *■  Oh/  said  he,  sagln 
ing,  on  such  occasions,  ^  if  they  had  but  the  heait 
to  commit  some  absurdity,  that  would  be  somethings 
said  they  would  at  least  be  restored  to  their  own 
natural  soil,  free  from  all  hypocrisy  and  acting: 
wherever  that  b  the  case,  one  may  entertain  the 
cheering  hope  that  sometiung  will  spring  from  the 
germ  of  good  which  nature  implants  in  every  i&. 
dividual.  But  on  the  ground  they  are  now  upon 
nothing  can  grow.'  '  Pretty  dolls,'  was  his  common 
expression  when  speaking  of  them.  Another  phrase 
was,  '  Thafs  a  piece  of  nature,'  (literally,  das  isi 
eine  Natur,  that  is  a  nature,)  which  from  Goeithe's 
lips  was  considerable  praise."  * 

Tliis  last  phrase  threw  me  back  upon  my  re- 
membrances. I  thought  of  the  daughter  in  law  of 
the  poet, — ^the  trusted  friend,  the  constant  com^ 
panion,  the  devoted  and  carefrd  nurse  of  his  last 
years.  It  accounted  for  the  unrivalled  influence 
which  apparently  she  possessed — I  will  not  say  over 
his  mind — ^but  in  his  mind,  in  his  affections ;  for  in 
her  he  found  truly  erne  Natur — a  piece  of  naturoy 
which  could  bear  even  his  microscopic  examination. 
All  other  beings  who  approached  Goethe  either 
were,  or  had  been,  or  might  be,  more  or  leaa 
modified  by  the  action  of  that  universal  and  mas-^ 
ter  spirit  Consciously,  or  unconsciously,  in  love 
or  in  fear,  they  bowed  down  before  him,  and  gave 
up  their  individuality,  or  forgot  it,  in  his  presence  ( 

*  Characteristics  of  Goethe,  vol.  i.  p.  29. 
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thej  took  the  bent  he  chose  to  impress,  or  the  color 
he  chose  to  throw  upon  them.  Their  minds,  in 
presence  of  his,  were  as  opake  bodies  in  the  sun, 
aibsorbing  in  different  degrees,  reflecting  in  various 
hues,  his  vital  beams ;  but  her's  '  was,  in  compari- 
son, like  a  transparent  medium,  through  which  the 
rays  of  that  luminary  passed, — ^pervading  and  en- 
l^tening,  but  leaving  no  other  trace.  Conceive  a 
woman,  a  young,  accomplished,  enthusiastic  woman, 
who  had  qualities  to  attach,  talents  to  amuse,  and 
capacity  to  appreciate,  Goethe  ;  who,  for  fourteen 
or  fifteen  years,  could  exist  in  daily,  hourly  com- 
BMinkation  with  that  gigantic  spirit,  yet  retain, 
from  first  to  last,  the  most  perfect  simplicity  of 
character,  and  this  less  from  the  strength  than  from 
the  purity  and  delicacy  of  the  original  texture. 
Those  oft-abused  words,  naive,  naioetd,  were  more 
applicable  to  her  in  their  fullest  sense  than  to  any 
other  woman  I  ever  met  with.  Her  conversation 
was  the  most  unlMng  I  ever  enjoyed,  because  the 
stores  which  fed  that  flowing  eloquence  were  all 
native  and  unborrowed :  you  were  not  borne  along 
by  it  as  by  a  torrent — hongrd,  malgrL — nor  dazzled 
as  by  an  artificial  jet  d'eau  set  t^play  for  your 
amusement  There  was  the  obvious  wish  to  please 
— a  little  natural  coquetterie^-yiYdncity  without  ef- 
fbrt,  sentiment  without  affectation,  exceeding  mo- 
bility, which  yet  never  looked  like  caprice ;  and 
the  most  consummate  refinement  of  thought,  and 
feeling,  and  expression.  From  that-really  elegant 
and  highly-toned  mind,  nothing  flippant  nor  harsh 
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could  ever  proceed ;  slander  died  away  in  her  pres- 
ence ;  what  was  evil  she  would  not  hear  of;  what 
was  malicious  she  would  not  understand ;  what  was 
ridiculous  she  would  not  see.  Sc»netimes  there  was 
a  wild,  artless  fervor  in  her  impulses  and  feelings, 
which  might  have  become  a  feather-«inctured  In^ 
dian  on  her  savannah ;  then,  the  next  moment,  her 
bearing  reminded  you  of  the  court-bred  lady  of  the 
bed-chamber.  Quick  in  perception,  yet  femininely 
confiding,  uniting  a  sort  of  restless  vivacity  witfc 
an  indolent  gracefulness,  she  appeared  to  me  by 
far  the  most  poetical  and  genuine  being,  of  my  own 
sex,  1  ever  knew  in  highly-cultivated  life :  one  to 
whom  no  wrong  could  teach  mistrust ;  no  injury, 
bitterness;  one  to  whom  the  commonplace  reali^ 
ties,  the  vulgar  necessary  cares  of  existence,  were 
but  too  indifferent ; — who  was,  in  reality,  all  that 
other  women  try  to  appear,  and  betrayed,  with  a 
careless  independence,  what  they  most  wish  to  con- 
ceal. I  draw  from  the  life, — ^now,  what  would  you 
say  to  such  a  woman  if  you  met  with  her  in  the 
world  ? 

Medon.  I  should    say — she  had  .no    business 
there.  ♦ 

Alda.  How? 

Medon.   I  repeat  that  the  woman  you  have  jnst 
portrayed  is  hardly  fit  for  the  world. 

Alda.   Say  rather,  the  world  is  not  fitted  for 
her.     As  the  Sabbath  was  made  for  man,  not  man  ^ 
for  the   Sabbath,  so  the  world  was  made  for  man, 
not  man  for  the  world — still  less  woman. 
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Mbdon.  Do  you  know  what  you  mean  ? 
'  Alda.  I  think  I  do,  though  I  am  afraid  I  can 
but  ill-explain  myself.  By  the  world,  I  mean  that 
system  of  social  life  in  all  its  complicate  bearings 
by  which  we  are  surrounded ;  which  was,  I  sup- 
pose, devised  at  first  with  a  reference  to  the  wants, 
the  happiness,  and  the  benefit  of  men,  but  for 
which  no  man  was  specifically  created;  his  being 
has  a  high  and  individual  purpose  beyond  the 
worid.  No^,  it  seems  to  me  one  reason  of  the  low 
average  of  what  we  call  character,  that  we  judge  a 
human  soul^  not  as  it  is  abstractedly,  but  simply  in 
relation  to  others,  and  to  the  circmnstances  around 
it  If  it  be  in  harmony  with  the  world,  and 
worldly,  we  praise  it — ^it  is  a  very  respectable  soul; 
if  so  constituted,  that  it  is  in  discord  with  a  world, 
(which,  observe,  all  our  philosophers,  our  pastors, 
and  our  masters,  unite  to  assure  us,  is  a  sad  wicked 
place,  and  must  be  reformed  or  renounced  forth- 
with,) then — I  pray  your  attention  to  this  point — 
then  the  fault,  the  bitter  penalty,  lies  not  upon  this 
said  wicked  world, — O  no ! — but  on  that  unlucky 
*'  piece  of  nature,"  which  in  its  power,  its  goodness, 
its.  purity,  its  truth,  its  faith,  and  its  tenderness, 
stands  aloof  from  it.    Is  it  not  so  ? 

Medon.   Do  you  apply  this  personally  ? 

Alda.  No,  generally ;  but  I  return  to  her  who 
suggested  the  thought,  and  whom  I  ought  not,  per- 
haps, to  have  made  the  subject  of  such  a  conversation 
as  this :  it  is  against  all  my  principles,  contraiy  to 
my  custom ;  and,  in  truth,  I  sp^ak  of  one  in  whom 
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there  is  so  much  to  love,  that  we  cannot  pitdito '. 
without  being  accused  of  partiality ;  and  so  much  * 
to  admire,  that  we  could  not  censure  without  being  ' 
suspected  of  envy.     I  might  as  well  be  silent 
therefore.    Yet  shiall  such  a  woman  bear  su^ '  a  ' 
name,  and  hoid  such  a  position  as  the  mdtheir  6f'- 
Goethe's  posterity ; *-— «hiftll  she  be  rtendered  by" 
both  a  mark  for  observation,  from  one  end*  of  - 
Europe  to  the  other ; — shall  she  be  "  condeirinfeld  • 
to  celebrity,"  and  shall  it  be  allowed  to  ignorance,* 
or  ill-nature,  or.  vanity,  to  prate  of  her ; — and  shall 
it  be  forbidden  to  friendship  even  to  speak  ? — tWkt 
were  hardly  just    Of  those  effusions  of  her  crea- 
tive and  poetical  talents,  which  charm  her  friends, 
I  say  nothing,  because  in  all  probability  neither 
you  nor  the  public  will  ever  benefit  by  them.    I 
met  with  several  other  women  in  Grermany  who' 
possessed  striking  poetical  genius,  and  whose  com-  ' 
positions  were  equally  destined  to  remain  unknown  ' 
except  to  the  circle  of  their  immediate  friehds  and 
relatives. 

Mebon.  Mr.  Hdyward,  in  his  notes  to  his  trans* 
lation  of  Paust,  remarks  on  the  strong  prejudice 
against  female  authorship,  which  still  exists  in 
Germany ;  but  he  has  hopes  that  it  will  not  en-  ' 
dure,  and  that  something  may  be  done  "  to  unlock 
the  stores  of  fancy  and  feeling  which  the  Ottilies  ' 
and  the  Adfeles  have  hived  up."    Tell  me — did  ' ' 

*  I  i>elieye  it  was  in  allusion  to  this  distinction,  and  her  own 
noble  birth,  that  her  fiither-in-law  used  to  call  her  playfully, 
''  die  kleine  Ahnfrau,^^  (the  little  ancestress.) 
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you  find  this  prejudice  entertained  by  the  women 
themselves,  or  existing  chiefly  on  the  part  of  the 
men  ? 

AI4DA.  It  was  expressed  most  strongly  by  the 
women,  but  it  must  have  originated  with  the  men. 
AU  your  prejudices  you  instil  into  us;  and  then 
we  are  not  satisfied  with  adopting  them,  we  exag- 
gerate them — we  mix  them  up  with  our  fancies 
and  affections,  and  transmit  them  to  your  children. 
You  are  "  ihe  mirrors  in  which  we  dress  ourselves." 

Mbdon.   For  wiiich  you  dress  yourselves ! 

.Alj>a.  Psha ! — ^I  mean  that  your  minds  and 
opinions  are  the  mirrors  in  which  we  form  our  own. 
You  legislate  for  us,  mould  us,  form  us  as  you  will. 
If  you  prefer  slaves  and  playthings  to  companions 
and  helpmates,  is  that  our  fault  ?  In  Germany  I 
met  with  some  men  who,  perhaps  out  of  compli- 
ment, descanted  with  enthusiasm  on  female  talent, 
and  in  behalf  of  female  authorship :  but  the  women 
almost  uniformly  spoke  of  the  latter  with  dread,  as 
something  formidable,  or  with  •  contempt,  as  of 
something  beneath  them:  what  is  an  unworthy 
prejudice  in  your  sex,  becomes,  when  transplanted 
into  ours,  a  feeling ; — a  mistaken,  but  a  genuine, 
and  even  a  generous  feeling.  Many  women,  who 
have  suflScient  sense  and  simplicity  of  mind  to  rise 
above  the  mere  prejudice^  would  not  contend  with 
the  feeling :  they  would  not  scruple  to  encounter 
the  public  judgment  in  a  cause  approved  by  their 
own  hearts,  but  they  have  not  courage  to  brave  or 

to  oppose  the  opinions  of  friends  and  kindred 
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Mbdon.  Or  risk  the  loss  of  a  lover.  You  re- 
member the  axiom  of  that  clever  Frenchmaii,* 
who  certainly  spoke  the  existing  opinions  of  his 
country  only  a  few  years  ago,  when  he  said — 
**  Imprimer,  pour  une  femme  de  moins  de  cinqnante 
ans  c'est  mettre  son  bonheur  k  la  plus  terrible  ^s 
lotteries ;  si  elle  a  un  amant  elle  commencera  pas* 
le  perdre." 

Alda.  I  really  believe  that  in  Germany  the 
latter  catastrophe  would  be  in  most  cases  inevit- 
able ;  and  where  is  the  woman  who  knowingly 
would  risk  it  ? 

Mkdon.  All,  however,  have  not  lovers  to  lose, 
or  husbands  to  displease,  or  friends  to  affront ;  and 
if  the  women,  in  compliance  with  our  self-revolving 
egotism,  affect  to  prostrate  themselves,  and  undei>- 
value  one  another — do  the  men  allow  it  to  this 
extent  ?  Do  not  the  Germans  most  justly  boast, 
that  in  their  land  arose  the  first  feeling  of  venera- 
tion for  women,  the  result  of  the  christian  dispen- 
sation, grafted  on  the  old  German  manners  ?  Do 
they  not  point  to  their  literature  and  their  insti- 
tutions, as  more  favorable  to  your  sex  than  any 
other?  Does  not  even  Madame  de  Stael  exah 
the  fine  earnestness  of  the  German  feeling  towards 
you,  infinitely  above  the  system  of  French  gal- 
lantry?— ^that  flimsy  veil  of  conventional  good- 
breeding,  under  which  we  seek  to  disguise  the  dcl- 
moralization  of  one  sex,  and  the  virtual  slavery  of 

*  M.  Besle,  otherwise  the  Comte  de  Stendhal,  and,  I  believe,  he 
bas  half  a  doeen  other  aliases. 
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tlie  odier  ?  Have  I  not  heard  you  say,  that  it  is 
the  present  fashion  among  the  poets,  artists,  and 
writers  of  Germany,  to  defer  in  all  things  to  the 
middle  ages  ?  Are  not  the  maxims  and  sentiments 
of  chivalry  ready  on  their  lips,  the  forms  and 
symbols  of  the  old  chivalrous  times  to  be  traced 
in,  everx  depm^tment  of  literature  and  art  among 
them? 

AxJDA.  All  this  is  true;  and  I  will  believe  that  all 
this  is  something  more  than  mere  theory,  when  I  see 
the  Germans  less  slovenly  in  their  interior,  and  less 
egotistical  in  their  domestic  relations.  The  theme 
is  unwelcome,  unpleasant,  ungraceful, — ^in  fact,  I 
can  scarcely  persuade  myself  to  say  one  word 
against  those  high-minded,  benevolent,  admirable, 
and  ^^  most-thinking  people ; ''  so  I  will  not  dwell 
upon  it :  but  I  must  confess  that  the  personal  neg- 
ligence of  the  men,  and  the  forbearance  of  the 
women  on  this  point,  astonished  me.  I  longed  to 
remind  these  worshippers  of  the  age  of  chivalry  of 
tibat  advice  of  St.  Louis  to  his  son — "  II  faut  6tre 
toujours  propre  et  bien  proprement  habill^,  afin 
d'etre  mieux  aimd  de  sa  femme  ;  "  the  really  good- 
natured  and  well-bred  Germans  will,  I  am  sure, 
forgive  this  passing  remark,  and  allow  its  truth; 
they  did  at  once  agree  with  me,  that  the  tavern- 
life  of  the  men,  more  particulsirly  the  clever  pro- 
fessional men  in  the  south  of  Grermany,  (another 
remnant,  I  presume,  either  of  the  age  of  chivalry, 
or  the  Biirschen-sitten — ^I  know  not  which,)  was 
calculated  to  retard  the  social  improvement  and 
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extreme ;  female  authorship  is  in  danger  of  becpn^pg 
a  fashion, — ^which  Heayen  avert !  I  should  be  spn^y 
to  see  you  women  taking  the  pen  you  have  hith- 
erto so  honored,  in  the  same  spirit  in  which  you 
used  to  make  filigree,  cobble  shoes,  and  paiii^ 
Telvet. 

Alda.  It  is  too  true  that  mere  vsmty  and 
fashion  have  lately  made  some  women  authoresses; 
— ^more  write  for  money,  and  by  this  em^^oyjuent 
of  their  talents  earn  their  own  independence^  add 
to  the  comforts  of  a  parent,  or  supply  ihe  extrava- 
gance of  a  husband.  Some,  who  are  unhappy  in 
their  domestic  relations,  yet  endowed  with  all -that 
feminine  craving  afler  sympathy,  which  was  in- 
tended-to  be  the  charm  of  our  sex,  the  blessing  of 
yours,  and  some  how  or  other  has  been  turned  to 
the  bane  of  both,  look  abroad  for  what  they  fiotd 
not  at  home ;  fling  into  the  wide  world  the  itre- 
pressible  activity  of  an  overflowing  mind  and  hewrt, 
which  can  find  no  other  unforbidden  issue,-^and 
to  such  "fame  is  love  disguised."  Some  write 
from  the  mere  energy  of  intellect  and  will ;  some 
few  from  the  pure  wish  to  do  good,  and  to  add  to 
the  stock  of  happiness  and  the  progress  of  thought; 
and  many  from  all  these  motives  combined  in  dif- 
ferent degrees.  • 

Medon.  And  have  none  of  these  motives  pio- 
duced  authoresses  in  Germany  ? 

Alda.  Yes ;  but  fashion  and  vanity,  and  t\fO 
love  of  excitement,  have  not  as  yet  tempted  th* 
German  women  to  print  their  eflusions ;  their  most 
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^ir^nement  of  both  sexes.  And,  apropos  to  chiv- 
atlry,  the  fact  is,  that  the  institutions  of  a  generous 
'hilt  barbarous  period,  invented  to  shield  our  help- 
lessness, when  women  were  exposed  to  every  hard- 
'diip,  every  outrage,  have  been  much  abused,  and 
must  be  considerably  modified  to  suit  a  very  differ- 
'Bht  state  of  society.  Hiat  affectation  of  poetical 
homage,  which  your  strength  paid  to  our  weakness, 
-when  the  laws  were  not  sufficient  to  defend  us,  we 
iwwdd  now  gladly  exchange  for  more  real  honor, 
'm(n*e  real  protection,  more  equal  rights.  I  speak 
ithus,  knowing  that,  however  open  to  perversion 
fihese  expressions  may  be,  you  will  not  misappre- 
hend me ;  you  know  that  I  am  no  vulgar,  vehe- 
m^it  arguer  about  the  "  rights  of  women ; "  and,  from 
my  habitual  tone  of  feeling  and  thought,  the  last  to 
feovet  any  of  your  masculine  privileges. 

Medon.  I  do  perfectly  understand  you;  but, 
.pvay  what  are  our  strictly  masculine  privileges, 
that  you  should  covet  them?  Fighting!  getting 
drunk !  and  keeping  a  mistress ! — I  beg  your  par- 
don if  I  shock  your  delicacy ;  but  certainly,  upon 
the  score  of  masculine  privileges,  the  less  that  is 
said*  the  better :  there  are  nations  in  which  it  is  a 
-masculine  privilege  to  sit  and  smoke,  while  women 
draw  the  plough.  It  was  some  time  ago, — and 
sow,  in  some  countries,  it  is  still  a  masculine  privi- 
lege to  cultivate  the  mind  at  all ;  and  in  Germany, 
«|)f)arently,  it  is  still  a  masculine  privilege  to  pub- 
Msh  a  book  without  losing  caste  in  society ;  whereas 
here,  in  £ngland,  we  have  fallen  into  the  opposite 
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distinguished  aathoresses  have  become  so,  either 
jfrom  real  enthusiasm  or  from  necessity;  and  in 
the  lighter  departments  of  literature  tiiey  boast  at 
present  some  brilliant  names.  I  will  run  over  a 
few. 

There  is  Helmina  'von  Chezy — ^but  before  I 
speak  of  her,  I  should  tell  you  of  her  famous  grand' 
mother,  Anna  Louisa  Earshin,  though  she  belonged 
to  the  last  century.  The  Earshin  was  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  poor  innkeeper  and  brewer,  in  a  little  v^' 
lage  of  Silesia.  She  spent  her  early  years  in 
herding  cows.  She  learned  to  read  by  stealth,  by 
stealth  she  became  a  poetess ;  was  firtt  married  txf 
a  boorish  sulky  weaver,  secondly  to  a  drunken 
tailor,  and  suffered  for  years  every  extremity  of 
poverty  and  misery;  at  one  time  she  travelled 
about  the  neighboring  country,  the  first  example 
of  an  itinerant  poetess,  declaiming  her  own  verees, 
and  always  ready  with  an  ode  or  a  sonnet  to  cele* 
brate  a  wedding,  ot  hail  a  birthday.  In  this  strange 
profession  she  excited  much  astonishment — went 
through  some  singular,  but  not  disreputable  adven* 
tures — and  earned  considerable  sums  of  money, 
which  her  husband  spent  in  drink  and  profligacy. 
Gifted  with  as  much  energy  as  genius,  she  strug- 
gled through  all,  and  gradually  became  known  to 
several  of  the  critics  and  poets  of  the  last  century; 
particularly  Count  Stolberg  and  Gleim,  and  ob- 
tained the  title  of  the  German  Sappho.  She  found 
means  to  reach  Berlin,  where  she  worked  her  w^f 
up  to  distinction,  and  supported  iierself,  two  ('}M- 
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dren,  and  an  orphan  brothef,  by  her  talents.  She 
was  recommended  to  Frederick  the  Great  as 
^worthy  of^a  pension,  and — would  you  believe  it  ? — 
that  munificent  patron  of  his  country's  genius  sent 
her  a  gratuity  of  two  dollars,  in  a  piece  of  paper. 
This  extraordinary  and  spirited  woman,  who  had 
probably  subsisted  for  half  her  life  on  charity,  in- 
stantly returned  them  to  ike  niggardly  despot, 
i^ler  writing  in  the  envelop  four  lines  impromptu, 
wluch  are  yet  repeated  in  Germany.  I  am  not 
quite  sure  that  I  remember  them  accurately,  and  it 
is  no  matter,  for  they  have  not  much  either  of  poe- 
tary  or  point  > 

"  Zwei  Thaler  sind  zu  wenig, 

Zwei  Thaler  gibt  kein  Eonig. 

Zwei  Thaler  machen  nicht  mein  Gliiok; 

Fritz,  hier  sind  sie  zuriick." 

She  died  in  1791,  and  a  selection  of  her  poems 
was  published  in  the  following  year. 

The  granddaughter  o£  the  Earshin,  the  more 
celebrated  Helmina  von  Chezy,  is  likewise  a  poet- 
ess ;  her  principal  work  is  a  tale  of  chivalry,  in 
verse,  Die  drei  Weissen  Rosen,  (The  Three  White 
Boses,)  which  was  published  in  18 — ,  and  she 
wrote  |ihe  opera  of  Euryanthe,  for  Weber  to  set 
to  music.  Her  songs  and  lighter  poems  are,  I  am 
told,  exceedingly  beautiM. 
.  Caroline  Pichler,  of  Vienna,  I  need  only  men- 
tion. I  believe  her  historical  romances  have  been 
translated  into  half-a-dozen  languages.  The  Siege 
oCYienna  is  reckoned  her  best 
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Madame  Schopenhaur,  the  daughter  of  a  senatm* 
of  Dantzic,  is  celebrated  for  her .  novels,  trafvei^, 
and  works  on  art  She  resided  for  many^years  at 
Weimar,  where  she  drew  round  her  a  brilliant  Ik- 
erary  circle,  which  the  talents  of  her  daughter  1Sm> 
ther  adorned.  Since  Goethe's  death  she  has  fixed 
her  residence  at  Bonn,  where  it  is  probalde  the  re- 
mainder of  her  life  will  be  spent.  One  of  the  best 
of  her  novels,  "  Die  Xante,"  has  been  translated 
by  Madame  de  Montolieu,  under  the  title  of  "  La 
Xante  et  la  Ni^e."  Another  very  pret^  litde 
book  of  hers,  -^^  AusAucht  an  dem  Khein,"  I  should 
like  to  see  translated.  Besides  being  an  elegaAt 
writer  on  art,  Madame  Schopenhaur  is  herself  no 
mean  artist.  Moreover,  she  is  a  kind-hearted^  ex- 
cellent old  lady,  with  a  few  old  lady-like  prejudices 
about  England  and  the  English,  which  I  f(»igave 
her, — the  more  easily  as  I  had  to  thank  her  in  toy 
own  person  for  many  and  kind  attentions. 

Madame  von  Helvig,  of  Weimar,  (born  Amalia 
von  Imhoff,)  was  the  friend  of  Schiller,  under 
whose  auspices  her  first  poems  were  published. 
Her  rare  knowledge  of  languages,  her  learning  and 
critical  taste  in  worki  of  art,  have  distingukhed 
her  almost  as  much  as  her  genius  for  poetry- 

Xhe  first  wife  of  the  Baron  de  la  Motte-Fouqnet, 
was  a  very  accomplished  woman,  and  the  author  of 
several  poems  and  romances. 

Frederica  Brun,  (born  MUnter,)  the  daughter  of 
a  learned  ecclesiastic  of  Grotha,  is  celebrated  ibr 
her  prose  writings,  and  particularly  her  travels  •  in 
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.Italy,  where  she  resided  at  different  periods.   Mad- 
,  ame  Brun  was  a  inend  of  Madame  de  Stael,  who 
mentions  her  in  her  de  TAUemagne,  and  describes 
the  extraordinary  talents  for  classical  pantomime 
possessed  by  her  daughter  Ida  Brun. 
.     Louisa  Brachmann  is,  I  believe,  more  renowned 
for  her  melancholy  death  than  her  poetical  talents; 
)  both  together  have  procured  her  the  name  of  the 
i  '<  German  Sappho."    The  wretched  woman  threw 
4  herself  into  the  river  at  Halle,  and  perished,  as  it 
was  said,  for  the  sake  of  some  faithless  Phaon. 
'.This  was  in  1822,  when  she  must  have  been  be- 
tween forty  and  fifty ;  and  pray  observe,  I  do  not 
notice  this  fact  c^  her  age  in  ridicule.     A  woman's 
heart  may  overflow  inwardly  for  long,  long  years, 
tUl  at  last  the  accumulated  sorrow  bursts  the  bounds 
of  reason,  and  then  all  at  once  we  see  the  result  of 
causes  to  which  none  gave  heed,  and  of  secret 
agonies  to  which  none  gave  comfort — in  folly,  mad- 
<  ness,  destruction.    Whatever  might  have  been  the 
cause, — thus  she  died.     Her  works  in  prose  and 
verse  may  be  found  in  every  bookseller*s  shop  in 
,  Germany.     iThere  is  also  a  Hfe  of  this  unhappy 
.  and  gifted  woman  by  professor  Schutz. 

Fanny  Tamow  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
and  most  fertile  of  all  the  modern  German  author- 
uessee.  Her  genius  was  developed  by  misfortune 
and  suffering :  while  yet  an  infant,  she  fell  from  a 
I'window  two  stories  high,  and  was  taken  up,  to  the 
•amazement  of  the  assistants,  without  any  apparent 
injury,  except  a  few  bruises ;  but  all  the  vital  func- 
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dons  suffered,  and  during  ten  or  twelve  years  die 
was  extended  on  a  couch,  neither  joining  in  any  of 
the  amusements  of  childhood,  nor  subjected  to  the 
usual  routine  of  female  education.  She  educated 
herself.  She  read  incessantly,  and,  as  it  was  her 
only  pleasure,  books  of  every  description,  good  and 
bad,  were  furnished  her  without  restraint.  She 
was  about  eleven  years  old  when  she  made  her  fifst 
known  poetical  attempt,  inspired  by  her  own  feel* 
ings  and  situation.  It  was  a  dialogue  between  her^ 
self  and  the  angel  of  death.  In  her  seventeenth 
year  she  was  sufficiently  recovered  to  take  charge 
of  her  father's  family,  afler  he  had  lost,  by  som^ 
sudden  misfortune,  his  whole  property.  He  held 
subsequently,  a  small  office  under  government,  the 
duties  of  which  were  principally  performed  by  hiis 
admirable  daughter.  Her  first  writings  were  anony*- 
mous,  and  for  a  long  time  her  name  was  unknown. 
Her  most  celebrated  novel,  the  "  Tliekla,**  was 
published  in  1815 ;  and  from  this  time  she  has  eii* 
joyed  a  high  and  public  reputation.  Fanny  Tar* 
now  resides,  or  did  reside,  in  Dresden. 

I  have  yet  another  name  here,  and  not  the  leadt 
interesting,  that  of  Johanna  von  Weissenthurn, 
one  of  the  most  popular  dramatic  writers  in  Geiv 
many.  She  was  educated  for  the  stage,  even  from 
infancy,  her  parents  and  relations  being,  I  believe, 
strolling  players.  She  lived,  for  many  years,  a 
various  life  of  toil,  and  adventure,  and  excitement? 
such,  perhaps,  as  Goethe  describes  in  the  Wilhiehn 
Meister;  a  life  which  does  sometees  blunt  ttij 
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Bieer  feelings,  but  is  sure  to  develop  talent  where 
it  exists.  Johanna  at  length  rose  through  all  the 
grades  of  her  profession,  and  became  the  first  ac- 
tress at  tibe  principal  theatre  at  Vienna.  She 
played  in  the  "  Phcedra,**  before  Napoleon,  when 
he  occupied  the  Austrian  capital  in  1806,  and  the 
conqueror  sent  to  her,  after  the  performance,  a 
complimentary  message,  and  a  gratuity  of  three 
thousand  francs ;  but  her  lasting  reputation  is  found- 
ed on  her  dramatic  wc»'ks,  which  are  played  ii^ 
every  theatre  in  Germany.  The  plots,  which,  I  am 
toW,  are  remarkable  for  fancy  and  invention,  have 
been  borrowed,  without  acknowledgment,  both  by 
French  and  En^ish  playwrights.  I  was  quite 
charmed  with  one  of  her  pieces  which  I  saw  at 
Munich,  (Die  Erden — ^the  Heirs,)  and  with  another 
which  was  represented  at  Frankfort  Johanna  von 
Weissenthum  has  also  written  poems  and  tales. 

I  have  come  to  the  end  of  my  memoranda  on 
this  subject,  and  regret  it  much.  I  might  easily 
give  you  more  names,  and  quote  second-hand  the 
opinions  I  heard  of  the  merits  and  characteristics 
of  these  authoresses ;  but  I  speak  of  nothing  but 
whait  I  know,  and  not  being  able  to  form  any  judg- 
naent  myself,  I  will  give  none.  Only  it  appears  to 
me  that  the  Germans  themselves  assign  to  no  female 
writer  the  same  rank  which  here  we  proudly  give 
to  Joanna  Baillie  and  Mrs.  Hemans.  I  could  hear 
of  none  who  had  ever  exercised  any  thing  like  the 
moral  influence  possessed  by  Maria  Edgeworth  and 
Harriet  Martineau,  in  their  respective  departments ; 
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nor  could  learn  &at  any  German  woman  had  'y^ 
given  public  proof  tiiat  the  most  feminine  quali^, 
ties  were  reconcilable  with  the  highest  scientific 
attainments — ^like  Mrs.  Marcet  and  Mrs.  SomeiN 
ville.  ' 

Medon.  You  said  the  other  night,  that  you  had; 
not  formed  any  opinion  as  to  the  moral  and  ^od^ 
position  of  the  women  in  Germany ;  but  you  must 
bave  brought  away  some  general  impression^  of 
tfnanner  and  character ; — -frankly,  were  they  iav<rt^ 
able  or  unfavorable  ?  .  i 

Alda.  Frankly,  they  were  most  favorable.  Re^ 
member  that  I  am  not  prepared  with  any  ^en^i^ 
sweeping  conclusions:  I  cannot  assure  you  ftotti 
my  own  knowledge,  that  among  my  own  sex  ihe 
proportion  of  virtue  and  happiness  is  greater- iff 
Grermany  than  in  England.     On  the  contrary — 

-  In  every  land 


I  saw,  wherever  light  illuminethj 

Beauty  and  anguish  walking  hand  in  hand 
The  downward  slope  to  death. 

In  every  land  I  thought  that,  more  or  less,  , ,., 

The  stronger,  sterner  nature  overbore 

The  softer,  uncontroll'd  by  gentleness. 
And  selfish  evermore !  * 

— ^Why  do  you  smile  ?  ,^ 

Medon.   You  amuse  me  with  the  perseverance j 

with  which  you  ring  the  changes  on  your  favorite . 

text,  in  prose  and  in  verse;    and  yet,  to  adop^, 

•Alfred  Tennyson.  ■  '    '^ 
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Vbltau^'s  witty  metaphor,  we  are  the  hammers  and 
ydu  the  anvils  all  the  world  over.  •  But  is  that  all  ? 
Yon  need  not  have  gone  to  Germany  to  verify 
thati 

Alda.  No,  sir ;  it  is  not  all.  In  the  first  place, 
f^vt  know  I  have  a  sufficient  contempt  for  our 
^^glish  intolerance,  with  regard  to  manners — 

•  JdEDQN.  Why,  yes ;  with  reason.  The  influence 
^i  naere  manner  among  our  fashionable  people, 
and  the  stress  Isdd  upon  it  as  a  distinction,  have 
become  so  vulgarized  and  abused,  that  I  should  be 
relieved  even  by  a  reaction  which  should  throw  us 
0^  of  the  in^pidity  of  conventional  manner  into 
pirlmcval  rudeness. 

,  lAi/DA.  No,  no,  no  I — ^no  extremes ;  but  though 
aot  sensible  to  the  ridicule  of  referring  the  social 
habits,  opinions,  customs,  of  dther  nations,  to  the 
arbitrary  standard  of  our  own,  still  I  could  not 
help  falling  into  comparisons ;  certain  distinctions 
between  the  German  and  the  English  women 
struck  me  involuntarily.  In  the  highest  circles  a 
stranger  finds  society  much  alike  everywhere.  A 
court-ball — ^the  soiree  of  an  ambassadress — a  min- 
ister's dinner — present  nearly  the -same  physiog- 
nomy. It  is  in  the  second  class  of  society,  which 
is  also  everywhere  and  in  every  sense  the  best, 
that  we  behold  the  stamp  of  national  character. 
I  was  not  condemned  to  see  my  German  friends 
always  en  grande  toilette;  I  had  better  opportu- 
nities of  judging  and  appreciating  their  domestic 
habits  and  manners  than  most  travellers  enjoy. 
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J  thought  the  Grerman  women,  of  a  certain  rank; 
more  natural  thsm  we  are.  The  moral  educatba 
of  an  English  girl  is,  for  the  n^ost  part,  negative^ 
the  whole  system  of  duty  is  thus  presented  to  the 
mind.  It  is  not  "  this  you  must  do ; "  but  always, 
^'  you  must  not  do  this — ^you  must  not  say  that — 
you  must  not  think  so; "  and  if  by  some  hardy, 
expanding  nature,  the  question  be  Tenturedj 
^'  Why  ?  "  the  mamma  or  the  governess  are  ready 
with  the  answer,  "  It  is  not  the  custom^ — ^it  is  not 
lady-like— it  is  ridiculous ! "  But  is  it  wrong  ?-*^ 
why  is  it  wrong  ? — and  then  comes  answer,  p«t~^ 
"  My  dear,  you  must  not  argue — ^young  ladies  never 

aigue."    "  But,  mamma,  I  was  thinking "  "  My 

dear,  you  must  not  think — go  write  your  Italian 
exercise,"  and  so  on  ! '  'The  idea  that  certain  pa»- 
sions,  powers,  tempers,  feelings,  interwoven  wiA 
our  being  by  our  almighty  and  aU-wise  Creatcnr, 
aa:e  to  be  put  down  by  the  fiat  of  a  governess,  at 
the  edict  of  fashion,  is  monstrous.  Those  who 
educate  us  imagine  that  they  have  done  every 
thing,  if  they  have  silenced*  controversy,  if  they 
have  suppressed  aU  external  demonstration  <^  an 
excess  of  temper  or  feeling ;  not  knowing  or  nol 
reflecting  that  unless  our  nature  be  ^  self-governed 
and  self-directed  by  an  appeal  to  tibose  higher 
faculties  which  link  us  immediately  with  what  is 
divine,  their  labor  is  lost.  ; 

Now,  in  Grermany  the  women  are  less  educated 
to  suit  some  particular  fashion  ;  the  cultivation  of 
the  intellect,  and  the  forming  of  the  manners,  do' 
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jDOt  SO  generally  sfupersede  the  tmniikg  of  the 
moral  sentiments,  the  affections,  the  impulses ;  the 
fatter  are  not  so .  JiabituaUy  crushed  or  disguised ; 
consequently  the  women  appeared  to  me  more 
natural,  and  to  have  more  individual  character. 

Mbdon.  But  the  English  women  pique  them- 
Belvea  on  being  natural,  at  least  they  have  the 
.word  continually  in  their  mouths.  Do  you  know 
that  I  once  overheard  a  well-meaning  mother  in- 
structing her  daughter  how  to  be  natural  ?  You 
laugh,  but  I  assure  you  it  is  a  simple  fact.  Now,  I 
f  eidly  do  not  oiiiject  to  natural  insipidity,  but  I  do 
ol:jeGt  to  conventional  insipidity:  I  object  to  a 
rule  of  elegance  which  makes  the  negative  the 
test  of  the  natural.  It  seems  hard  that  those  who 
hAve  hearts  and  souls  must  needs  put  them  into 
a  strait'Waistooat,  in  order  to  oblige  those  who 
choose  to  have  none;  and  be  guilty  of  the  gross- 
etst  affectation,  to  escape  the  imputation  of  being 
affected! 

Alda.  I  think  there  is  less  of  this  among  the 
Grermans;  more  of  the  individual  character  is 
brought  into  the  daily  intercourse  of  society — 
more-  of  tiie  poetry  of  existence  is  brought  to  bear 
on  the  common  realities  of  life.  I  saw  a  freshness 
itf  feeling — a  genuine  '(not  a  taught)  simplicity, 
which  charmed  me.  Sometimes  I  have  seen  affec- 
tation, but  it  amused  me ;  it  consisted  in  the  exag- 
geration of  what  is  in  itself  good,  not  in  the  mean 
renunciation  of  our  individuality — ^the  immolati<Mi 
of  our  soul's  truth  to  a  mere  fashion  of  behavior. 
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As  Bochefoucaold  called  hypocrisy,  (that  last  ex- 
treme of  wickedness,)  "<Ae  homage  tohich  vicB- 
pays  to  virtue ; "  so  tiie  nature  de  convention,  that' 
last  and  worst  excess  of  affectation,  is  the  homage) 
which  the  artificial  pays  to  the  natural. 

The  Grerman  women  are  much  more  engrossed 
by  the  cares  of  housekeeping  than  w<Mnen  bf  a 
similar  rank  of  life  in  England.  They  CMxy  1to" 
too  far  in  many  instuices,  as  we  do  the  oppo»t&. 
extreme.  In  England,  with  our  false,  ccmTentional! 
refinement,  we  attach  an  idea  of  vulgarity  toceiv: 
tain  cares  and  duties  in  which  there  is  nothtBg; 
vulgar.  To  see  the  young  and  beautiful  daughter! 
of  a  lady  of  rank  running  about,  busied  in  house- 
hold matters,  with  the  keys  c^  the  wine^ellar  and 
the  store-room  suspended  to  her  sash,  would  cei>. 
tainly  surprise  a  young  Englishwoman,  who>  meai^ 
time,  is  netting  a  purse,  painting  a  rose,  or  wsurbUog 
some  "  Dolce  mio  Bene,"  or  "  Soavi  Palpiti,"  witib 
the  air  of  a  nun  at  penance.  The  description  of 
Werther's  Charlotte,  cutting  bread  and  butter, 
has  been  an  eternal  subject  of  laughter  among  the 
English,  among  whom  fine  sentiment  must  be  gar^. 
nished  out  with  something  finer  than  itself;  and  moi 
princess  can  be  suffered  to  go  mad,  or  even  be  ktf 
love,  except  in  white  satin.  To  any  one  who  hasi 
lived  in  Germany,  the  union  of  sentiment  aod- 
bread  and  butter,  or  of  poetry  with  householdi 
cares,  excites  no  laughter.  The  wife  of  a  sM&t 
minister  once  excused  herself  from  going  with  tee 
to  a  picture  gallery,  because  on  that  day  di%  was! 
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oUiged  to  reckop  up  the  household  Hnen.  She 
was  one  of  the  most  charming,  truly  elegant,  and 
accomplished  women  I  ever  met  with.  At  another 
tiiBe  I  remember  that  a  very  accomplished  woman, 
who  had  herself  %ured  in  a  court,  could  not  do 
somediing  or  other — ^I  forget  what — ^because  it  was 
the  ^  grosse  •Wasche,"  (the  great  wash,)  an  event, 
by  Ae  way,  wWch  I  often  found  very  mal-a-propos, 
aosd  which  never  failed  to  turn  a  German  house- 
fa^d  upfflde  down.  You  must  remember  that  I  am 
not  speaking  of  tradeimien  and  mechanics,  but  of 
■peopie  of  my  own,  or  even  a  superior  rank  of  Ufe. 
It  IB' true  that  I  met  with  cases  in  which  the  women 
bfid,  without  necessity,  sunk  into  mere  domestic 
drudges — women  whose  souls  were  in  their  kitchen 
and  their  household  stuif — whose  talk  was  of  dishes 
smd  of  condiments ;  but  then  the  same  species  of 
women  in  England  would  have  been,  instead  of 
btsy  vri&k  tiie  idea  of  being  useful,  frivolous,  and 
silly,  without  any  idea  at  all. 

Mbdok.  And  whether  a  woman  put  her  soul 
into  an  apple  tart,  or  a  new  bonnet,  signifies  little, 
if'tiiere  be  no  capacity  there  for  any  thing  better. 
I  kate  mere  fine  ladi^;  but  equally  avoid  those 
wlio  seem  bom  to  <'  suckle  fo<^  and  chronicle  small 
btter.*'  The  accomplishments  which  embellish  social 
life*<~the  cultivation  which  raises  you  to  a  com- 
ftamonship  with  men — ^Lcannot  spare  these  to  make 
m^re  nurses  and  housewifes,  as  I  conceive  the  gen- 
eniiif  oi  the  Grerman  women  aim  to  be,  and  which 
I  have  been  told  the  opinions  of  the  men  approve. 
10 
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Alda.  As  to  what  we  term  ^K^compliflhmeatSy 
there  was  ceitainly  much  less  exhibition  and  par* 
ade  of  them  in  society ;  they  formed  less  an  estob- 
lished  and  necessary  part  of  education  than  inik 
us ;  but,  of  really  accomplished,  well-informed 
women,  believe  me  I  found  no  deficiency — &,t  otheih 
wise :  if  the  inclination  or  the  talent  existed,  mean? 
and  c^portunity  were  not  wanting  for  mentsd  cut* 
ture  of  a  very  high  species.  I  met  with  fewer 
women  who  drew  badly,  sang  tderably,  or  rathec 
intolerably,  scratched  the  harp,  and  quoted  Meta»i 
tasio ;  but  I  met  with  quite  as  many  women  whe, 
without  pretension,  were  finished  musicians,  painted 
like  artists,  possessed  an  extensive  acquaintance 
with  their  own  literature,  and  an  uncommon  knowlr 
edge  of  language*;  and  were,  besides,  very  good 
housewives  after  the  German  fashion.  More  or  less 
acquaintance  with  the  French  language  was  a 
matter  of  course,  but  English  was  preferred :  every 
where  I  met  with  women  who  had  cultivated  with 
success,  not  our  language  merely,  but  our  literature* 
Shakspeare,  whether  studied  in  English,  or  in  some 
of  their  excellent  translations,  I  found  a  species  of 
household  god,  whose  very  name  was  breadied  with 
reverence,  as  if  it  were  that  of  a  supernatural 
being.  L(ml  fi3nron,  and  Sir  Walter  Scott,  mo^ 
Campbell,  are  familiar  names.  Wordsworth  and 
Shelley  are  beginning  to  be  known,  but  Aey  are 
pronounced  more  difficult  of  comprehension  thflCi 
Shakspeare  himself;  yet  I  met  with  a  Germaft 
lady  who  could  repeat  (Coleridge's  "  Ancient  Ma- 
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rmer"  by  heart.  Of  our  great  modem  poets, 
Orabbe  appeared  the  least  understood  and  appre- 
ciated in  Grennany,  for  the  obvious  reason,  that  his 
.  ^tgects  and  portraits  are  ahnost  exclusively  nar 
€onal.  There  are,  however,  several  German  edi- 
tions of  his  works.  Tlie  men  reaid  him  as  a  study. 
The  only  Gterman  lady  I  met  with  who  had  read 
his  works  through,  pronounced  them  "  not  poetry." 
Bulwer  is  exceedingly  popular  among  the  women  ; 
90  is  Moore.  Some  of  those  who  most  admired  the 
latter,  gave  as  one  reason  that  "  his  English  style 
WKs  so  easy.** 

Medon.  Of  all  our  poete,  Moore  should  seem 
the  least  allied  to  a  Gkrman  taste.  Shall  I  confess 
to  you  ?  He  reminds  me  perpetually  of  Prince 
Potemkin's  larder,  in  which  you  could  always  have 
peiitS'pai^  and  champagne,  ad  libitum,  but  never 
a  morsel  of  bread  or  a  drop  of  water ! 

Ali>a.  The  amile  is  e'en  too  wickedly  just ;  but 
I  except  his  Irish  ballads :  by  the  way,  I  was  pleased 
to  find  some  of  our  beautiftd  Irish  melodies  almost 
naturalized  in  Germany,  and  sung  either  with 
Moore's  words,  or  €rerman  versions  of  them.  I 
remember  that  at  Slift-Neuberg  I  heard  tlie  air  of 
Ally  Croker  sung  to  an  excellent  translation  of 
Moore's  words,*  and  with  as  much  of  the  national 
^irit  and  feeling  as  if  we  had  been  on  the  banks 
of  the  Shannon  instead  of  the  banks  of  the  Neckar. 
Tbe  fflnger,  an  amateur,  and  a  most  extraordinary 
musical  genius,  wiio  had  joined  our  circle  from  Hei- 

*  "  Thro'  Erin's  isle,  to  sport  awhile,"  &c. 
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delberg,  did  not  understand,  or  at  least  did  not 
speak,  English ;  yet  there  was  no  Irish,  or  Scotch,  Or 
English  air  which  he  had  not  at  the  ends  of  hk  fin- 
gers ;  atid  when  he  struck  up,  "  Of  noble  race  was 
Shenkin,"  it  was  as  if  all  the  souls  of  all  the  Wefeh 
harpers  since  High-bom  Hod  had  inspired  him. 
This  gifted  person  was,  however,  of  your  sex,  and 
our  discourse,  at  present,  is  of  mine. 

I  heard  an  English  lady,  who  had  resided  for 
some  time  in  Grermany,  remark  that  the  ^*  Gennaii 
mothers  spoiled  their  children  terribly ;  **  in  other 
words,  the  children  lived  more  habitually  with  ^the 
mothers,  were  under  little  restraint,  and  boharvitd 
in  the  drawing-room  much  as  if  they  were  in  die 
nursery,  and  were  treated,  as  they  grew  up,  cm 
more  equal  tenns. 

That  high  exterior  polish,  tibose  brilliant  oca- 
versational  talents,  which  I  have  seen  in  many 
English  and  French  women,  must  be  rare  among 
the  Grermans :  they  are  too  simple  and  too  much 
in  earnest  The  trifling  of  a  polished  French 
woman  is  oflen  most  graceful;  the  trifling  of  an 
Englishwoman  gracious  and  graceful ;  but  the  trifl- 
ing of  a  German  woman  is,  in  comparison^  heavy 
work;  to  use  a  conunon  expression,  it  is  notim 
thenu  I  met  with  one  satirical  woman.  Xou  knorw 
I  once  ventured  to  assert  that  no  woman ;  {is 
naturally  satirical,  and  to  touch  upon  the  causes 
which  foster  this  artificial  vice — and  here  waoA 
case  in  point  It  was  that  of  a  mind  which  had 
originally  been  a  piece  of  nature's  noblest  han4a- 
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,  i7ork,  first  bruised,  then  gradually  festered  by  the 
•<actioii  of  all  evil  influences. 
-  Medon.  And,  "  lilies  that  fester  are  far  yrcfne 
-than  weeds,"  so  singeth  the  poet ;  but  do  you  make 
the  cause  also  the  excuse  ?  How  many  minds  have 
sutured  the  most  withering  influences  of  misery  and 
jmischief,  if  not  untouched,  at  least  uninjured — ^un- 
embittered ! 

•'.  Alda.  I  grant  you:  but  before  we  assimie  the 
power  of  judging,  of  ccHnputing  the  degree  of  vir- 
Ttne  in  the  latter  case,  of  vice  in  the  former,  we 
nsfaonld  look  to  the  original  conformation  of  the 
Jkaman  being — the  material  exposed  to  the^e  in- 
^aences.  -  Fire  hardens  the  clay  and  dissolves  the 
•metal.  This  plate  of  tempered  steel,  on  which  I 
am  going  to  etch,  shall  corrode,  effervesce,  be  ab- 
aohitely  decomposed  by  tiie  action  of  a  few  drops 
of  nitrous  acid,  which  has  no  effect  whatever  on 
tins  lump  oi  wax.  Now,  carry  this  analogy  into 
the  consideration  of  the  human  character — it  will 
ispare  us  a  long  argument. 

As  to  the  chapter  of  coquettes — 

Medon.  Ah !  glissez,  mortel,  n'appuyez  pas  ! 

Alda.   And  why  not  ? — D6n*t  you  know  that  I 

^meditate,  wiUi  the  assistance  of  certain  professorins, 

a  ocnraplete    Natural    History  of   Coquettes,   (in 

.quarto,)  which  shall  rival  the  famous  Dutch  treatise 

cmi  Butterflies,  in  heaven  knows  how  many  folio 

'Tokmies  ?  In  the  first  part  of  this  stupendous  work 

•we  intend  to  treat  systematically  of  every  known 

ipeeies,  from  the  coquetterie  instinctive^  which  may 
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be  termed  the  wild  genus,  indigenous  in  all  femalesi, 
up  to  the  coquetterie  calculee  et  phUosophique^  the 
most  refined  specimen  reared  in  the  hot-bed  of  arti- 
ficial life.  In  the  second  part,  we  shall  treat  the 
whole  history  of  Coquetterie,  from  that  first  pretty 
experiment  of  dear  Manama  Eve,  when  she  turned 
away  6?om  Adam, 

" ■ As  conscious  of  her  worth, 


That  would  be  woo*d  and  not  unsought  be  won," 

down  to — ^to — ^how  shall  I  avoid  being  personal  ?^ 
down  to  the  Lady  Adehne  Amundevilles  of  our 
own  day.  With  some  women  coquetterie  is  an  in«-. 
stinct ;  with  others,  an  amusement ;  with  others,  a 
pursuit;  with  others,  a  science.  With  the  Grennan 
women  it  is  a  passion :  they  play  the  coquette  as 
they  do  every  thing  else,  with  sentiment,  with  good 
faith,  with  enthusiasm. 

Medon.  Why  then  it  is  no  longer  coqueUeris-^ 
it  is  love  1 

Alda.  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  it  is  something  very 
different  True,  perhaps,  **  that  thin  partitions  do 
the  bounds  divide ;  ^  but,  to  a  nice  observer,  the 
division  is  not  the  less  complete.  In  shorty  you,  can 
imagine  nothing  more  distinct  than  an  English  C(h 
quette  and  a  Greiman  coquette ;  in  the  first  case, 
(me  is  reminded  of  Dryden's  fanciful  simile — 

"  So  cold  herself,  while  she  such  warmth  expressM, 
*Twas  Cupid  bathing  in  Diana's  stream !  ** 

But,  in  the  latter  case,  it  is  Diana  bending  the  bow, 
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and  brandishing  the  darts  of  Cnpid ;  and  with  an 
unsuspicious  gaucherie^  which  now  and  then  turns 
the  point  against  her  own  bosom. 

I  observed,  and  I  verified  my  own  observations, 
by  the  information  of  some  intelligent  medical  men, 
that  there  is  less  ill-health  among  the  superior  rank 
of  women,  in  Germany,  than  with  us ;  all  that  class 
of  diseases,  which  we  call  nervous,  which  in  Eng- 
land have  increased,  and  are  increasing  in  such  a 
fearful  ratio,  are  far  less  prevalent ;  doubtless, 
because  the  habits  of  social  life  are  more  natural. 
The  use  of  noxious  stimulants  among  the  better 
cUiss  of  women  is  almost  unknown,  and  rasce  among 
^«  very  lowest  classes — would  to  heaven  we  could 
Bay  the  same !  No  where,  not  even  atMuiiich,  one 
<si  the  most  profligate  oi  the  Grerman  capitals,  was 
1  ev^  shocked  by  the  exhibition  of  female  suffeiv 
ing  and  depravity  in  another  form,  as  in^  the 
tilieatres  and  the  streets  of  London. 

I  have  been  asked  twenty  times  since  my  return 
to  England,  whether  the  German  women  are  not 
very  '^alt^s — very  romantic  ?  I  could  only  an- 
swer, that  they  appeared  to  me  less  calculating, 
leas  the  slaves  of  artafictal  manners  and  modes  of 
tanking;  more  imaginative,  more  governed  by 
natural  feeling,  more  enthusiastic  in  love  and  reli- 
gion, than  with  us.  If  this  is  what  my  English 
friends  term  exahde,  I  certainly  cannot  4hink  the 
German  women  would  have  reason  to  be  offended 
by  the  application  of  the  word  to  them,  however 
•atirically  meant.  Perhaps  it  may  be  from  necessity. 

Digitized  by  Google 


i 


152  SKETCHES  OF  ART, 

that  they  are  generally  more  simple  in  their  tadties, 
and  more  frugal  in  their  expenses ;  they  had  c^ 
tainly  a  most  formidaMe  idea  of  the  extravagance 
of  fashionable  English  women,  and  of  our  luxurious 
habits.  I  believe  that  they  are  sometimes  diffictdt 
of  access,  and  apparently  inhospitaUe,  because  th^ 
suspect  us  of  scoffing  at  their  simplicity,  at  the 
homeliness  of  their  accommodations,  and  their 
housewively  occupations.  For  my  own  part  I  slip- 
ped so  quietly  and  naturally  into  all  their  social 
and  domestic  habits,  and  cared  so  little  about  iJie 
differences  and  distinctions,  which  some  of  the  Eng- 
lish thought  it  fine  to  be  always  remarking  atid 
lamenting,  that  my  Grerman  friends  used  to  expreto 
their  surprise,  by  saying — "  Savez  vous,  ma  ch^, 
que  vous  ne  me  faites  pas  du  tout  Teffet  d'une 
Anglaise!" — ^an  odd  species  of  compliment,  but 
certainly  meant  as  such.  It  is  true  that  I  was 
sometimes  a  little  tired  of  the  everlasting  knitting 
and  cross-stitch ;  and  it  is  true  I  may  at  times  have 
felt  the  want  of  certain  external  luxuries,  with  which 
we  are  habitually  pampered  in  this  prodigal  land, 
till  they  become  necessaries ;  but  I  would  be  weQ 
content  to  exchange  them  all  a  thousand  times  over, 
for  the  cheap  mental  and  social  pleasures — the  easy 
intercourse  <rf  German  life.  ' 

Medon.  Apropos  to  German  romance.  I  m^ 
with  a  striking  instance  ci  it  even  in  my  short  aMd 
rapid  journey  across  part  of  the  country. .  A  laifljr 
of  birth  and  rank,  who  had  been  dame  d'honne^ 
in  the  court  of  a  sovereign  princess,  (a  princess  by 
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,tlie  way  of  very  equivocal  reputation,)  on  the  death 
of  a  lover,  to  whom  she  had  been  betrothed,  de- 
,. voted  herself  thenceforth  to'  the  service  of  the  sick 
in  the  hospitals ;  she  could  not  enter  a  religious 
order,  being  a  Protestant,  but  she  fulfilled  all  the 
offices  of  a  vowed  Sister  of  Charity.  When  she 
,f^ppUed  to  the  physician  for  leave  to  attend  the 
,  hospital  at ,  he  used  every  endeavor  to  dis- 
suade her  from  her  undertaking — all  in  vain  !  Then 
.  lie  tried  to  disgust  her  by  imposing,  in  the  first  in- 
^ance,  duties  the  most  fearful  and  revolting  to  a 
delicate  woman ;  she  stood  this  test,  and  persisted. 
.  It  is  now  five  years  since  I  saw  her ;  perhaps  she 
may  by  this  time  be  tired  of  her  charitable,  or 
rather  her  romantic,  self-devotion. 

Alda.  No,  that  she  is  not  I  know  to  whom  you 
allude.  She  follows  steadily  and  quiedy  the  same 
pious  vocation  in  which  she  has  persevered  for 
fifteen  years,  and  in  which  she  seems  resolved  to 
die. 

Now,  in  return  for  your  story,  though  I  knew  it 
all  before,  I  will  tell  you  another ;  but  lest  you 
should  suspect  me  of  absolute  invention  and 
romancing,  I  must  tell  you  how  I  came  by  it. 

I  was  travelling  from  Weimar  to  Frankfort,  and 
had  stopped  at  a  little  town,  one  or  two  stages 
^bj^pnd  Pulda ;  I  was  standing  at  the  window**of" 
f^e  inn,  which  was  opposite  to  the  post-house,  and 
^^^ing  at  a  crowd  of  travellers  who  had  just  been 
^i^orged  from  a  huge  Eil-wagen  or  post-coach, 
:yf^\k  was  standing  there.     Among  them  was  one 
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female,  who,  before  I  was  aware,  fixed  my  aMen<> 
tk>n.  Although  closely  enveloped  in  a  winter  djresA 
from  head  to  foot,  her  height,  and  the  easy  dedsion? 
with  which  she  moved,  showed  that  her  figure  wa« 
fine  and  well-proportioned ;  and  as  the  wind  ble^  - 
aside  her  black  veil,  I  had  a  ^impse  of  featorea 
which  still  farther  excited  my  curiosity.  I  had  turn 
to  consider  her,  as  ak&  alighted  and  walked  ov«i?  to^ 
the  inn  alone.  She  entered  at  once  the  room-^tf 
was  a  sort  of  public  saloon — ^in  which  I  was;  sun»^ 
moned  tiie  waiter,  whom  she  addressed  in  a  goocU 
humored,  but  rather  familiar  style^  and  ordased 
breakfast ;  not  a  cup  of  chocolate  or  caffise  au  ktUf^a» 
became  a  heroine,  for  you  s^  I  was  resolved  that  she 
should  be  one,  but  a  very  substantial  Grerman  breakr^ 
fast — soup,  a  cuUet,  and  a  pint  (eine  halbe  fiasohe): 
of  good  wine :  it  was  then  about  t^i  o'clock.  Whiki 
this  was  preparing,  she  threw  off  her  travelling  ac^ 
coutrements ;  first  a  dark  cloak,  richly  lined  with 
fur ;  one  or  two  shawls ;  a  sort  of  pelisse,  or  rathe? 
surtout,  reaching  to  the  knees,  with  long  loose^ 
sleeves,  such  as  ypu  may  see  in  the  prints  of  Tar^ 
tar  or  Muscovite  costumes ;  this  was  made  of  he^xh 
ful  Indian  shawl,  lined  with  blue  silk,  and  trimmed 
with  sables:  under  these  splendid  and  multi&oioua 
coverings  she  wore  a  dress  of  deep  mourtdng.  Her 
figure,  when  displayed,  excited  my  admiration :  it 
was  one  of  the  most  perfect  I  ever  beheld.  Hen 
feet,  hands,  and  head,  were  small  in  proportion  ^ 
her  figure;  her  face  was  not  so  striking — ^it  vira^ 
pretty,  rather  than  handsome;  her  small  mou^ 
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dosed  firmly,  so  as  to  give  a  marked  and  singular 
expression  of  resolution  and  decision,  to  a  physiog- 
nomy otherwise  frank  and  good-humored.  Her 
eyes,  also  small,  were  of  a  dark  hazel,  bright,  and 
wiA  long  blonde  eyelashes.  Her 'abundant  fair 
hair  was  plaited  in  several  bands,  and  fastened  on 
the  top  of  her  head,  in  the  fashion-<if  the  Gennan 
peasant  girls.  Her  voice  would  have  been  deemed 
ratiier  high-|»tched,  for  "  ears  polite,"  but  it  was  not 
deficient  in  melody ;  and  though  her  expression 
was  grave,  and  even  sad,  upon  our  first  encounter, 
I  soon  found  that  mirth,  and  not  sadness,  was  the 
natural  character  of  her  mind,  as  of  her  counte- 
nance. When  any  thing  ridiculous  occurred,  she 
burst  at  once  into  a  laugh — such  a  merry,  musical 
peal,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to  sympathize  in  it 
Her  wlude  appearance  and  manner  gave  me  the 
idea  o£  a  farmer's  buxom  daughter :  nothing  could 
be  more  distinct  from  our  notions  of  the  lady-like, 
yet  nothing  could  be  more  free  from  impropriety, 
more  expressive  of  native  innocence  and  modesty ; 
but  the  splendor  of  her  dress  did  not  exactly  suit 
with  her  deportment — ^it  puzzled  me.  I  observed, 
when  *  she  drew  off  her  glove,  that  she  wore  a 
number  of  silver  rings  o£  a  peculiar  fashion,  and 
among  them  a  fine  diamond.  She  walked  up  and 
down  whUe  her  breakfast  was  preparing,  seemingly 
lost  in  painful  meditations ;  but  when  it  appeared, 
she  sat  down  and  did  justice  to  it,  as  one  who  had 
been  many  hours  without  food.  While  she  was 
thus  engaged,  the  conducteur  of  the  Eil-wagen  and 
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one  of  the  passengers  came  in,  and  epcke  to'  b^ 
with  interest  and  respect.  Soon  afterwards  camie 
the  mistress  of  the  inn,  (who  had  never  deigned  to 
notice  me,  for  it  is  not  the  fashion  in  Germany^) 
she  came  with  an  offer  of  particular  services,  iu»d 
from  the  conversation  I  gathered,  to  my  astomsb* 
ment,  that  this  young  creature — she  seemed  not 
more  than  two  or  three  and  twenty — was  on  hef 
way  home,  alone  and  unprotected,  from — can  yem 
imagine? — even  from  the  wilds  of  Siberia!  But* 
then  what  had  brought  her  there?  I  listened,  mi 
hopes  of  discovering,  but  they  all  spoke  so  fast  tbafr 
I  could  make  out  nothing  more.  Afterwards,  I  had 
occasion  to  go  over  to  a  little  shop  to  make  some 
purchase.  On  my  return,  I  found  her  crying  bil- 
terly,  and  my  maid,  also  in  tears,  was  comforting' 
her  with  great  volubility.  Now,  though  my  hamng 
in  Grerman,  like  Orlando's  beard,  was  not  considetr^ 
able,  and  my  heroine  spoke  still  less  French,  i 
could  not  help  asnstingin  the  task  of  consdation— « 
never,  certamly,  were  my  curiosity  and  interest 
more  strongly  excited !  Subsequently  we  met  at 
Frankfort,  where  she  was  lodged  in  the  same  hotel, 
and  I  was  enabled  to  offer  her  a  seat  in  my  vehicle ' 
to  Mayence.  Thus,  I  had  opportunities  of  heaoing 
her  whole  history  related  at  different  timesi,  and  in 
parts  and  parcels ;  and  I  will  now  endeavor  to  give ' 
it  to  you  in  a  connected  form.  I  may  possibly  make  ^ 
some  mistake  with  regard  to  the  order  of  events, 
but  I  promise  you  faithfully,  that  where  'my  recol- 
lection of  names,  or  dates,  or  circumstances,  nu^y^ 
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£»[  me,  I  will  not,  like  Mademoiselle  de  Montpen- 
aieF,  make  use  of  my  imagination  to  supply  the  de- 
fects of  my  memory.  You  shall  have,  if  not  the 
t^hol^  truth,  at  least  as  much  of  it  as  I  can  remem- 
ber, and  with  no  fictitious  interpolations  and  im- 
p^roTements.  Of  the  animation  of  voice  and  man- 
WM£j  the  vivid  eloquence,  the  graphic  spirit,  the 
qpkik  transitions  of  feeling,  and  the  grace  and 
"vivacity  of  gesture  and  action  with  which  the  relar- 
tion  was  made  to  me  by  this  fine  untutored  child  of 
imture,  I  can  give  you  no  idea — ^it  was  altogether  a 
at»dy  of  character,  I  shall  never  foi^et. 
,  My  heroine — ^truly  and  in  every  sense  does  she 
disserve  the  name — was  the  daughter  of  a  rich 
brewer  and  wine  merchant  of  Deuxponts.*  She 
wa0  one  of  five  childi^n,  two  much  older  and  two 
much  younger  than  herself.  Her  eldest  brother 
was  called  Henri:  he  had  early  displayed  such 
qlicommon  talents,  and  such  a  decided  inclination 
for  study,  that  his  father  was  determined  to  give 
biin  all  the  advantages  of  a  learned  education,  and 
sent  him  to  the  university  of  Elangau,  in  Bavaria, 
Trbenoe  he  returned  to  his  family  with  the  highest 
testimonies  of  his  tsdents  and  good  conduct.  His 
fiiltor  now  destined  him  for  the  clerical  profession, 
with  which  his  own  wishes  accorded.  EGs  sister 
fpndly  dwelt  upon  his  praises,  and  described  him, 
pe^a^s  with  all  a  sister^s  pactiaUty,  as  being  not 

♦In  the  German  maps,  Zweibriicken ;   the  capital  of  thoee 
prOTinocs  of  the  kingdom  of  Bavaria,  which  lie  on  the  left  bazik  i 
of  tin  Rhine. 
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only  the  pride  of  his  family,  but  of  all  his  fellow* 
citizens,  "tall,  and  handsome,  and  good,"  of  a 
most  benevolent  enthusiastic  temper,  and  devoted 
to  his  studies.  When  he  had  been  at  home  for 
some  time,  he  attracted  the  notice  of  one  of  the 
princes  in  the  north  of  Germany,  with  whom  he 
traveUed,  I  believe,  -in  the  capacity  of  secretary. 
The  name  of  the  prince,  and  the  particulars  of  this 
part  of  his  life,  have  escaped  me ;  but  it  appeared 
that,  through  the  recommendation  of  this  powerful 
patron,  he  became  professor  of  theology  in  a  uni- 
versity of  Courland,  I  think  at  Kiga,  or  somewhere 
near  it,  for  the  name  of  this  city  was  continually 
recurring  in  her  narrative.  Henri  was  at  this  time 
about  eight-and-twenty. 

While  here,  it  was  his  fate  to  fall  passionately 
in  love  with  the  daughter  of  a  rich  Jew  merchant 
His  religious  zeal  mingled  with  his  love ;  he  was 
as  anxious  to  convert  his  mistress  as  to  possess  her 
— and,  in  fact,  the  first  was  a  necessary  preliminary 
to  the  second ;  the  consequences  were  all  in  the 
usual  style  of  such  matters.  The  relations  discov- 
ered the  correspondence,  and  the  young  Jewess  was 
forbidden  t6  see  or  to  speak  to  her  lover.  They 
met  in  secret.  What  arguments  he  might  use  to 
convert  this  modem  Jessica,  I  know  not,  but  they 
prevailed.  She  declared  herself  convinced,  and 
consented  to  fly  with  him  beyond  the  frontiers,  into 
Silesia,  to  be  baptized,  and  to  become  his  wife. 

Apparently  their  plans  were  not  well-arranged, 
or  were  betrayed ;  for  they  were  pursued  by  her 
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relations  and  the  police,  and  oyertaken  before  they 
reached  the  frontiers.  The  young  man  was  ac- 
cused of  carrying  off  his  Jewish  love  by  force, 
and  this,  I  believe,  at  Eiga,  where  the  Jews  are 
protected,  Is  a  capital  crime.  The  a£^ir  was 
brought  before  the  tribunal,  and  the  accused  de- 
fended himself  by  declaring  that  the  girl  had  fled 
with  him  by  her  own  free  will;  that  she  was  a 
Christian,  and  his  betrothed  bride,  as  they  had 
exchanged  rings,  or  had  gone  through  some  similar 
ceremony.  The  father  Jew  denied  this  on  the 
part  q£  his  daughter,  and  Henri  dei^red  to  be  con- 
fronted with  the  lady  who  was  thus  said  to  have 
turned  his  accuser.  Her  femily  made  many  difli- 
culties,  but  by  order  of  the  judge  she  was  obliged 
to  appear.  She  was  brought  into  ike  court  of 
justice  pale,  trembling,  and  supported  by  her 
father  aijd  others  of  her  kindred.  The  judge  de- 
manded whether  it  was  by  her  own  wiQ  that  she 
had  fled  with  Henri  Ambos  ?  She  answered  in  a 
faint  vdce,  "  No."  Had  then  vidence  been  used 
to  carry  her  off*?  "  Yes"  Was  she  a  Christian  ? 
"iVb."  Did  she  regard  Henri  as  her  affianced 
husband  ?     "  No." 

On  hearing  these  replies,  so  <Hfferent  from  the 
truth, — ^from  all  he  could  have  anticipated,  the  un- 
fortunate young  man,  appeared  for  a  few  minutes 
stupefied ;  then,  as  if  seized  with  a  sudden  frenzy, 
he  made  a  desperate  effort  to  rush  upon  the  young 
Jewess.  On  being  prevented,  he  drew  a  knife 
from  his  pocket,  which  he  attempted  to  plunge  into 
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his  own  boeom,  but  it  was  wrested  from  him ;  iH' 
the  scuffle  he  was  wounded  in  the  hands  and  ftiee^ 
and  the  young  lady  swooned  away.  The  sight  c^ 
his  mistress  insensible,  and  his  own  blood  flowing^, 
restored  the  lover  to  his  senses.  He  became  sul- 
lenly calm,  offered  not  another  word  in  his  own 
defence,  refused  to  answer  any  questions,  and  wad 
immediately  conveyed  to  prison. 

These  particulars  came  to  the  knowledge  of  his 
family  after  the  lapse  of  many  months,  but  of  his 
subsequent  fate  they  could  learn  nothing.  Neither 
his  sentence  nor  his  punishment  could  bemsceiv- 
tained ;  and  although  one  of  his  relations  went  to 
Riga,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  some  informar- 
tion — some  redress — ^he  returned  without  having 
effected  either  of  the  purposes  of  his  journey. 
Whether  Henri  had  died  of  his  wounds,  or  lan- 
guished in  a  perpetual  dungeon,  remained  a 
mystery. 

Six  years  thus  passed  away.    His  father  died : 
his  mother,  who  persisted  in  hoping,  while  all 
others  despaired,  lingered  on  in  heart-wearing  sus- 
pense.    At  length,  in  the  beginning  of  last  year, 
(1833,)  a  travelling  merchant  passed  through  the 
city  of  DeuxpontSy  and  inquired  for  the  family  of 
Ambos.    He  informed  them  that  in  the  preceding ' 
year  he  had  seen  and  spoken  to  a  man  in  rags, 
with  a  long  beard,  who  was  working  in  fetters  with  ^ 
other  criminals,  near  the  fortress  of  Barinska,  fn ' 
Siberia ;  who  described  himself  as  Henri  Antbos, 
a  pastor  of  the  Lutheran  church,  unjustly  am."'' 
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demned,  and  besought  him  with  tears,  and  the 
mo^  urgent  supplications,  to  convey  some  tidings 
c€  him  to  his  unhappy  parents,  and  beseech  them 
to  uae  every  means  to  obtain  his  liberation. 

You  must  imagine — ^for  I  cannot  describe  as  she 
deseribed-^the  feelings  which  this  intelligence  ex- 
ciled.  A  family  coundl  was  held,  and  it  was 
determined  at  once  that  applic^on  should  be 
Blade  to  the  police  authorides  at  St  Petersburg,  to 
ascertain  beyond  a  doubt  the  fate  of  poor  Henri — 
tiuU  a  petitioa  in  his  favor  must  be  presented  to 
the  Emperor  of  Busda ;  but  who  was  to  present 
i|?  The  8ec<Hid  l»-other  offered  himself,  but  he 
had  a  wife  and  two  children ;  the  wife  protested 
that  she  should  die  if  her  husband  left  her,  and 
would  iK>t  hear  of  his  going;  besides,  he  was  the 
only  remaining  hope  of  his  motiier's  family.  The 
siitear  then  said  that  she  would  undertake  the 
journey,  and  argued  that  as  a  woman  «he  had 
more  chance  of  success  in  such  an  affair  than  her 
brother.  The  mother  acquiesced.  There  was,  in 
truth,  no  alternative ;  and  being  amply  furnished 
wii^  the  means,  this  generous,  affectionate,  and 
s^^ng-minded  girl,  set  off  alone,  on  her  long  and 
p€^rilous  journey.  ^*  When  my  mother  gave  me 
her  blessing,"  said  she,  "  I  made  a  vow  to  Grod  and 
my  own  heart,  that  I  would  not  return  alive  with- 
o\(t  the  pardon  of  my  brother.  I  feared  nothing ; 
I  ,^ad  nothing  to  live  for.  I  had  health  and 
stremgtb,  and  I  had  not  a  doubt  of  my  own  success, 
because  I  was.  resolved'  to  succeed ;  but  ah  1  Uebe 
11 
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madame !  what  a  fate  was  mine !  and  bow  am.} 
returning  to  my  mother  I — ^my  poor  old  mother  \^: 
Here  she  burst  into  tears,  and  threw  herself  baci^ 
*  in  the  carriage ;  after  a  few  minutes  she  resum^ 
her  narrative. 

She  reached  the  city  of  Riga  without  inisohance^ 
There  she  collected  the  necessary  documents  rela** 
tive  to  her  brot^ier's  character  and  conduct,  with, 
all  the  circumstances  of  his  laial,  and  had  them 
properly  attested.  Furnished  with  these  papers, 
she  proceeded  to  St  Petersburg,  where  she  a]> 
rived  safely  in  the  beginning  cS  June,  1833.  She 
had  been  furnished  with  several  letters  of  recomr 
mendation  and  particularly  with  one  to  a  German 
ecclesiastic,  of  whom  she  spoke  with  the  most  grate- 
ful entiiusiasm,  by  the  title  of  M.  le  Pasteur.  She. 
met  with  the  utmost  difficulty  in  obtaining  &om  the 
police  the  official  return  of  her  brother's  condeoK 
nation,  place  of  exile,  punishment,  &c.;  bat  at 
length,  by  almost  incredible  boldness,  perseveranceiK 
and  address,  she  was  in  possession  of  these^  and 
with  the  assistance  of  her  good  friend  the  pastor, 
she  drew  up  a  petition  to  the  emperor.  With  thi« 
she  waited  on  the  minister  of  the  interior,  to  whontf 
with  great  difficulty,  and  after  many  applications«t 
she  obtained  access.  He  treated  her  widi  gre«J^ 
harshness,  and  absolutely  refused  to  deUver  H^^ 
petition.  She  threw  herself  on  her  knees,  an4 
added  tears  to  entreaties ;  but  he  was  inexoral4f{,r 
and  added  brutally — "  Your  brother  was  a  moui^ai^. 
»ujet ;  he  ought  not  to  be  pardoned,  and  if  I  w^r« 
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fti^  emperor  I  would  not  pardon  him."  Sbe  rose 
trora  her  knees,  and  stretching  her  arms  towards 
heaven,  exclaimed  with  fervor — "  I  call  God  to 
^•fttoess  that  my  brother  was  innocent  I  and  I  thank 
€rod  that  you  are  not  the  emperor,  for  I  can  still 
htype  !  **  The  minister,  in  a  rage,  said — "  Do  you 
dare  to  sneak  thus  to  me !  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?  ** 
*  Yes,"  she  replied;  "you  are  his  excellency  the 

Aiinister  C ;  but  what  of  that  ?  you  are  a  cruel 

iftan }  but  I  put  my  trust  in  God  and  the  emperor ; 
Atfd  then,"  said  she,  "  I  left  him,  without  even  a 
<SUTtsey,  though  he  followed  me  to  the  door,  speak- 
ing very  loud  and  very  angrily." 

Her  suit  being  rejected  by  aU  the  ministers,  (for 
even  those  who  were  most  gentle,  and  who  allowed 
Ae  hardship  of  the  case,  still  refused  to  interfere, 
or  deliver  her  petition,)  she  resolved  to  do,  what 
she  had  been  dissuaded  from  attempting  in  the  first 
ihstflmce — to  appeal  to  the  emperor  in  person ;  but 
k  was  in  vain  she  lavished  hundreds  of  dollars  in 
bribes  to  the  inferior  officers ;  in  vain  she  beset  the 
imperial  suite,  at  reviews,  at  the  theatre,  on  the 
way  to  the  church :  invariably  beaten  back  by  the 
guards,  or  the  attendants,  she  could  not  penetrate 
to  the  emperor's  presence.  After  spending  six 
^^eeks  in  daily  ineffectual  attempts  of  this  kind, 
hb^ing  every  morning,  and  almost  despairing  every 
Evening — ^th^eatened  by  the  police  and  spumed  by 
tfie  officials— Providence  raised  her  up  a  friend  in 
dttie  of  her  own  sex.  Atnong  some  ladies  of  rank, 
who  became  interested  in  her  story,  and  invited 
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her  to  dieir  houses,  was  a  Countess  Elise,  something 
or  other,  whose  name  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  wrftft 
down.  One  day,  on  seeing  her  young  protegA 
overwhehned  with  grief,  and  almost  in  despair,  she 
said,  with  emotion,  "  I  cannot  dare  to  present  yodr 
petition  myself,  I  might  be  sent  off  to  Siberia,  or 
at  least  banished  the  court ;  but  all  I  can  do  I  wilt 
I  will  lend  you  my  equipage  and  servants.  I  wifl 
dress  you  in  one  of  my  robes ;  you  shall  drfye  t6 
the  palace  the  next  levee  day,  and  obtain  an 
audience  under  my  name ;  when  once  in  the  pi^fes- 
ence  of  the  emperor  you  must  manage  for  y<mi<- 
self.  If  I  risk  thus  much,  will  you  venture  the 
rest  ?  '*  "  And  what,"  sadd  I,  "  was  your  answer  ?" 
•^Oh!"  she  replied,  "I  could  not  answer;  bttti 
threw  myself  at  her  feet,  and  kissed  the  hem  of  hef 
gown ! "  I  asked  her  whether  she  had  not  feared 
to  risk  the  safety  of  her  generous  friend  ?  She  re^ 
plied,  **  That  thought  did  strike  me — ^but  what  wocdd 
you  have  ? — ^I  cast  it  from  me.  I  was  resolved  to 
have  my  brother's  pardon — ^I  would  have  sacrificed 
my  own  life  to  obtain  it — ^and,  Grod  forgive  me,  I 
thought  little  of  what  it  might  cost  another." 

This- plan  was  soon  arranged,  and  at  the  time  ap- 
pointed my  resolute  heroine  drove  up  to  the  palace 
in  a  splendid  equipage,  preceded  by  a  running 
footman,  with  three  laoed  laquais  in  frill  dressi, 
mounted   behind.      She  was  annouBced    as  the 

Countess  Elise ,  who  supplicated  a  partic*- 

ular  audience  of  his  majesty.  The  doors  flew 
open,  and  in  a  few  minutes  she  was  in  the  presence 
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of  tiie  emperor,  who  advanced  one  or  two  steps  to 
iMeet  her,  with  an  air  of  gallantry,  bat  suddenly 

.^artedback 

Here  I  could  not  help  asking  her,  whether  in 
that  moment  she  did  not  feel  her  heart  sink  ? 
.  "JiJo,"  said  she  firmly ;  "on  the  contrary,  I  felt 
my  heart  beat  quicker  and  higher  1 — I  sprang  for- 
ward and  knelt  at  his  feet,  exclaiming,  with  clasped 
JiandB—^  Pardon,  imperial  majesty  I — Pardon  P" 
♦♦  Who  are  you  ?  "  said  the  emperor,  astonished ; 
**  and  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?  "  He  spoke  gently, 
fiK»«  gently  than  any  of  his  ministers,  and  over- 
GOme,  even  by  my  own  hopes,  I  burst  into  a  flood 
of  tears,  and  said — "  May  it  please  your  imperial 

majesty,  I  am  not  Countess  Elise ,  I  am 

<mly  the  sister  of  the  unfortunate  Henri  Ambos, 
who  has  been  condemned  on  false  accusation.  O 
pardon ! — ^pardon  I  Here  are  the  papers — the 
pcoo&.  O  imperial  majesty! — ^pardon  my  poor 
brother ! "  I  held  out  the  petition  and  the  papers, 
and  at  the  same  time,  |»-ostrate  on  my  knees,  I 
seized  the  skirt  of  his  embroidered  coat,  and  pres- 
sed it  to  my  lips.  Ihe  emperor  said,  "iUse — 
rise !  **  but  I  would  not  rise ;  I  still  held  out  my 
papers,  resolved  not  to  rise  till  he  had  taken  them. 
At  last  ihe  emperor,  who  seemed  much  moved,  ex- 
tended one  hand  towards  me,  and  took  the  papers 
with  the  other,  saying — "  Rise,  mademoiselle — ^I 
command  you  to  rise."  I  ventured  to  kiss  his  hand, 
and  said,  with  tears, "  I  pray  of  your  majesty  to 
read  that  paper."    He  said,  "  I  will  read  it"    I 
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then  rose  from  the  ground,  and  stood  watehing  MiiP 
while  he  unfolded  the  petition  and  read  it  1^9^ 
countenance  changed,  and  he  exclaimed  omK  o^ 
twice,  "  Is  it  possible  ?— This  is  dreadful ! "  Whens 
he  had  finished,  he  folded  the  paper,  and  withot^' 
2uiy  observation,  said  at  once — **  Mademoisell0<^ 
Ambos,  your  brother  is  pardoned/*  The  wordd) 
rung  in  my  ears,  and  I  again  flung  myself  at  faii^ 
feet,  saying — and  yet  I  scarce  know  what  I  said-^' 
"  Your  imperial  majesty  is  a  god  upon  earth ;  do 
you  indeed  pardon  my  brother?  Your  minist^r» 
would  never  suffer  me  to  aj^roach  you ;  and  even^ 

yet  I  fear !"    He  said,  "Fear  nothing:  ymt^^ 

have  my  promise."  He  then  raised  me  fhftn  th# 
ground,  and  conducted  me  himself  to  the  door.  I' 
tried  to  thank  and  bless  him,  but  could  not;  he  hekl' 
out  his  hand  for  me  to  kiss,  and  then  bowed  fak 
head  as  I  left  the  room.  "  Ach  ja  1  the  emperor  id 
a.good  man, — ein  schoner,  feiner,  Mann!  but  he 
does  not  know  how  cruel  his  ministers  are,  and  all 
the  evil  they  do,  and  all  the  justice  they  refuse,  in 
his  name ! " 

I  have  given  you  this  scene  as  nearly  as  possible 
in  her  own  words.  She  not  only  related  it,  but- 
almost  acted  it  over  again  ;  she  imitated  alternately,*  - 
her  own  and  the  emperor's  voice  and  manner ;  and' 
such  was  the  vivacity  of  her  description  that  I 
seemed  to  hear  and  behold  both,  and  was  more  pro- 
foundly moved  than  by  any  scenic  representation  I* 
can  remember.  '-' 

On  her  return  she  received  the  congratulations' 
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ci.  ber  benefactress,  the  Countess  Elise,  and  of  her 
gD0d  friend  the  pastor,  but  both  advised  her  to  keep 
h^r  audience  and  the  emperor's  promise  a  profound 
secret.  She  was  the  more  inclined  to  this ;  be- 
cftiise,  after  the  first  burst  of  joyous  emotion,  her 
spinte  sank.  Becollecling  the  pains  that  had  been 
taken  to  shut  her  from  the  emperor's,  presence,  she 
feared  some  unforeseen  obstacle,  or  even  some 
knavery  on  the  part  of  the  officers  of  government. 
She  described  her  sufierings  during  ^e  next  few 
daysy  as  fearful;  her  agitation,  her  previous  fa- 
iries, and  the  terrible  suspense,  apparently  threw 
her  into  a  fever,  or  acted  on  her  excited  nerves  so 
as  to  produce  a  species  of  delirium,  though,  of 
course^  she  would  not  admit  this.  After  assuring 
me  very  gravdy  that  she  did  not  believe  in  ghosts, 
she  told  me  that  one  night,  after  her  interview  with 
tbe  emperor,  she  was  reading  in  bed,  being  unable 
to  sleep ;  and  on  raising  her  eyes  from  her  bo(^ 
she  saw  the  figure  of  her  brother,  standing  at 
the  other  end  of  the  room ;  she  exclaimed,  "  My 
Grod,  Henri !  is  that  you  I "  but  without  making 
any  reply,  the  form  approached  nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  bed,  keeping  its  melancholy  eyes  fixed  on 
hers,  till  it  came  quite  close  to  the  bedside,  and 
laid  a  cold  heavy  hand  upon  her. 
.  Medon.   The  night-mare,  evidently. 

Alda.  Without  doubt ;  but  her  own  impression 
ifas  as  of  a  reality.  The  figure,  after  looking  at 
her  sadly  for  some  minutes,  during  which  she  had 
1^  power  either  to  move  or  speak,  turned  away ; 
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she  then  made  a  desperate  effort  to  call  out  toriiitf 
daughter  of  her  hostess,  who  slept  io  the  o^Kt  roonr 
— "  Luise  1  Luise  1 "  Luiae  raa  in  to  her.  **  D# 
you  not  see  my  brother  standing  there  ? "  she  e3o* 
claimed  with  horror,  and  pointing  to  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  wMdier  the '  image,  conjured  up  hf 
her  excited  imcy  and  levered  n^ves,  appeared  t» 
have  receded.  The  irig^tened,  stiuing  Ltdse,  an^ 
swered,  "  Yes*"  **  You  see,"  said  eJie,  appealing  fa 
me — "  that  thcmgh  I  might  be  cheated  by  my  own- 
senses,  I  could  not  doubt  those  of  another.  I 
thought  to  myself^  then,  my  poor  Henri  is  dead,  and! 
God  has  permitted  him  to  visit  me.  Hits  idea  pui^ 
sued  me  all  that  night,  and  the  next  day ;  but  (m 
the  following  day,  w]»eh  was  Monday,  just  five 
days  after  I  had  seen  the  Emperor,  a  laqtudSj  in 
the  imperial  livery,  came  to  my  lodging,  and  put 
into  my  hands  a  packet,  with  the  '^  Emperor^s  com^ 
pUments  to  Mademcoselle  Ambos."  It  was  the  paiv 
don  for  my  brother,  with  the  EmpercM**«  seal  and 
signature :  then  I  forgot  every  thing  but  joy ! " 

Those  mean,  official  animals,  who  had  before 
spumed  her,  now  pressed  upon  her  witli  offi^rs  oT 

service,  and  even  the  Minister  C offered  to  ex-^ 

pedite  the  pardon  himself  to  Siberia,  in  order  to  acme; 
her  trouble;  but  she  would  not  suffer  the  predous- 
paper  out  of  her  hands :  she  determined  to  carry 
it  herself— to  be  herself  the  bearer  of  ^ad  tidings  r 
— she  had  resolved  that  none  but  herself  diould'- 
take  off  those  fetters,  the  very  description  of  whk^ 
had  entered  her  soul ;  so,  having  made  her  arrange- ' 
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Bitets  as  quidkly  as  possible,  she  set  off  for  Moscow, 
wiiece  she  arrived  in  three  days.  According  to  her 
description,  the  town  in  Siberia,  to  the  governor  of 
ivhich  she  carried  an  official  recommendation,  was 
Mne  thousand  versts  beyond  Moscow ;  and  the 
fortress  to  which  the  wretched  male^tors  were 
exiled  was  at  a  great  distance  beyond  that.  I 
eoold  not  weU  make  out  the  situation  of  either, 
and,  unlnddly,  I  had  no  map  with  me  but  a  road 
mmp  of  Germany,  and  it  was  evident  that  my  hero- 
iiie  was  no  geographer.  She  tdd  me  that,  after 
leaving  Moscow,  she  travelled  post  seven  days  and 
seven  nights,  only  sleeping  in  the  carriage.  She 
tben  reposed  for  two  days,  and  then  posted  on  for 
another  seven  days  and  nights. 

Mjsdojs.  Alone  ? 

Alda.  Alone  I  and  wh<dly- unprotected,  except 
by  her  own  innocence  and  enei^,  and  a  few  lines 
o£  recommendation,  which  had  been  given  to  her 
at  St  Petersburg.  The  roads  were  every  where 
excellent,  the  post-houses  at  regular  distances,  the 
travelling  rapid ;  but  often,  for  hundreds  c^  miles, 
there  were  no  accommodations  of  any  kind — scarce 
a  hnraan  habitation.  She  even  suffered  from  hun- 
ger, not  being  prepared  to  travel  for  so  many  hours 
t^el&er  without  meeting  with  any  food  she  could 
toueh  without  disgust  She  described,  with  great 
truth  and  eloquence,  her  own  sensations  as  she  was 
whirled  rapidly  over  those  wide,  silent,  solitary,  and 
apparently  endless  plains.  "  Sometimes,"  said  she, 
"my  head  seemed  to  turn — ^I  could  not  believe  that 
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it  was  a  waking  reality — ^I  could  not  believe  thiif  li 
was  myself.  Alone,  in  a  strange  land, — so  niari^ 
hundred  leagues  from  my  own  home,  and  driyen 
along  as  if  through  the  air,  with  a  rapidity  so  -&* 
ferent  from  any  thing  I  had  been  used  to,  that'll 
almost  took  away  my  breath.**  ^^ 

"  IXd  you  ever  feel  fear  ?    I  ai^ed. 

"  Ach  ja !  when  I  waked  sometimes  in  the  car- 
riage, in  the  middle  of  the  night,  wondering  at  m)^^' 
self,  and  unable  immediately  to  collect  my  thoughtsi^ 
Never  at  any.  other  tune.** 

I  asked  her  if  she  had  ever  met  with  insult  ?  Sher- 
said  she  had  twice  met  with  "  wicked  men ;  '*  feufr 
she  had  felt  no  alarm — ^she  knew  how  to  protect 
herself:  and  as  she  said  this,  her  countenance  as- 
sumed an  expression  which  showed  that  it  was  not^ 
a  mere  boast  Altogether,  she  described  her  joluv- 
ney  as  being  grausam^  (horrible,)  in  the  h^hest 
degree,  and,  indeed,  even  the  recollection  of  i1^ 
made  her  shudder ;  but  at  the  time  there  was  &e 
anticipation  of  an  unspeakable  happiness,  which 
made  all  fatigues  light,  and  all  dangers  indifferent  ' 

At  length,  in  the  beginning  of  August,  she  m**  • 
rived  at  the  end  of  her  journey,  and  was  courteously 
received  by  the  commandant  of  the  fortress.  She ' 
presented  the  pardon  with  a  hand  which  trembled 
with  impatience  and  joy,  too  great  to  be  restrained, 
almost  to  be  borne.  The  officer  looked  very  grave,  - 
and  took,  she  thought,  a  long  time  to  read  the ' 
paper,  which  consisted  only  of  six  ^r  eight  lines.  ' 
At  last  he  stammered  out,  "  I  am  sorry — but  th«  ^ 
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IJeiart  Ambos  mentioned  in  this  paper — is  dead  I " 
^qpr.girl !  she  fell  to  the  eart^. 
I,  When  she  reached  this  part  of  her  story  she 
bu^rst  into  a  fresh  flood  of  tears,  wrung  lier  hands, 
^d  for  some  time  could  utter  nothing  but  passion- 
ate exclamations  of  grief.  ^'  Acb !  liebe  Grott !  was 
fiir  ein  schrecklich  shichsal  war  das  meine ! " 
"What  a  horrible  fate  was  mine  1  I  had  come  thus 
&^ito  ^nd — not  my  brother — ntir  ein  grab  !  "  (only 
a^graye  I)  she  repeated  several  times,  with  an  ac- 
cent of  despair.  The  unfortunate  man  had  died  a 
y^ar  bef(»e.  The  fetters  in  whicb  he  worked  had 
<;taM^ed  an  ulcer  in  his  leg,  which  he  neglected,  and, 
B^b&v  some  weeks  of  horrid  suffering,  death  released 
him.  The  task-wwk,  for  nearly  five  years,  of  this 
aecomplisbed,  and  even  learned  man,  in  the  prime 
of  his  life  and  mental  powers,  had  been  to  break 
stones  upon  the  road,  chained  h^d  and  foot,  and 
cpnfounded  with  the  lowest  malefactors. 

In  giving  you  thus  conscientiously,  the  mere  out- 
line of  this  story,  I  have  spared  you  all  comments. 
I  see,  by  those  indignant  strides  majestical,  that  you 
ar^  making  comments  to  yourself;  but  sit  down 
i^id  be  quiet,  if  you  can :  I  have  not  much  more  to 

J  She  £:>und,  on  inquiry,  that  some  papers  and  let^ 
tefs,,  whiph  her  unhappy  brother  had  drawn  up  by 
steal^  in  the  hope  of  being  able  at  some  time  to 
cgnvey  them  to  his  friends,  were  in  the  possession 
of  one  of  the  officers,  who  readily  gave  them  up  to 
hcur;  and  witii  these  she  returned,  half  broken- 
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hearted,  to  St  Petersburg.  J£  her  former  journeys 
when  hope  cheered  her  on  the  way,  had  beea  so 
fearful,  what  most  have  been  her  return?  I  was 
not  surprised  to  hear  that,  on  her  arrival,  she  w^ 
seized  with  a  dangerous  illness,  and  was  for  many 
weeks  confined  to  her  bed.     ,    .  ,     . 

Her  story  excited  much  commiseration,  and  a 
v&ry  general  interest  »Dd  cariosity  wa»  excited 
about  herself.  She  tdd  me  that  a  great  many  pen> 
sons  of  rank  invited  her  to  their  houses,  and  made 
her  rich  presents,  among  which  were  the  sf4endid 
shawls  and  the  ring,  which  had  caught  my  attei^ 
tion,  and  excited  my  surprise,  in  the  first  instance* 
The  Emperor  exjHressed  a  wish  to  see  her,  and  very 
graciously  spoke  a  few  words  of  condolence.  ^*  But 
they  coidd  not  bring  my  brother  back  to  life!" 
said  she,  expressively.  He  even  presented  her  to 
the  Empress,  ''^nd  what,"  I  asked, ''  did  the  Em- 
press say  to  you?**  ^^ Nothing ;  but  she  looked 
80  **— drawing  herself  up. 

On  receiving  her  brother's  pardon  from  the  £n^ 
peror,  she  had  written  home  to  her  l^unily;  but 
she  confessed  that  since  that  time  she  had  not 
written,  she  had  not  courage  to  inflict  a  blow  which 
might  possibly  affect  her  mother's  life ;  and  yet  ti^ 
idea  c^  being  obliged  to  tell  what  she  dared  not 
write,  seemed  to  strike  her  with  terror. 

But  the  strangest  event  of  this  strange  story  re- 
mains to  be  told ;  and  I  will  try  to  give  it  in.  her 
own  simple  words. 

She  lefb  Petersburg  in  October,  and  proceeded 
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to  Kghy  where  those  who  had  known  her  brother 
received  her  with  interest  and  kindness,  and  sym- 
padiized  in  her  affliction.  "  But,**  said  she,  "there 
was  one  thing  I  had  resolved  to  do  which  yet 
remained  undone.  I  was  resolved  to  see  the 
woman  who  had  been  the  original  cause  of  all  my 
po6r  brother's  misfortunes.  I  thought  if  once  I 
eould  say  to  her,  <  Tour  falsehood  has  done  this ! ' 
I  sikcnild  be  satisfied ;  but  my  brother's  friends  dis- 
soaded  me  from  this  idea.  They  said  it  was  better 
not ;  that  it  could  do  my  poor  Henri  no  good ;  that 
it  was  wrong ;  that  it  was  unchristian ;  and  I  sub- 
mitted. 1 1^  Riga  with  a  voituirer..  I  had  reached 
Pojer,  on  the  Prussian  fixjntiers,  and  there  I 
stopped  at  the  Douane,  to  have  my  packages 
searched.  The  chief  officer  looked  at  the  address 
on  my  trunk,  and  exclaimed,  with  surprise,  *  Made- 
moiselle Ambos!  Are  you  any  relation  of  the 
Professor  Henri  Ambos  ?^  *  I  am  his  sister.' 
*Good  GrodI  I  was  the  intimate  friend  of  your 
brother!  What  has  become  of  him?*  I  then 
told  him  all  I  have  now  told  you,  liebe  madamel 
— and  when  I  came  to  an  end,  this  good  man  burst 
into  tears,  and  for  some  time  we  wept  together. 
The  kutscher,  (driver,)  who  was  standing  by, 
heard  all  this  conversation,  and  when  I  turned 
round,  he  was  crying  too.  My  brother's  friend 
pressed  on  me  offers  of  service  and  hospitality, 
but  I  could  not  delay ;  for,  besides  that  my  impa- 
tience to  reach  home  increased  every  hour,  I  had 
not  much  money  in  my  purse.  Of  three  thousand 
• 
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dollars,  which  I  had  taken  with  me  to  St  Pet^ne 
bai^,  very  little  remained,  so  I  bade  him  farewi^ 
and  I  proceeded.  At  the  next  town,  where  mfy 
kutscher  stopped  to  feed  his  horses,  he  came  to  llxe 
door  of  my  cal^he,  and  said,  <You  have  JQsi 
missed  seeing  the  Jew  lady,  whom  your  hrodtov 
was  in  love  with ;  that  cal^he  which  passed  us  iqr 
just  now,  and  changed  horses  here,  oontftnod 
Mademoiselle  S— ,  her  sister,  and  her  sbt^c^ 
husband ! '  Good  Grod !  imagine  my  surprise !  ^'I 
could  not  believe  my  fortune:  it  seemed  tbki 
Providence  had  delivered  her  into  my  hands,  and 
I  was  resolved  Jliat  she  should  not  escape  me.  I 
knew  they  would  be  delayed  at  the  custom-liousec 
I  ordered  the  man  to  turn,  and  drive  back  as  fast 
as  possible,  promising  him  a  reward  of  a  dollar,  if^ 
he  overtook  them.  On  reaching  the  custom-house, 
I  saw  a  cal^he  standing  at  a  little  distance.  I 
felt  myself  tremble,  and  my  heart  beat  so,  but  nef 
with  fear.  I  went  up  to  the  caliche — two  ladier 
were  sitting  in  it.  I  addressed  the  one  who  was 
the  most  beautiful,  and  said,  *Are  you  Mademot^ 

selle  Emilie  S ?'     I  suppose  I  must  hav^ 

looked  very  strange,  and  wild,  and  resolute,  foi< 
she  replied,  with  a  frightened  manner,  ^  I  am ;  whiti 
are  you,  and  what  do  you  want  with  me  ?  *    I  saidf 

*  I  am  the  sister  of  Henri  Ambos,  whom  you  mu»^ 
dered ! '  She  shrieked  out ;  the  men  came  running' 
from  the  house ;  but  I  held  fast  the  carriage-door,? 

*  I  am  not  come  to  hurt  you,  but  you  are  the  mui**' 
dereSs  of  my  brother,  Henri  Amboe.     He  lot^ 

• 
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yotti  tod  your  falsehood  has  killed  him.  May  Grod 
j^imish  you  for  it !  May  his  ghost  pursue  you  to 
ihe  end  of  your  life ! '  I  remember  no  more.  I 
mas  like  one  mad.  I  have  just  a  recollection  of 
her  ghartly,  terrified  look,  and  her  eyes  wide  open, 
ttanng  at  me.  I  fell  into  fits;  and  they  carried 
mt  into  the  house  of  my  brother's  friend,  and  laid 
me  on  a  bed.  When  I  recovered  my  senses,  the 
ealbcfae  and  all  were  gone.  When  I  reached 
Berlin,  all  this  appeared  to  me  so  miraculous, — so 
like  a  dream — ^I  could  not  trust  to  my  own  recol- 
l!e^ti<»),  and  I  wrote  to  the  ofiBcer  of  Customs,  to 
beg  he  would  attest  that  it  was  really  true,  and 
what  I  had  said  when  I  was  out  of  my  senses,  and 
what  she  had  said ;  and  at  Leipsic  I  received  his 
letter,  which  I  will  show  you/'  And  at  Mayence 
^  showed  me  this  letter,  and  a  number  of  other 
documents;  her  brother's  pardon,  with  the  em- 
peiror's  signature;  a  letter  of  the  Countess  Elise 
r' — :-;  a  most  touching  letter  from  her  unfortunate 
brother ;  (over  this  she  wept  much ;)  and  a  va- 
riety of  other  papers,  all  proving  the  truth  of  her 
story,  even  to  the  minutest  particulars.  The  next 
morning  we  were  to  part.  I  was  going  down  the 
RJkine,  and  she  was  to  proceed  to  Deuxponts, 
yehich  she  expected  to  reach  in  two  days.  As  she 
ImuI  traveled  from  Berlin  almost  without  rest,  ex- 
cept the  night  we  had  spent  at  Frankfort,  she  ap- 
peared to  me  ready  to  sink  with  fatigue ;  but  she 
would  not  \Ad  me  farewell  that  night,  although  I 
tM  her  I  should  be  obliged  to  set  off  at  six  the 
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next  morning ;  but  kissing  my  hand,  with  many 
expressions  of  gratitude,  she  ssdd  she  would  be 
awake  and  visit  me  in  my  room  to  bid  me  a  last 
adieu.  As  there  was  only  a  very  narrow  passage 
between  the  two  rooms,  she  left  her  door  a  little 
open  that  she  might  hear  me  rise.  However,  on 
the  following  morning  she  did  not  appear.  When 
dressed,  I  went  on  tiptoe  into  her  room,  and  found 
her  lying  in  a  deep,  calm  sleep,  her  ,  arm  over  her 
head.  I  looked  at  her  for  some  nunutes^  tiQd 
thought  I  had  never  seen  a  finer  creature.  I  tiien 
turned,  with  a  whispered  Messing  and  adieu,  and 
went  on  my  way. 

This  is  all  I  can  tell  you.  If  at  the  time  I  had 
not  been  traveUing  against  time,  and  with  a  mind 
most  fully  and  painfully  occupied,  I  believe  I 
should  have  been  tempted  to  accompany  my 
heroine  to  Deuxponts ; — at  least,  I  should  haye 
retained  her  narrative  more  accurately.  Not 
having  made  any  memoranda  till  many  days  after- 
wards, all  the  names  have  escaped  my  recollec- 
tion ;  but  if  you  have  any  doubts  of  the  general 
truth  of  this  story,  I  wiU  at  least  give  you  the 
means  of  verifying  it.  Here  is  her  name,  in  her 
own  handwriting,  on  one  of  the  leaves  of  my 
pocket-book — you  can  read  the  German  character ; 

3Sets  ^mto8  bon  ^toeCtncu&en. 
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MEMORANDA    AT  MUNICH. 

Sept.  28. — A  week  at  Munich  1  and  notlung 
done !  nothing  seen  !  My  first  excursions  I  made  to- 
day— ^fix)m  my  bed  to  the  sofa — ^from  the  sofa  to  the 
-window.  Every  one  told  me  to  be  prepared  against 
the  caprices  of  the  climate,  but  I  did  not  imagine 
that  it  would  take  a  week  or  a  fortnight  to  be  {ic- 
climate. 

What  could  induce  the  princes  of  Bavaria  to 
plant  their  capital  in  the  midst  of  these  wide, 
marshy,  bleak,  barren  plains,  and  upon  this  rough 
unmanageable  torrent, — "  the  Isar  rolling  rapidly,** 
— ^yhen  they  might  have  seated  themselves  by  the 
majestic  Danube  ?  The  Tyrolean  Alps  stretching 
south  and  west,  either  form  a  barrier  against  the 
most  genial  airs  of  heaven,  or  if  a  stray  zephyr 
find  his  way  fix)m  Italy,  his  poor  little  wings  are 
frozen  to  his  back  among  the  mountain  snows,  and 
he  drops  shivering  among  us,  wrapt  in  a  misty 
cloud.    I  never  saw  such  fogs :  they  are  as  dense 
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and  as  white  as  a  fleece,  and  look  and  feel  too,  lOiy 
rarefied  snow; — ^but  as  no  one  else  compMns, '9 
think  it  must  be  indisposition  which  makes  me  sd 
peevish  and  so  chilly.  Sitting  at  the  window  beings 
my  best  amusement,  I  do  not  like  to  find  the  onlf 
objects  which  are  to  give  me  a  foretaste  of  the 
splendor  of  Munich,  quite  veiled  from  sight  aiwi 
shrouded  in  mist,  even  for  a  few  morning  hours. 

I  am  lodged  in  the  Max-JosephVPlatz,  oppo- 
fflte  to  the  theatre :  a  situation  at  once  airy,  qui^t, 
and  cheerful. 

The  theatre  is  in  itself  a  beautifiil  object ;  the 
portico,  of  the  Corinthian  order,  is  supported  by 
eight  pillars ;  the  ascent  is  by  a  noble  flight  of  stepd^ 
with  four  gigantic  bronze  candelabras  at  the  coi^ 
ners ;  and  nothing,  at  least  to  my  unlearned  eye^ 
could  be  more  elegant — ^more  purely  classical  and 
Greek,  than  the  whole,  were  it  not  for  the  hideous 
roof  upon  the  roof,-— one  pediment,  as  it  were,  ridn 
ing  on  the  back  of  the  other.  Some  internal  ar* 
rangement  of  the  theatre  may  render  this  deformity 
necessary,  but  it  is  a  deformity,  and  one  that  an- 
noys me  whenever  I  look  at  it 

On  the  right,  I  have  the  new  palace,  which  fqpni 
one  side  of  the  square :  a  long  range  of  plain,  almoidt 
rustic,  architecture ;  altogether  a  striking,  but  rather 
a  pleasing  contrast,  to  the  luxuriant  grace  of  the 
theatre.  Just  now,  when  I  looked  out,  what  h 
beautiful  scene  I  The  full  moon  rising  over  thfe 
theatre,  lights  up  half  the  white  columns,  and  haff 
are  lost  in  shade.   The  performances  are  just  ovei* ) 
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^lialf-past  nine  !)  crowds  of  people  emerging  from 
|he  portico  into  the  brilliant  moonshine,  (many  of 
them  military,  in  glittering  accoutrements,)  de- 
scend the  steps,  and  spread  themselves  through  the 
aquare,  single,  or  in  various  groups ;  carriages  are 
drawing  up  and  drawing  off, — and  all  this  gay  con- 
^ion  is  without  the  least  noise  or  tumult.  Except 
the  occasional  low  roll  of  the  carriage-wheels  over 
the  well-gravelled  road,  I  hear  no  sound,  though 
witliin  a  few  yards  of  the  spot.  It  looks  like  some 
lovely  optical  or  scenic  illusion  ;  a  moving  picture, 
BOl^ified. 

,  Oct  4. — To  my  great  consternation — summoned 
in  form  before  the  police,  and  condemned  to  pay  a 
tae  of  ten  florins  for  having  omitted  to  fill  up 
^cifically  a  certain  ps^er  which  had  been  placed 
in  my  hands  on  my  arrival.  In  the  first  place,  I 
did  not  understand  it ;  secondly,  I  never  thought 
about  it;  and  thirdly,  I  had  been  too  ill  to  attend 
to  it.  I  made  a  show  of  resistance,  but  it  was  all 
in  vain,  of  course ; — ^my  permission  to  reside  here 
is  limited  to  six  weeks,  but  may  be  renewed. 

Last  night  I  was  induced,  but  only  upon  great 
persnaaon,  to  venture  over  to  the  theatre.  I  had 
]i&en  tantalized  so  long  by  looking  at  the  exterior ! 
Then  it  was  a  pleasant  evening — broad  daylight ; 
and  the  whole  theatre  being  heated  by  stoves  to 
am  even  regulated  warmth  according  to  the  season, 
{.was  assured  that  once  within  the  doors  there 
would  be  no  danger  of  fresh  indisposition  from 
draughts  or  cold. 
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Entering  the  box,  my  first  glance  was  <^  conrao 
at  the  stage.  The  drop-scene,  or  cnrtain,  a  well 
painted  copy  of  Guido*s  Aurora,  pleased  me  infr* 
nitely  more  than  the  beautiful  drop-curtsun  atMan^ 
heim :  that  was  very  elegant,  but  this  is  more  than 
elegant  It  harmonized  with  the  place,  and  in  my 
own  mind  it  touched  certain  chords  of  associatioii; 
which  had  long  been  silent.  It  was  as  if  the 
orchestre  had  suddenly  welcomed  me  with  some 
delicious,  often-heard,  and  well-remembered  piece 
of  music :  the  effect  upon  the  senses  was  similar-^ 
nor  can  I  describe  it ; — but,  surprised  and  charmed^ 
I  kept  my  eyes  fixed  for  some  minutes  upon  tiie 
picture :  the  light  being  thrown  fiiU  upon  it,  while 
the  rest  of  the  theatre  was  comparatively  in  deep 
shade,  like  all  the  foreign  theatres,  rendered  it 
more  effective.  The  rest  of  the  decorations  cor- 
responded in  splendor ;  the  two  colossal  muses, 
as  Caryatides  supporting  the  king's  state  box,  the 
noble  columns  of  white  and  gold,  and  the  Carya« 
tides  on  each  side  of  the  proscenium,  were  all  ki 
fine  taste.  The  size  and  proportions  of  the  interior 
seemed  most  happily  calculated  fbr  seeing  and 
hearing.  On  the  whole,  I  never  beheld  a  theatre 
which  so  entirely  satisfied  me — no  one  more  easily 
pleased,  and  no  one  less  easily  satisfied  I 

When  I  looked  down  on  the  parterre^  I  beheld 
a  motley  assemblage  in  various  costumes:  there 
were  a  great  number  of  the  military ;  there  were 
the  well-dressed  daughters  of  people  of  some  con- 
dition, in  the  French  fashion  of  two  or  three  years 
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baek ;  there  were  girls  in  the  Tyrolean  costume, 
with  their  scarlet  boddices  and  silrer  chains ;  and 
the  women  of  Munich,  with  their  odd  little  two^ 
horned  caps  of  rich  gold  or  silver  brocade, — ^form- 
ing altogether  a  singular  spectacle.  As  for  the 
scenery,  it  was  very  well,  but  would  bear  io  com- 
parison to  Stanfield's  glorious  illusions. 

GThe  inducement  held  out  to  me  to-night  was  to 
see  Ferdinand  Eslair  play  the  Duke  of  Alva  in 
^i^ont**  Eslair,  formerly  one  (rfthe  first  actors 
at  Manheim,  when  Manheim  boasted  the  first 
theatre  in  Germany,  is  esteemed  the  finest  trage- 
dian here,  and  the  Duke  of  Alva  is  one  of  his  best 
characters.  It  appeared  to  me  a  superb  piece  of 
acting;  so  quietly  stem,  so  fearfully  hard  and  com- 
posed :  it  was  a  fine  conception  cast^  in  bronze : — 
in  this  consisted  its  beauty  and  truth  as  a  whole. 
Some  of  his  silent  passages,  and  his  by-play,  were 
admirable.  He  gave  us,  in  the  scene  with  Egmont, 
an  exact  living  transcript  of  Titian's  famous  picture 
of  the  Duke  of  Alva ;  the  dress,  the  attitude,  the 
position  of  the  helmet  and  the  glove  on  the  table 
beside  him,  every  thing  was  so  well  calculated,  at 
once  so  unobtrusive  and  so  unexpected,  that  it 
was  like  a  recognition.  Egmont  was  well  played 
by  Raoke,  but  did  not  strike  me  so  much.  Madem- 
oiselle Scholler,  who  plays  the  young  heroines 
here,  is  a  pupl  of  Madame  Schroder,  (the  German 
Saddons,)  and  promises  well ;  but  she  wants  de- 
velopment ;  she  wants  the  power,  the  passion,  the 
tenderness,  the  energy  of  Clarchen.     CliEirchen  is 
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a  plebeian  girl,  but  an  impassioned  and  deTolf^ 
woman — ^she  is  a  sort  of  Flemish  Juliet  Thera^i^ 
the  same  truth  of  nature  and  passion,  the  same  im- 
press of  intense  and  luxuriant  life — ^but  then  ii| 
is  a  different  life — ^it  is  a  Kubens  compared  tp  ^ 
Titian — and  such  Clarchen  ought  to  be.  Notj} 
to  give  all  the  internal  power  and  poetry,  yet 
preserve  all  the  external  simplicity  and  hon^ytjio 
liuess  of  the  character, — ^to  sive  all  the  a^a6<((0% 
yet  preserve  all  the  delicacy, — to  give  the  .^h 
icacy,  yet  keep  clear  of  all  super-refinement,  and 
in  the  concentrated  despair  of  her  last  ao^c^^ 
(where  she  poisons  herself)  to  be  calm  withoii^ 
being  cold,  and  profoundly  tragic  without  th(^ 
usual  tragedy  airs,  must  be  dijfficult — exceedingly{ 
difficult ;  in  short,  to  play  Cliirchen,  as  I  conceive 
the  character  ought  to  be  played,  would  require  % 
young  actress,  uniting  sufficient  genius  to  conc^y^^ 
it  aright,  with  sufficient  delicacy  and  judg^ieQj^ 
not  to  color  it  too  highly:  there  was  no  dangejr^ 
of  the  latter  mistake  with  Mademoiselle  Scholler,. 
in  whose  hands  Clarchen  became  a  mere  pret^ 
affectionate  girl.  In  that  lovely  scene  with  JBg*. 
mont  in  the  third  act,  which  might  be  contrafite<Jb 
with  Juliet's  balcony  scene,  as  a  test  of  the  pow,er8^ 
of  a  young  actress.  Mademoiselle  Scholler  wa^ 
timid  even  to  feebleness ;  the  change  of  manqiei?t<: 
when  Clarchen  substitutes  the  tender  familiari^T 
of  the  second  person  singular  (Bu)  for  the  U>^1 
of  respect  in  which  she  before  addressed  heyx 
lover,  should  have  been  felt  and  marked,  so  im;  U^^ 
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feare  been  fdt  and  remarked :  but  this  was  not  the 
Otise.  In  short,  I  was  disappointed  by  this  scene. 
-=  The  Flemish  costumes  were  correct  and  beauti- 
ftd.  The  Prince  of  Orange,  in  particular,  looked 
As  if  he  had  just  walked  out  of  one  of  Vandyke's 
pictures. 

-  After  seeing  this  fine  tragedy — surely  enough  for 
one  evening's  amusement — ^I  was  at  home  and  in 
bed  by  half-^ast  ten.  They  manage  these  things 
better  here  than  in  England. 

i^Wcfay.-^Dinner  at  the  French  ambassador's  ^ve 
e^eloek.  I  mark  this,  because  extraordinarily  late 
at  Munich.  The  plebeian  dinner-  hour  is  twelve, 
&t  earlier ;  the  general  hour,  one :  the  genteel 
bbur,  two ;  the  fashionable  hour,  three  ;  but  fiv«  is 
snper^legant — ^in  the  very  extreme  of  finery — ^like 
a  nine  o'clock  dinner  in  London.  There  were 
present  the  Princess  Schwartzenburg  and  her  sister 
the  Princess  Dietrichstein,  the  British  Secretary 
(^  Legation,  a  young  Englishman,  Lord  H.  F.,  M. 
de  Klenze,  and  four  or  five  other  gentlemen  with 
stars  and  ribbons,  names  unknown.  The  Princess 
Schwartzenburg  is  a  famous  Austrian  beauty,  and 
on  any  other  occasion  I  might  have  been  sensible 
dt  her  pretensions,  but  in  the  same  room  with 
Madame  de  Vaudreuil  this  was  scarcely  possible, 
so-  entirely  did  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less.  But 
the  person  who  fixed  my  attention  was  Leo  von 
EknBse,  the  celebrated  architect,  and  deservedly  a 
fkvorite  of  the  king,  who  has,  I  believe,  bestowed 
ofe^  him  the  superfluous  honors  of  nobility.     With 
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the  otl^rs,  I  had  no  sympathies — with  him  a  tiioiH 
sand,  though  he  knew  it  notl  I  looked  at  him  mfeh 
curiosity — with  interest.  I  liked  hk  plain,  bat 
marked  and  clever  countenance,  and  his  easy  main 
ners.  I  felt  an  unconscious  desire  to  be  agreeable, 
and  longed  to  make  him  talk ;  but  I  knew  that  this 
was  not  the  place  or  the  moment  for  us  to  see  each 
other  to  the  greatest  advanti^e.  We  had,  how- 
ever, some  little  conversation — a  kind  of  beginning. 
He  told  me  at  dinner  that  the  Glyptothek  {the 
gallery  of  sculpture  here)  was  planned  and  buiii; 
by  the  present  king,  when  only  prince  royal,  and 
the  expenses  liquidated  from  his  private  purse^  ovA 
of  his  yearly  savings.  He  spoke  with  modesty  of 
himself — with  gratitude  and  admiration  of  the  king, 
oi  whose  talent,  vivacity,  impatience,  and  enthu-* 
siasm  for  art  and  artists  I  had  already  heard  scHXttr 
characteristic  anecdotes. 

After  coSee,  part  of  the  cconpany  dispersed  to 
the  opera,  or  elsewhere ;  others  remained  to  lounge 
and  converse.  After  the  opera,  we  reassembled 
with  additions,  and  then  tea,  and  cards,  and  talk, 
till  past  eleven.  Madame  de  Vaudreuil  receives 
almost  every  evening,  and  this  seems  to  be  the 
general  routine. 

Oct,  6. — They  are  now  celebrating  here  the 
Volksfestj  (literally  the  ^^  people's  feast/*)  or  annual 
fair  of  Munich,  and  this  has  been  a  grand  day  of 
festivity.  There  have  been  races,  a  military  re- 
view, &c. ;  but,  except  the  race-horses  in  their 
embroidered  trappings,  which  were  led  past  my 
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vindawy  and  a  long  cavaleade  of  royal  carriages 
and  crowds  of  people,  in  gay  and  grotesque  cos- 
tomes,  hurrying  by,  I  have  seen  nothing,  being 
obliged  to  keep  my  room ;  so  I  listened  to  the  firing 
of  the  cannon,  and  the  shouts  of  the  populace,  and 
thought 

OcL  8. — ^First  visit  to  the  Glyptothek— just  re- 
turned— my  Imagination,  still  .filled  with  "the 
blaze^  the  splendor,  and  the  symmetry," — excited 
as  I  never  thought  it  could  be  again  excited  after 
seeing  the  Vatican;  but  this  is  the  Vatican  in 
miniature.  Can  it  be  possible  that  this  glorious 
edifice  was  planned  by  a  young  prince,  and  erected 
out  of  hi»  yearly  savings  V  I  am  wonder-struck ! 
I  was  not  prepared  for  any  thing  so  -spacious,  so 
nu^nificent,  so  perfect  in  taste  and  arrangement. 

I  do  not  yet  know  the  exact  measurement  c^  the 
building;  but  it  contains  twelve  galleries,  the  small- 
est -about  fifty,  and  the  largest  about  one  hundred 
and  thirty  feet  in  length.  It  consists  of  a  square, 
built  round  an  open  central  court,  and  the  ap- 
proach is  by  a  noble  portico  of  twelve  Ionic 
eolumns,  raised  on  a  flight  of  steps.  As  it  stands 
in  an  open  space,  a  little  out  of  the  town,  with 
trees  planted  on  either  side,  the  effect  is  very  im- 
posing and  beautiful.  There  are  no  exterior  win- 
dows, they  all  open  into  the  central  court. 

From  the  portico  we  enter  a  hall,  paved  with 
marble*  Over  the  principal  door  is  the  name  of 
the  king,  and  the  date  of  the  erection.    Two  side 
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floors  lead  to  the  galleries.  Over  the  door  off  tlitf 
left  there*  is  an  inscription  to  the  honor  of  X^ 
von  Klenze,  the  architect  of  the  building.  X}vj^f 
the  door  on  the  right,  is  the  name  of  Peter  Qp^ 
nelius,  the  painter,  by  whom  the  frescos  were  dpr- 
signed  and  chiefly  executed.  Thus  the  king,  wijt)i 
a  noble  magnanimity,  uniting  truth  and  justice,  h9^ 
associated  in  his  glory  those  to  whom  he  ohi^i^ 
owes  it — and  this  charmed  me.  It  is  in  much  fin^ 
feeling,  much  high^  taste,  than  those  eternal  (no, 
not  eternal!)  great  Ws  of  that  ii^perial  egotjsl;, 
Napoleon,  whose  vulgar  appetite  for  vulgar  fam^ 
would  allow  no  participation.  :] 

I  walked  slowly  through  the  galleries  so  excit€i^ 
by  the  feeling  of  admiration,  that  I  could  maJ^ 
no  minute  t)r  particular  observations.  31ie  floors 
are  all  paved  with  marbles  of  various  colore— Hi^ 
walls,  to  a  certain  height,  are  stuccoed  in  imitatipn 
of  gray  or  dark  green  marble,  so  as  to  throw  oi|t 
the  sculpture,  and  give  it  the  full  effect.  The 
utmost  luxury  of  ornament  has  been  lavished  on 
the  walls  and  ceilings,  some  in  painting,  some  i^ 
relief;  but  in  each,  the  subjects  and  ornaments  ape 
appropriate  to  the  situation,  and  as  each  galley 
has  been  originally  adapted  to  its  destination,  eveiy 
where  the'  effect  to  be  produced  has  been  jo^* 
ciously  studied.  The  light  is  not  too  great,  nor  uio 
generally  diffused — ^it  is  poured  in  from  high  semi- 
circular windows  on  one  side  only,  so  as  to  tiar^ 
the  sculpture  into  beautiful  relief.  Two  lofty  ani 
spacious  halls  are  richly  painted  in  fresco^  witli 
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MbJMts  from  the  Greek  mythology,  and  the  whole 
"building  would  contain,  I  suppose,  six  times,  or  ten 
l3mes,  the  number  of  works  of  art  now  there ;  at 
-tbe^  same  time  all  are  so  arranged  that  there  ap- 
pears no  obvious  deficiency.  The  collection  was 
faeguU  only  in  1808,  and  since  that  time  the  king 
%als  contrived  to  make  some  invaluable  acquisitions. 
I  found  here  many  of  the  most  far-famed  relics  of 
Ismcient  art,  many  that  I  had  already  seen  in  Italy ; 
fbt  instance,  the  Egina  marbles,  tiie  Barberini 
Faun,  the  Barberini  Muse  or  Apollo,  the  Leu- 
{iathoe,  the  Medusa  Bondanini,  above  all,  the 
Bioneus ;  but  I  cannot  now  dwell  on  these.  I  must 
go  again  and  again  before  I  can  methodize  my  im- 
pressions and  recollections. 
^  Oct.  11. — Yesterday  and  to-day,  at  the  Glyp- 
tdtiiek,  where  the  cushioned  seats,  though  rather 
more  classical  than  comfortable,  enabled  me  to 
'lounge  away  the  time,  unwearied  in  body  as  in 
mind. 

The  arrangement  pf  the  galleries  is  such  as  to 
form  not  only  a  splendid  exhibition  and  school  of 
art,  but  a  regular  progressive  history  of  the  rise 
and  decline  of  sculpture.  Thus  we  step  from  the 
vestibule  into  the  Egyptian  gallery,  of  which  the 
{kincipal  treasure  is  the  colos^  Antinous  of  Rosso- 
'"itotico,  with  the  attributes  of  Osiris. 

'  I  admired  in  this  room  the  exquisite  beauty  and 
'propriety  of  the  basso-relievo  over  the  door,  de- 
'^gned  and  modelled  by  Schwanthaler.  It  is  (tf 
^nrse  intended  to  be  symbolical  of  the  birth  of  art 
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among  tiie  Egyptians.  Isis  discovers  ^e  bo^  of 
her  lost  husband  Osiris,  ccmcealed  in  a  sarco|il)A- 
gus :  she  strikes  it  with  the  mystio  wand,  and  be 
stands  revealed^  and  restored  to  her.  The  tmifa- 
tioB  of  the  Egyptian  style  is  penfeet 

From  the  Egyptian,  we  step  into  the  Etnisete 
gallery,  o£  whidbi  the  eeiling  ig  painted  in  the  vmaUk 
vivid  imd  beautiM  colorlB.  The  third  roomomi- 
tains  the  famous  Egina  marbles,  which  I  had  sedb 
at  Home  when  Thorwaldson  was  engaged  in  r^ 
storing  them.  To  appreciate  the  classical  beflmty 
and  propriety  of  the  arrangement  of  these  singnlaf 
relies,  we  must  call  to  mind  th^  history,  thear  Sub- 
ject, and  their  original  destination.  Thus  iBaoua, 
tiie  first  king  of  the  .Island  of  JSgina  was  the  soA 
of  Jupiter,  or  rather  Zeus,  (for  the  Greek  designa- 
tions are  infinitely  more  elegant  and  ezpressiiFa 
than  the  Roman.)  The  temple  was  dedicated  to 
Zeus,  and  the  groups  which  adorned  the  pedinseoti 
represented  the  history  of  the  two  branches  of  thA 
^acidsB,  descended  from  Telamon  and  Peleus, 
sons  of  -3Eacus.  On  two  long  tables  or  stands  of 
marble,  supported  by  griflins,  imitated  from  those 
which  originally  ornamented  the  temple,  are  ranged 
the  two  groups  of  figures :  neither  group  is  ({uite 
entire.  Of  that  which  represents  the  fight  of 
Telamon  and  Hercules  with  Laomedon,  King  of 
Troy,  there  are  only  five  figures  remaining ;  and 
of  the  other  group,  the  conflict  for  the  body  <Sf 
Patroclus,  there  are  ten  figures.  Along  the  walls, 
on  tables  of  marble,  are  ranged  a  variety  of  frag* 
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Rieiits  from  the  same  temple,  which  must  have  been 
i^leiufidly  rkh  in  sculpture,  within  and  without. 
On  the  ceiHng  of  this  room,  the  four  ^aeidse, 
iBacus,  Peleus,  Achilles,  and  Neoptolemus,  are 
represented  in  relief,  by  Schwanihaler.  There  is 
also  a  small  model  of  t^  western  front  of  the 
•temple  restored,  and  painted  as  it  is  proved  to  have 
been  (nriginally ;  (for  instance,  the  field  of  the 
"Tympanum  was  of- a  sky  blue.)  This  model  is 
fixed  in  the  wall  opposite  to  the  window.  It  is 
extremely  curious  and  interesting,  but  I  thought 
not  well  placed  as  an  ornament* 

I  remember  a^ing  W ,  who  has  been  in 

«very  part  of  the  world,^  what  was  the  most  beauti- 
ibl  scene  he  had  ever  beheld,  taking  natural  beauty 
And  poetical  associations  together?  He  replied, 
'aittT  a  litde  thought,  ^<  A  sunset  from  the  temple  of 
'iBgina ; " — and  I  can  conceive  this.  Lord  Byron 
tfitroduces  it  into  his  Grecian  Sunset — but  as  an 
«lgect — 

"  On  old  -^gina's  steep  and  Idra's  Isle, 
The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile.** 

From  the  -^gina  gallery  we  enter  the  Hall  of 

*  The  entire  grouping  of  these  figures  is  ftoan  the  design  of  Mr. 
Robert  Cockeiell,  one  <^  ttie  original  discoveiers,  wlio  in  ascer- 
taining their  relative  position  Iiafl  been  guided  in  some  measure 
by  the  situation  in  whicR  their  fragments  were  found  strewed  in 
front  of  the  temple,  and  overwhelmed  with  masses  of  the  frieze 
And  pediment;  but  has  been  much  more  indebted  to  liis  own 
artist-like  feeling,  and  architectural  skill. .  He  is  of  opinion  that 
the  western  pediment  contained  several  other  figures  besides  the 
ten  wfaieh  have  been  restored. 
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Apollo.  The  ceiling  of  this  room,  splendidly  de6U*^ 
rated  in  white  and  gold,  represents  the  emblera^of^ 
the  four  principal  cities  of  Greece,  viz :  the  Akht^^ 
nian  owl,  the  winged-horse  of  Corinth,  the  ChiDft^NIt^ 
of  Sicyon,  and  the  wolf  of  Argos. 

The  chief  glory  of  this  apartment  is  that  Oele^ 
brated  colossal  statue,  once  known  as  the  Bs^W^ 
rini  muse,  now  considered  by  antiquarians  aS'^^' 
Apollo,  and  supposed  to  be  the  work  o£  AgellKda^ 
the  ma^r  of  Phidias.  It  is  certainly  older  tfattii? 
the  sculptures  of  the  Parthenon.  In  its  seyert^^ 
massy  grandeur,  there  is  something  of  the  heftvi*^^- 
ness  and  formality  of  the  most  ancient  Or^k 
school,  and  in  point  of  style  it  forms  a  link  betw^e)^' 
the  ^gina  marbles  and  the  El^  marbles*  ^^ 
should  seem  that  the  eyes  of  this  statue  were  oiat^^' 
represented  by  gems — ^the  orifices  remain,  stiip^' 
rounded  by  a  ring  of  bronze. 

In  the  same  room  are  those  two  sublime  haatii^ 
which  almost  take  away  one's  breath — ^the  c<Jo88ai-' 
head  of  Pallas,  resembling  that  g£  the  Minerva  oP^ 
Velletri,  now  in  the  Vatican  ;  and  the  Achilks.    ^' 

The  next  room  is  thfi  Hall  of  Bacchus.  Th^^ 
ceiling  is  richly  ornamented  with  all  the  festive  em^'' 
blems  of  the  god,  in  white  and  gold  relief.  In  thid*^ 
centre  we  have  that  wondrous  statue,  the  gigantic  ^ 
Sleeping  Satyr,  called  by  some  the  Barberini  Fatitii^ 
Antiquaries  and  connobseurs  refer  this  work  either 
to  Scopas  or  Praxiteles,  and,  from  the  situation  -itf  ^ 
which  it  was  discovered,  suppose  it  to  have  one^ 
ornamented  the  tomb  of  Adrian.     I  cannot  teB^ 
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how  this  ma,y  be,  but  here  we  behold  with  astonish- 
i^Bt  •  the  grotesque,  the  elegant,  and  l^e  sublime 
miu||g}ed  together,  and  each  in  perfection :  how,  I 
l^PMiw-  not ;  but  I  feel  it  is  so.  I  once  saw  a  draw- 
ing of  this  statue,  which  gave  me  the  idea  of  some- 
tliil)^  ooarse  and  heavy;  whereas,  in  the  original, 
the  delicate  beauty  of  the  workmanship,  and  the 
upyypoitable  sleepy  abandonment  of  the  attitude, 
sf^^en  the  effect  of  the  colossal  forms.  I  would 
^if^f^  this  statue  immediately  afler  the  Elgin  mar- 
tiieaf  it  is,  with  all  its  excellence,  a  degree  lower  in 
8t}4e* 

•Jn.  this  gallery  I  found  the  famous  head  of  the 
l^H^gbing  faun,  called  from  the  greenish  stain  on  the 
<^ek,  ^e  ^no  coUa  macchia,  and  also  a  sarcoph-^ 
a^p^i  representing  in  llie  most  exquisite  sculp- 
tu}^  the  marriage  of  Bacchus  and  Ariadne.  The 
blending  of  the  idea  %£  death  with  the  fulness  of 
lifey  aiad  even  with  the  most  luxuriant  and  festive 
aiysQciations  of  life,  is  common  among  the  Greeks, 
a^,  from  one  or  two  known  instances,  appears  to 
have  been  carried  to  an  extreme  which  makes  one 
8lk#nk ;  still,  any  thing  rather  than  our  detestable 
da9^*»  head  and  cross  bones!  In  nature,  and  in 
poetry,  death  is  beautiful.  It  is  the  diseases  and 
vi^  of  artificial  life  which  have  rendered  it  la- 
mentable, terrible,  disgusting. 

.f.£^ijxed  in  the  wall,  opposite  to  the  window,  there 
iBt  a  bas  relief  of  amazing  beauty — the  marriage  of 
Neptune  and  Amphitrite.  It  is  a  piece  of  lyric 
ppQ^. 

13 
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The  Hall  a[  Niobe  contaias  few  objeala ;  bulb 
among  them  sqme  of  the  most  perfect  specimeoa  fd 
Grecian  art ;  and  first,  the  Ilionkus.  ,.f 

It  was  because  the  Grecian  sculptors  weire  th^mf 
selves  poete  and  creators,  that  '^  marble  grew  4*r 
vine  "  beneath  their  hands,  and  became  «q  ia9tiiijH 
with  the  indestructible  ^irit  of  life,  that  their  half? 
defaced  ruins  retain  their  iiimiortality :  else  horn 
should  we  stand  shivering  with  awe  before  th/9«6 
tremendous  fragments — ^the  sister  !f  atea  in  tim 
Elgin  marble^ !  Or,  how  should  I,  who  am  incig[>iN- 
ble  of  estimating  the  technical  perfection  of  ar^ 
stand  entranced — as  to-day  I  stood — before  tbo 
Uioneus?  It  was  not  merely  admiration;  it  waa 
the  overpowering  sentiment  of  harmonious  aofl 
pathetic  beauty  running  along  every  nerval — suob 
a  feeling  as  music  has  sometipaes  awakened,  I  sup^ 
pose  the  Uioneus  stands  alooe,  like  the  Tor^  of  the 
Vatican — the  neplus  ultra  of  grace,  ^  the  latlepia 
of  grandeur. 

The  first  tinae  I  ever  saw  a  cast  of  this  divine 
statue  was  in  the  vestibule  of  Goethe's  hocise,  al 
Weimar.  It  immediately  fixed  my  attention.  Af- 
terwards I  saw  another  in  Daimecker's  studio,  and 
from  him  I  learned  its  history.  It  waa  discovered 
about  ten  years  ago  at  Prague,  in  the  poesesuon.  iS^ 
a  stone-mason,  and  is  supposed  to  have  fi^rmed  part 
of  the  collection  of  ancient  works  of  art  which  ^ 
Emperor  Eodolph  collected  in  Italy  about  1600.* 

*  The  character  of  the  Emperor  Rodolpta  would  be  one  of  ite- 
moBt  interesting  speonlationB  in  philoeophical  histocy. 
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4A.  certain  Dr.  Bartli  purchased  it  for  a  trifle,  and 
brought  it  to  Vienna,  where  Dannecker  happened 
to  be  at  that  time,  and  was  called  upon  with  others 
ix^  pronounce  on  its  merits  and  value.  It  was  at 
OBce  attributed  to  the  hand,  either  of  Praxiteles  or 
S^opaS)  and  €m  farther  and  minute  examination, 
the  style,  the  proportions,  and  the  evident  purport 
of  the  figure,  have  decided  that  it  belongs  to  the 
group  of  Niobe  and  her  children.  It  has  obtained 
tiie  appellation  of  Ilioneus,  which  Ovid  gives  to  the 
youngest  of  her  sons.  It  represents  a  youth  Jcneel- 
ing*  The  head  and  arms  are  wanting ;  but  the 
tiipplieatory  expression  of  the  attitude,  the  turn  of 
tbe  body,  so  deprecating,  so  imploring ;  the  bloom 
tiS  adolescence,  which  seems  absolutely  shed  over 
tlie  cold  marble,  the  unequalled  delicacy  and  ele- 
gance of  the  whole,  touched  me  unspeakably. 

The  King  of  Bavaria  is  said  to  have  paid  for  this 
•xquisite  relic  16,000  florins — a  large  sum  for  a  lit- 
tle potentate ;  but  for  the  object  itself,  its  value  is 
not  to  be  computed  by  money.  Its  weight  in  gold 
were  poor  in  comparison. 

In  the  same  room  is  the  Medusa  Rondanini,  the 
doaunon  model  of  almost  all  the  Medusa  heads,  but 
certainly  not  equal  to  the  sublime  colossal  mask  at 
Cologne.    There  is  also  an  antique  duplicate  of  the 

tfHdBiitlj  a  fne  artist,  degraded  into  a  bad  soTereigii— a  man 
^HhpH  constmctive  and  imaginatiTe  genius  was  misplaced  upon 
a  throne.  The  melancholy,  and  incipient  madness  which  hovered 
cn&t  him,  was  possibly  the  result  of  the  natural  Ikculties  sup- 
fiOMad  or  iwrtwted. 
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Mercury  of  the  Belvedere ;  another  of  the  Ve/iMa 
of  Cnidos;  another  (most  beautiful)  of  one  of 'fflfe 
sons  of  Niobe,  recumbent,  lifeless :  and  some  oth^ 
master-pieces.  '  ^ 

These  six  rooms  occupy  one  side  of  the  bulldif%, 
and  contain  altogether  one  hundred  and  ft)rty-dfevAi 
specimens  of  ancient  art  '  '  *  * 

I  do  not  qilite  understand  Flaxman's  divyoti  tof 
ancient  art  into  three  periods — the  heroic  age;  the 
philosophic  age,  and  the  age  of  perfection.  P^ 
haps  if  he  had  lived  to  correct  his  essays,  he  wofild 
have  made  this  more  clear.  According  to  his  t^ 
tinction,  would  not  the  group  of  the  Niobe  beldng 
to  the  age  of  perfection  ? — and  the  Parthenon  %) 
the  philosophic  age  ?  which,  allowing  his  defhiifi^n 
of  the  two  styles,  I  cannot  grant.  I  suppose  ttt^ 
six  galleries  include  a  period  of  about  seven  hbh- 
dred  years ;  (putting  the  dateless  antiquity  of  soihe 
of  the  Egyptian  relics  out  of  the  question.)  We 
begin  with  the  heavy  motionless  forms,  "  looking 
tranquillity,"  which  yet  have  <rften  a  certain  dig- 
nity ;  then  the  stiff,  hard,  elaborate  figures  of  the 
earliest  Greek  school,  with  their  curled  heads  And 
perpendicular  draperies,  in  some  of  which  da^fi^ns 
the  first  feeling  of  vigor  and  grace,  as  in  the  Jl^iha 
marbles;  the  next  is  the  union  of  grandeur  fthd 
elegance ;  and  the  next  is  the  utmost  poeticaJ'^ 
finement.  I  recollect  that  somewhere  in  BosHnrl^'s 
Life  of  Johnson,  a  conversation  is  recorded  as 'tick- 
ing place  at  the  table  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolddtv*in 
the  course  of  which  Sir  Joshua  remarked,4luitf  it 
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^9'fa4^ii]^)06sible  to  conceive  what  the  ancie^^imters 
.^jBieaBt,  when  they  represented  sculpture  as  having 
iP^ased  its  zenith  when  the  Apollo  and  the  Laocoon 
were  produced.  None  of  the  great  scholars  or 
,^wrtist8  then  present  could  explain  the  mystery — 
.iiow^  no  longer  a  mystery.  When  Sir  Joshua*  made 
this  remark,  the  Elgin  marbles  were  unknown  in 
^(^pgland. 

3^  t  Between  this  range  of  galleries,  and  a  corre- 

'^H>Qding  range  on  the  opposite  dde,  are  two  im- 

;j|^Bse  halls,  called  the  Fest-Saale,  or  banqueting 

.^iftUs,  and  as  yet  containing  no  sculpture.     Here 

^;^e  painter  Cornelius  has  found  ^^  ample  space  and 

r/y^fg^  enough '^  for  his  grand  conceptions,  and  the 

iflttljectB  are  appropriate  to  the  general  destination 

,;Qf  the  whole  building.     The  frescos  in  the  first  hall 

XGotter-SaaU,  or  hall  of  the  gods)  present  a  mag- 

..pificent  view  o£  the  whole  Greek  mythology. 

. .  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  the  conception  and 

^  execution  of  certain  parts,  on  minute  examination, 

the  grand,  yet  simple  arrangement  of  the  whole 

•  d^gn  addresses  itself  to  the  understanding,  while 

:  'the  splendor  of  color  and  variety  of  the  grouping 

'.^ize  on  the  imagination  :  certainly,  when  we  look 

P'iKmnd,  the  first  feeling  is  not  .critical.    But  this 

U  beautiful,  progressive,  and  pictorial  development  of 

-  4he  old  mythology,  as  it  must  have  been  the  result 

p'lOf- profound  learning  and  study,  ought  to  be  con- 

^jp^ered  methodically  to  understand  all  its  merit; 

,  .for  instance,  in  the  centre  of  the  roof  we  have  the 

^; primaeval  god,  EIros,  in  four  compartments;  first. 
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with  Af  dolphin,  representing  watery  secoiifi^rSr 
with  the  eagle,  representing  light  or  fire;  t^ird^ 
with  the  peacock,  representing  ear ;  and  lastly,  wil^ 
Cerberus,  representing  earth.  Disposed  aroiui4 
these  primeval  elements,  we  haye  the  seaaoD&pf 
the  year,  and  the  day.  The  spring,  as  Psyefaey  m 
followed  by  the  history  of  Aurora,  (the  momifig^ 
in  four  compartments.  The  summer,  as  Ceres,  is 
followed  by  the  noon,  i.  e,  the  hbtory  of  Helios  off 
Apollo,  in  four  compartments.  The  antumny  ai 
Bacchus ;  and  then  erening,  expressed  in  the  \^ 
tory  of  Diana.  Winter,  as  Saturn,  and  the  hislofry^ 
of  night,  and  the  diyinities  which  preside  over  it^ 
These  twenty-four  compartmentSy.  of  various  &fnam 
and  sizes,  compose  the  ceiling,  intermingled  witj^ 
ornaments  of  rich  and  rare  device,  and  appropdat9 
arabesqoes,  combining,  with  much  fancy  and  .in- 
vention, all  the  clasdical  emblems  and  allegories, 
such  as  satyrs,  fauns,  syrens,  dryads,  Graces,  Fu- 
ries, &c.  &c. 

But  the  grand  summary  is  reserved  for  the  walls. 
On  one  side -is  represented  the  kingdom  of  01yn»- 
pus,  with  Jove  in  his  state,  the  assemblage  of  th^ 
gods,  and  the  apotheosis  of  Psyche.  The  c^posst^ 
side  represents  tl^e  domain  of  Pluto,  with  the  in- 
fernal gods,  and  the  story  of  Orpheus.  The  thif^ 
side,  over  against  the  window,  is  the  triumph  of 
Neptune  and  Amphitrite,  surrounded  by  the  sea- 
gods. 

The  figures  in  these  three  frescos  are  eolossal, 
about  eight  feet  in  h^ght     The  colonic  gf  t^ 
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^^^  is  a  little  too  ted  and  dingy,  and  in  some  of 
tRe  attitudes  I  thought  that  the  energy  was  strained 
Tftttd  contortion ;  but  through  the  whole  Aere  is  a 
^and  poetic  feeling.  All  the  deigns  are  by  Peter 
CbrneKus,  executed  by  himself,  with  the  itid  of 
^rel<^or  Zimmermann,  Schlotthauer,  Heinrich 
H^Sb,  and  a  number  of  pnpils  and  as^stants. 

Hiere  are  also  along  the  frieze  some  beautiful 
^as-reliefe ;  and  over  the  two  doors  are  two  alto- 
i^lievos  by  Schwanthaler,  the  one  representing 
Cupid  and  Psyche  in  each  other's  arms,  the  symbol 
of  immortal  loVe  :  the  other,  the  reunion  of  Ceres 
afed  Proserpine,  emblematical  of  eternal  life  after 
d^th.  This  is  all  I  can  remember,  except  that  the 
j^itotfng  of  this  hall  occupied  sjx  years,  and  was 
finished  in  1826. 

Oct  11. — A  small  vestibule  divides  the  two  great 
halls.  This  is  painted  with  the  history  of  Prome- 
fikeus  and  Pandora ;  but,  owing  to  the  unavoidable 
disposition  of  the  light,  much  of  the  beauty  is  lost. 

From  this  vestibule  we  enter  the  second  great 
banqueting  hall,  or  the  Hall  of  the  Trojans,  painted 
like  the  fofmer  in  fresco,  and  on  the  same  enormous 
BtfiAey  but  with  a  different  distribution  of  the  parts. 
it  represents  chiefly  the  history  of  those  demigods 
knd  heroes  who  contended  in  the  Trojan  war. 
Thus,  in  the  centre  of  the  ceiKng  we  have  first  the 
original  cause  of  the  war,  the  marriage  of  Peleus 
and  Thetis,  and  the  appearance  of  the  goddess  of 
lHseoi*d,  with  her  fatal  apple.  Around  this  are  the 
t^»*«lYC  gods  who  were  present  at  the  feast,  modelled 
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in  relief  by  Schwanthaler.  Then  follow  twe^f^ 
coxnpartments,  containing  the  most  stnking  s«i$9t!i 
of  the  Iliad,  divided  and  adorned  by  the  most.ridli 
and  fanciful  arabesques,  combining  the  explQit9.)0r 
histories  of  the  Grecian  heroes,  which  are  n^t^i^ 
duded  in  the  Biad.  The  figures  in  these  cooapuir 
ments  are  the  size  of  life.  O^  the  wjiJls  w^hoM 
the  three  principal  incidents  <^  the  Trojaa  wat^ 
first,  the  wrath  of  Achilles;  secondly,  opposite* to 
the  window,  the  fight  for  the  body  of  PatroeM» 
and  Achilles  shouting  to  the  warriors.  There lis 
wonderful  energy  axid  movement  in  this  picttt|P9tf 
The  third  is  the  destruction  of  Troy.  The  %i»te 
of  Hecuba  sitting  in  motionless  horror  and  de^aiiv 
with  her  dishevelled  gray  hair,  her  daughters  cling- 
ing to  her; — the  beautiful  attitudes  of  Polyxec# 
and  Cassandra ;  the  silent  remcHrse  of  Helen ;  th9 
wild  fury  of  the  conquerors,  and  the  vigor  an^ 
splendor  of  the  whole  painting,  render  this  caa^ 
position  exceedingly  striking :  I  did  not  quite  UIm 
the  figure  of  Priam.  All  these  designs  are  by  Cor- 
nelius, and  executed  partly  by  him,  and  par^ 
under  his  direction  by  Zimmermann,  Schlotthauer, 
and  their  pupils.  The  arabesques  are  by  EugeA9 
'Neurather:  and  there  are  two  admirable  and 
spirited  bas-reliefs  by  Schwanthaler — one  repre^ 
senting  the  battle  of  the  ships,  and  the  other  *ike 
combat  of  Achilles  with  the  river  gods. 

The  paintings  in  this  hall  were  finished  in  lB3(0i 

We  then  enter  the  range  of  galleries,  devotied 

to  the  later  Greek,  and  the  Roman  sculpture. .  The 
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^t«t,  corresponding  in  size  and  situation  with  the 
Mali  of  Niobe,  contains  nothing  peculiarly  inter 
^dng)  except  the  famous  figure  of  the  young  war- 
l^or  anointing  himself  after  the  bath,  and  called 
iS^  Alexander. 

-i"/D^  next  gallery  is  the  Koman  Hall,  about  one 
tendred  and  thirty  feet  in  length,  and  forms  a 
^onoas  coup  (TusH,  The  utmost  luxury  of  archi- 
electoral  decoration  has  been  lavished  on  the  ceil- 
3^  V  and  the  effect  of  the  marble  pavement,  wil^ 
{die  disposi^n  of  the  busts,  candelabrae,  altars,  as 
^seeii  in  perspective,  is  truly  and  tastefully  magni- 
^oeiit.  I  particulsurly  admired  the  ceiling,  which 
i»  divided  into  three  domes,  adorned  with  bas- 
-teliefs,  taken  from  the  Boman  history  and  man- 
4B€r8:  these  were  designed  by  Sehwanthaler.  I 
cannot  remember  any  thing  remarkable  in  this 
^g^eiy  ;  or  rather,  there  were  too  many  things  de- 
serving of  notice,  for  me  to  note  all.  *The  stand- 
ing Agrippina  has,  however,  dwelt  on  my  mind ; 
and  an  exceeding  fine  bust  of  Octavius  Csesar, 
etowned  with  the  oak  leaves. 

A  small  room  contains  the  sculpture  in  colored 
tKarble,  porphyry,  and  bronze ;  and  the  last  is  the 
kail  of  modem  sculpture.  In  the  centre  of  the 
eeaiiBg  is  a  phoenix,  rising  from  its  ashes,  and 
abound  it  the  heads  of  fonr  distinguished  sculptors 
— Nicolo  da  Pisa,  the  restorer  of  the  art  in  the 
feorteenth  century;  Michael  Angelo,  Canova,  and 
IKlorwaldson. 
ottTwo  of  the  mo0t  celebrated  productions  of  mod- 
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era  ftculpture  are  here— *the  Parig  of  Canova,  SfiS 
the  Adonis  of  Thorwaldson.  As  they  are  pM^^d 
near  to  each  other,  and  the  aim  is  alike  in  bot^  tb 
exhibit  the  utmost  perfection  of  youthful  and  '^i- 
feminate  beauty,  the  merits  of  the  two  artists  wei^ 
fairly  brought  into  comps^isoh.  THborwaldsOti'a 
statue  reminded  me  of  the  Antinotis ;  Canova^s  r^e^ 
called  the  young  Apollo.  I  haardly  know  whicfrti 
prefer  as  a  conception ;  but  the  material  and  wc^W- 
manship  of  the  Paris  pleased  me  most  The  matM^ 
of  Th(H^aldson'8  statue,  though  faultless  in  purilj^ 
of  tint,  has  a  coarse  gritty  grain,  and  gHtters  dis^i 
agreeably  in  certain  lights,  as  if  it  were  spt^  dt 
lump-sugar;  whereas  Uie  smooth  close  comfpat*^ 
grain  of  Canova's  marble,  which  is  something  of*' 
creamy  white,  seemed  to  me  infinitely  pFefer^il)!^ 
to  the  eye.  This,  however,  is  hypeivcriticism  :  iri 
both,  the  feeling  is  classically  and  beautifully  trticf/ 
The  soft  melancholy  of  the  countenance  jmd  i^ 
tude  of  Adonisy  as  if  antidpative  of  Ids  early  dee^^ 
and  the  languid  sel^sufficiency  of  Paris,  appeared 
to  me  equally  admirable.  There  is  sJso  in  1MB 
room  a  duplicate  by  Canova  of  his  Venus,  in  the 
Pitti  palace ;  a  girl  tying  her  sandal,  by  Bodc^tplf 
Schadow — ^a  pendant,  I  presume,  to  his  charming^' 
Filatrice,  now  at  Chatsworth ;  and  some  fine  bti^ts.^' 
I  looked  round  in  vain  for  a  single  specimeii  Of' " 
English  art.  I  thought  it  just  possible  that  sotti^ 
work  o£  Flaxmani,  or  Chantrey,  or  Gibson,  mi^ 
have  found  its  way  hither — but  no ! —  - '-" 

Oct,  12. — Last  night  to  the  opem  with  a  pleasifttif ' 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITERATURE,  AND  CHARACTER.  208 

party ;  but,  tired  and  overexcited  with  my  morning 
at  the  Glyptothek,  I  wanted  soothing,  and  was  not 
in  a  humor  for  the  noisy  florid  music  of  Wilhelm 
l^elL  It  is  an  opera  which,  as  it  becomes  ^miiliar, 
tires^  and  does  not  attach — just  like  some  clever 
pe(^e  I  have  met  with.  Pellegrini  (not  the  Pel- 
ligrini  we  had  in  England,  but  a  fixture  here,  and 
^k  best  male  singer — a  fine  basso  cantanie)  acted 
XibIL  I  say  acted^  because  he  did  not  merely  sing 
his  pitpt — ^he  acted  it,  and  well ;  so  well,  that  once 
I  lielt  my  eyes  moisten.  Madame  Spitzeder  sang 
in  Matilda  von  Hapsburg  tolerably.  Their  first 
tenor,  Bayer,  I  do  not  like ;  his  intonation  is  de* 
^tive.  The  decorations  and  dresses  are  beauti* 
fjaL  As  for  the  dancing,  it  is  not  fair  to  say  any- 
4jbing  about  it  Unfortunately  the  first  bars  of  the 
Tyrolienne  brought  Taglioni  befi)re  my  mind's  eye, 
and  who  or  what  could  stimd  the  comparison  ? 
H&w  she  leapt  like  a  stag !  bounded  like  a  young 
&an !  floated  like  the  swan-down  on  the  air !  Yet 
even  Taglicmi,  though  she  makes  the  nearest  ap- 
proach to  it,  does  not  complete  my  idea  of  a  poeti- 
cal dancer ;  but  as  she  improved  upon  Herbelet, 
we  may  find  another  to  improve  upon  her.  One 
more  such  artist — I  use  the  word  in  the  gener^ 
and  Grerman  sense,  not  in  the  French  meaning- 
one  more  such  artist,  who  should  bring  modesty, 
aOjd  sense,  and  feeling,  into  this  lovely  and  most 
desecrated  wrt,  might  do  something  to  retrieve  it — 
might  introduce  the  necessity  for  dancers  having 
beads  as  well  as  heels,  and  in  time  revolutionize 
the  whole  corps  de  ballet. 
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Wednesday, — This  immiiiig,  M.  Herman  Stiiii4K# 
the  King's  chapel-master,  called  on  me.  J  hi^fc 
heard  of  him  as  a  fine  composer,  and  also  much  of 
his  opera,  produced  for  the  Scala  at  Milan,  t^^ 
Costantitto  il  Grande.  I  was  pleased  to  find  ^4% 
not  a  musician  only,  like  most  muait^ans,  but  in^^ 
ligent  and  endiusiaatic  on  other  subjects,  and  w9|l^ 
that  childlike  simplicity  of  mind  and  manner)  ^ 
often  combined  with  talent.  We  touched  u^^ 
every  thing  from  ihB  high  sublime  to  the  deep  at^' 
surd — ran  round  the  whole  circle  of  art  in  i^  mni 
of  touch-and-go  style,  and  his  naiveU  ami  oiigini^ 
ity  pleased  me  more  and  more.  He  said  some  tiem 
said  delightful  tilings  about  music ;  but  would  ini^ 
that  of  all  languages  the  English  is  the  most  di^ 
cult  to  ally  to  musical  sounds— infinitely  woral 
than  German.  He  comjdained  of  the  shut  mouthy 
the  claquement  des  derUs,  and  the  predominance^ 
aspirates  in  our  pronunciaticm.  I  objected  to  the 
guttural  sounds,  and  the  open  mouths,  and  the  yaw 
yaw  of  the  Germans*  Then  fi^Uowed  an  animated 
discussion  on  vocal  sounds  and  musical  expresstanj 
and  we  parted,  I  believe,  mutually  pleased.         't 

The  father  of  Stuntz  is  a  Swiss— a  man  of  letteni, 
an  enthusiast,  a  philosc^her,  an  artist ;  in  siKniy  A 
mest  extraordinary  and  eccentric  character.  5e 
entirely  educated  his  two  children,  of  whom  the.s(Nr, 
Herman  Stuntz,  takes  a  high  rank  as  a  composeti; 
and  the  daughter  is  a  distinguished  female  axtul, 
but,  being  nobly  married,  £^e  now  only  pmtfi 
pictures  to  give  them  away,  and  those  who  posatte 
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«K^  are,  with  reason,  extremely  proud  of  the  pos- 
JM^ota. 

i  In  the  evening,  Madame  Meric,  prima-dorsna 
mis  London,  as  the  play-bills  set  forth,  made  her 
&^  appearance  in  the  Gazza  Ladra.  She  is  en- 
gird here  ifor  a  limited  time,  and  takes  the  gast" 
t^eif — liiat  is,  she  plays  die  first  parts  as  a  matter 
^  course — ^in  short,  she  is  a  star.  The  regular 
primardonna  is  Madame  Scheckner-Wagen.  Meric 
has  talent,  voice,  style,  and  unwearied  industry ; 
but  she  has  not*^6mt^,  neither  is  her  organ  first- 
rhte*  Comparisons  in  some  oases  are  unjust  as 
Well  as  odious.  Tet  was  it  my  fault  that  I  remem- 
halted  in  the  same  part  the  syren  Sontag,  and  the 
dtidiantress  Malibran?  Meric,  besides  being  a 
fine  singer,  is  an  amiable  woman ; — married  to  an 
extravagant,  dissipated  husband,  and  working  to 
l^vide  for  her  child — a  common  fate  among  the 
wictmen  of  her  profession. 

«  ♦  « 

Sat  up  late  reading,  for  the  third  or  fourth 

Jome,  a  clianee  volume  of  Madame  Roland's  works. 
What  a  complete  French  woman !  but  then,  what 
A^mind !  how  large  in  capacity !  how  stored  with 
4aowledge!  how  strong  in  conscious  truth!  how 
^ely  toned !  how  soft,  and  yet  how  finn  1  What 
fWonderful  industry  united  to  the  quickest  talent ! 
;Some  things  written  at  eighteen  and  twenty  have 
'iAOsI  surprised  me ;  some  passages  in  the  **  Vie 
ffm4e,**  and  the  "  Appel,"  have  most  charmed  me. 
*Ske  u  not  very  eloquent,  ^nd  I  should  think  had 
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not  a  pla3rfal  or  poetic  fancy.  There  is  an  almost 
total  want  of  imagery  in  her  style ;  but  great  powei^, 
unaffected  elegance,  with  a  sort  of  negligence  at 
times,  which  adds  to  its  beauty.  Then,  to  remem^ 
ber  that  all  I  have  just  read  was  written  in  a  prison, 
in  daily,  hourly  expectation  of  death !  but  ihcU 
excites  more  interest  than  surprise,  for  a  situation 
of  strong  excitement  of  mind  and  passion,  with 
external  repose  and  solitude,  must  be  favorable  to 
this  development  of  the  faculties,  where  there  is 
character  as  well  as  talent.  SOme  of  her  dis- 
closures are  a  little  too  naive,  I  am  amused  by 
the  quantity  of  feminine  vanity  which  is  mixed  up 
with  all  this  loftiness  of  spirit,  this  real  independ- 
ence of  soul.  Madame  de  Stael  had  not  mare 
vanity,  whatever  they  may  say ;  but  it  was  less 
balanced  by  self-esteem — it  required  more  sym- 
pathy. Then  we  have  those  two  admirable  women 
*  *  and  *  *.  What  exquisite  feminine  vanity  is 
there !  Yet,  happily,  in  both  instances  how  far  re- 
moved from  all  ill-nature  and  presumption,  and  how 
unconsciously  betrayed !  I  should  think  Joanna 
Baillie,  among  our  great  women,  must  be  most 
exempt  from  this  failing,  perhaps,  because,  of  all 
the  five,  she  has  the  most  profound  sense  of  religion.  ^ 
Lavater  said,  tiiat  ''the  characteristic  of  every ^ 
woman's  physiognomy  was  vanity."  A  phrenol- 
ogist would  say  that  it  was  the  characteristic  of 
every  woman's  head.  How  far,  then,  may  a  womah 
be  vain  with  a  good  grace,  and  betray  it  without,^ 
ridicule  ?    By  vanily,  I  mean  now,  a  great  wish 
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to  please,  mingled  with  a  consciouincfto  'of  the 
powers  of  pleasing,  and  not  what  Madame  Roland 
describes, — "  cette  ambition  constante,  ce  soin  per- 
petuel  d'occuper  de  soi,  et  de  paraitre  autre  ou 
meilleur  que  Ton  n'est  en  effet,"  for  this  is  diseased 
vanity. 

♦  «  « 

Dr.  Martius  *  lent  me  two  pretty  litde  volumes 
of  "  Poems,  by  Louis  I.  king  of  Bavaria,"  the  pres- 
ent king — the  first  royal  author  we  have  had,  I 
believe,  since  Frederic  of  Prussia — the  best  since 
James  I.  of  Scotland.  These  poems  are  chiefly 
lyrical,  consisting  of  odes,  sonnets,  epigrams.  Some 
are  addressed  to  the  queen,  others  to  his  children, 
others  to  different  ladies  of  the  court,  whom  he  is 
said  to  have  particularly  admired,  and  a  great 
number  were  composed  during  his  tour  in  Italy  in 
1 8 1 7.  Of  the  merit  of  these  poems  I  cannot  judge ; 
and  when  I  appealed  to  two  different  critics,  both 
accomplished  men,  one  assured  me  they  were  ad- 
mirable; the  other  shrugged  up  his  shoulders — 
**  Que  voulez  vous  ?  c'est  un  Roi !  "  The  earnest 
feeling  and  taste  in  some  of  these  little  poems 
pleased  me  exceedingly — of  that  alone  I  could 
judge:  for  instance,  there  is  an  address  to  the 
German  artists,  which  contains  the  following  beau- 
tiful lines :  he  is  speaking  of  art — 


*  The  oelebiated  trayeller,  natural  philosopher,  and  botanist. 
H9  baa  the  direction  of  most  of  the  scientifle  institutionB  at 
Munich. 
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In  der  Stille  moss  eg  sich  gestalten,  ot 

Wenn  es  kraftig  wirkend  soil  ereteh'n ;  , ,  -,  j 

Au8  dem  Herzen  nur  kann  sich  entfalten,  ,  r 
Das  was  wahrhaft  wird  zum  Herzen  geh'n. 


Ja!  ihr  nehmet  es  aus  reinen  Tiefen, 
Fromm  und  einfach,  wie  die  Vorwelt  war, 
Weekend  die  GefUhle,  wdche  scWiefen, 
£hrend  zengt's  Yon  Euch  nnd  immerdar.  • 

Sklavisch  an  das  Alte  ench  zu  halten,  ,; 

Enres  Strebens  Zweck  ist  dieses  nicht,  ^ 

Seyd  gefasst  von  himmlischen  Gewalten, 
Dringet  rastlos  zn  dem  hehren  Licht!" 

Which  may  be  thus  literjJIy  rendered — 

"  To  rise  into  vigorons,  active  influence,  it  (art)  must 
spring  up  and  develop  itself  in  secrecy  and  in  silence; 
out  of  the  heart  alone  can  that  unfold  itself  which  ^xtSU 
truly  go  to  the  heart  again. 

"  Yes !  pious  and  simple  as  the  old  world  was,  ye  draw 
it  (art)  from  the  same  pure  depths,  awakening  the  feel* 
ings  which  slumber!  and  it  shall  bear  honorable  witness 
of  ye — and  forever! 

"  Slavishly  to  cling  to  antiquity,  this  is  not  the  end  of 
your  labors !  Be  ye,  therefore,  upheld  by  heavenly  power  J 
press  on,  and  rest  not,  to  the  high  and  holy  light!  '*        'V 

Methinks  this  magnificent  prince  deserveB,  even 
more  than  his  ancestor,  Maximilian  L,  to  be  fltyledt 
the  Lorenzo  de'  Medici  of  Bavaria.    The  povet.' 
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to  patronize,  the  sentiment  to  feel,  the  genius  to 
celelvate  art,  are  rarely  united,  even  in  individuals. 
He  must  be  a  noble  being — ^a  genius  born  in  the 
purple,  on  whose  laurels  there  rests  not  a  blood- 
stain, perhaps  not  even  a  tear ! 

This  is  a  holiday.  I  was  sitting  at  my  window, 
translating  some  of  these  poems,  when  I  saw  a 
crowd  round  the  doors  of  the  new  palace,  for  it  is 
a  day  of  public  admission.  Curiosity  tempted  me 
to  join  this  crowd ; — ^no  sooner  thought  than  done. 
I  had  M.  de  Klenze's  general  order  for  admittance 
in  my  pocket-book,  but  wished  to  see  how  this  was 
managed,  and  mingled  with  the  crowd,  which*  was 
waiting  to  be  admitted  en  masse^  I  was  at  once 
recognized  as  a  stranger,  and  every  one  with  simple 
civility  made  way  for  me.  Groups  of  about  twenty 
or  tl^irty  people  were  admitted  at  a  time,  at  inter- 
Tala  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  each  group  placed 
under  the  guidance  of  one  of  the  workmen  as 
cicerone.  He  led  them  through  the  unfinished 
apartments,  explaining  to  his  open-mouthed  audi- 
tors the  destination  of  each  room,  the  subjects  of 
the  pictures  on  the  walls  and  ceilings,  &c.  &c. 
There  were  peasants  from  the  south,  in  their  sin- 
gular dresses,  mechanics  and  girls  of  Munich,  sol- 
di^x&i  travelling  students.  1  was  much  amused. 
While  the  cicerone  held  forth,  some  merely  won- 
dered with  foolish  faces,  some  admired,  some  looked 
intelUgent,  and  asked  various  questions,  which  were 
HBactily  answered — all  seenfed  pleased.  Every 
tiiiBg  was  done  in  order :  two  groups  were  never 
14 
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in  the  some  apartment;  but  as  one  went  out, 
another  entered.  Thus  many  hundreds  of  %hei^ 
poor  people  were  gratified  in  the  course  of  the  :dayi 
•It  seemed  to  me  a  wise  as  wdl  as  benevolent  polie^r 
in  the  king  thus  to  appeal  to  the  sympatiij^  ao^ 
gratify  the  pride  of  his  subjects.  <^  all  classes,  b^ 
allowing  them — ^inviting  them,  to  take  an  interen^ 
in  his  magnificent  undertakings,  to  consider  them 
national  as  well  as  royal.  I  am  informed  that  Ijms^ 
works  are  carried  on  without  any  demands  on  ibft 
Staatskasse,  (the  public  ta*easury,)  and  without  anjt 
additional  taxes :  so  far  from  it,  that  ike  BavainaB 
House  of  Bepresentatives  curtailed  the  suj^es  b)r 
800,000  florins  ^ly  last  year,  and  refused  the  king 
an  addition  to  the  civil  list,  which  he  had  requestor 
for  the  travelling  expenses  of  two  of  his  sons*  3^ 
king  is  ssud  to  be  economical  in  the  extreme  in  hk 
domestic  expenses,  and  not  very  generous  in  moneif 
to  those  around  him— unlike  his  open-hearted^ 
open-handed  father,  Max-Joseph ;  in  sh(»*t,  then^ 
are  grumblers  here^  elsewhere,  but  strangers  and 
posterity  will  not  sympathize  with  them. 

This  is  the  fourth  time  I  have  seen  this  ^lendid 
and  truly  royal  palace,  but  will  make  no  memo*- 
randa  till  I  have  gone  over  the  whole  with  Leo  vq|| 
Elenze.  He  has  promised  to  be  my  cieeroiM 
himself,  and  I  feel  the  full  value  of  the  compli|' 
ment.  Count  V —  t<^d  me  last  night,  that  he  (De 
lOenze)  has  made  for  this  building  alone  upwafds 
of  seven  hundred  drawings  and  deagns  with  MJ 
own  hand. 
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Oct  IS. — Called  on  my  Esglish  fHeiwis,  the 
O  *  *  s,  and  found  them  pleasantly  settled  in  a 
b^titifal  fumi&hed  lodging  near  the  Hofgarten,  for 
which  they  pay  twenty*foiir  florins  (or  about  two 
poonds)  a  month.  We  had  flome  conversation 
sbout  music,  (they  are  ail  mudcians,)  and  the 
l^ra,  and  Malibran,  whom  they  have  lately  seen 
m  Italy;  and  Pasta,  i^om  they  had  visited  at 
Oerao ;  and  tiiey  confirmed  what  Mr.  J.  M.  Stuntz 
and  M.  E.  had  all  told  me  of  her  benevolence  and 
e;sedlent  cnaracter.  I  could  not  find  that  any  new 
genius  had  arisen  in  Italy  to,  share  the  glory  of  our 
tiiree  queens  of  the  lyrical  drama, — Pasta,  Mali- 
bnm,  and  Schroder  Devrient  Other  singers  have 
more  or  less  talent  8«id  feeling,  more  or  less  com- 
pass of  voice,  facility,  or  agility ;  but  these  three 
women  possess  genius^  and  stamp  on  every  thing 
tbey  do  their  own  individual  character.  Of  the 
Ibree,  Pasta  is  die  grandest  and  most  finished  artist ; 
iialibran  the  most  versatile  in  power  and  passion ; 
while  Schroder  Devrient  has  that  enei^y  of  heart 
and  soul — ^that  capacity  for  exciting,  and  bdng  ex- 
ited, which  gives  her  such  unbounded  command 
<lv«r  the  feelings  and  senses  of  her  audience.*  So 
§Kt  we  were  agreed ;  but  as  the  conversation  went 
^,  I  was  doomed  to  listen  to  a  torrent  of  common- 
place and  sarcastic  criticism  on  the  private  habits 

^  .*  I  remember  Madame  Devrient,  in  describing  the  effect  whidi 
mvsic  had  upon  herself,  pressing  her  hand  upon  her  bosom,  and 
nying,  with  simple  but  profound  feeling,    ^'•Ah!  cela   use  la 
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of  these  and  other  women  of  the  same  profession' 
one  was  accused  of  vulgarity)  another  of  bad  temf^ 
per,  and  another  of  violence  and  caprice  :  one  w^it^ 
suspected  of  a  penchant  for  porter,  another  ks^^ 
been  heard  to  swear,  or — something  very  like  it- 
Even  pretty  lady-li^e  Sontag  was  reproached  with 
some  trifling  breach  of  mere  conventional  manner,-, 
—she  had  used  her  fingers  where  she  should.  ha^4^ 
taken  a  spoon,  or  some  such  nonsense.  My  God, I 
to  think  of  the  situation  of  these  women  !  and  thei^^ 
to  look  upon  those  women,  who,  fenced  in  from  iou^ 
fancy  by  all  the  restraints,  the  refinements,  the« 
comforts,  the  precepts  of  good  society,— the  onp 
arranging  a  new  cap,  the  other  embroidering^  a 
purse,  the  third  reading  a  novel,  all  satisfied  with 
petty  occupations  and  amusements,  ^'  ^,  far  .  re^, 
moved  from  want  and  grief  and  fear," — ^now  sitting, 
in  judgment,  and  passing  sentence  of  excommuni? 
cation  on  others  of  their  sex,  who  have  been  steeped 
in  excitement  fix>m  childhood,  their  nerves  forever 
in  a  state  of  tension  between  severest  application 
and  maddening  flattery ;  cast  on  the  world  without 
chart  or  compass — with  energies  misdirected,  pasr. 
sions  uncontrolled,  and  all  the  inflanunable  anc^ 
imaginative  part  of  their  being  cultivated  into  ex- 
cess as  a  part  of  their  profession — of  their  materiajij^ 
O  when  will  there  be  charity  in  the  world  ?  Wheij^^ 
will  human  beings,  women  especially,  show  mercj 
and  justice  to  each  other,  and  not  judge  of  results^; 
without  a  reference  to  causes  ?  and  when  will  re- 
flection upon  these  causes  lead  to  their  removal^ 
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They  are  evils  which  press  upon  few,  but  are  re- 
fleeled  on  many,  inasmuch  as  they  degrade  art  and 
the  pursuit  of  art ; — but  all  can  sneer,  and  few  can 
think. 

.'  «  «  ♦  ♦ 

"  I  begin  at  length  to  feel  my  way  among  the  pic- 
tures here.  EKtherto  I  have  been  bewildered.  I 
h^e  lounged  away  morning  after  morning  at  the 
gacllery  of  the  Hofgarten,  at  Schleissheim,  and  at 
the  Due  de  Leuchtenberg's ;  and  returned  home 
mfHi  dazzled  eyes  and  a  mind  overflowing,  like  one 
**  oppressed  with  wealth,  and  with  abundance  sad," 
unable  to  recall  or  to  methodise  my  own  impres- 
sSons. 

'  Professor  Zimmermann  teUs  me  that  the  king 
<^  Bavaria  possesses  upwards  of  three  thousand 
^otures ;  of  these,  about  seventeen  hundred  are  at 
Sdhleissheim ;  nine  hundred  in  the  Munich  gal- 
l4^;  and  the  rest  distributed  through  various 
.  palaces.  The  national  gallery,  or  Pinakothek, 
which  is  now  building  under  the  direction  of  Leo 
YOn  Klenze,  is  destined  to  contain  a  selection  from 
these  multifarious  treasures,  of  which  the  present 
^angement  is  only  temporary. 

The  king  of  Bavaria  unites  in  his  own  person 
the  three  branches  of  the  House  of  Wittelsbach : 
the  palatines  of  the  Rhine,  the  dukes  of  Deux- 
p&nts,  and  the  electors  of  Bavaria,  all  sovereign 
hduses,  and  descended  from  Otto  von  Wittelsbach, 
who  received  the  investiture  of  the  dukedom  of 
Bavaria  in  1180.    Thus  it  is  that  the  celebrated 
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gallery  once  at  Dusseldorf,  formed  under  the 
auspices  of  the  elector  John  William ;  the  YBxioti^ 
eollections  at  Manheim,  Deuxponts,  and  Heid^ 
berg,  are  now  concentrated  at  Munich,  wherti{ 
from  the  days  of  Duke  Albert  V.  (1650)  up  to  thci 
present  time,  works  of  art  hare  been  grsAuBBf 
accumulated  by  successive  princes. 

Somebody  calls  the  gallery  at  Munich  the  c&ttH 
of  Rubens  ;  and  Sr  Joshua  Reynolds  says  that  too 
one  should  judge  of  Rubens  who  had  not  sttidi^ 
him  at  Antwerp  and  Dusseldorf.  I  begin  to  f^ 
the  truth  of  this.  My  devoted  wor^ip  of  ftnft 
Italian  school  of  art  rendered  me  long — ^I  walliWft 
say  blind  to  the  merits  of  the  Flemish  painteis — 
for  that  were  to  be  "  sans  eyes,  sans  tastB,  sans 
every  thing!*'  but  in  truth,  without  that  ftifl 
feeling  of  their  power  which  I  have  since  sod^ 
quired. 

Certainly  we  have  in  tJsese  days  mean  ideal 
about  painting — mean  and  false  ideas !  It  has  be- 
come a  mere  object  of  luxury  and  connoisseup- 
ship  or  virtii :  imless  it  be  addressed  to  our  pet^ 
sonal  vanity,  or  to  the  puerile  taste  for  ornament^ 
show,  furniture, — ^it  is  nothing.  The  noble  aart 
which  was  once  recognized  as  the  priestess  of 
nature,  as  a  great  moral  power  capable  of  Btiht^ 
on  the  senses  and  the  imagination  of  assembt^ 
human  beings— as  such  applied  by  the  lawgiveii 
of  Greece,  and  by  the  clergy  of  the  Romaa  Catho- 
lic church, — how  is  it  now  vulgarized  ija  its  4|l)r 
JBctB !  how  narrowed  in  its  application !    And -if  ^ 
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1^  fsiud  tiwt,  in  the  present  state  of  society,  in  these 
^l^ulating,  money-making,  political,  intellectual 
tpues,  we  are  acted  upon  by  far  different  in- 
fluences, rendering  us  infinitely  less  sensible  to 
tj^  power  of  painting,  then  I  think  it  is  not  true, 
^iid  that  the  cultivated  susceptibility  to  other  moral 
or  poetical  excitements — as  politics  or  literature — 
^0^8  not  render  us  less  sensible  to  the  moral  in- 
^ence  of  painting ;  on  the  contrary :  but  she  has 
fallen  iix)m  her  hi^  estate,  and  there  are  none  to 
liaise  her.  The  public — ^the  national  spirit,  is  want- 
i^;  individual  patronage  is  confined,  is  misdi- 
rected, is  arbitrary,  demanding  of  the  artist  any 
j^mg  rather  tilian  the  highest  and  purest  intellec- 
tual application  of  his  art,  and  affording  nor  space 
»or  opportunity  for  him  to  address  himself  to  the 
grand  universal  passions,  principles,  and  interests 
of  human  nature  1  Suppose  a  Michael  Angelo  to 
be  born  to  us  in  England :  we  should  not,  per- 
haps, set  him  to  make  a  statue  of  snow,  but  where 
or  how  would  his  gigantic  genius,  which  revelled 
in  the  great  deeps  (^  passion  and  ima^nation,  find 
ftix)pe  for  action  ?  He  would  struggle  and  gasp 
^e  a  stranded  Leviathan  ! 

■f,,£ut  this  is  digressing ;  the  question  is,  may  not 
^^  moral  effect  of  painting  be  still  counted  on,  if 
^e  painter  be  himself  imbued  with  the  right 
^irit  ?  * 

"^  ♦  "A  I'exporition  de  Paris  (1822)  on  a  tu  nn  milller  de  tableaux 
Wi»r«MBtant  d«s  Bidets  de  I'Eoritoire  Sainte,  points  pas  des 
9e^tte»  qvd  n^y  oroient  par  da  tout:  admirte  et  jug6a  pas  dies 
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There  is,  in  the  academy  at  Antwerp,  a  picture 
by  Rubens,  which  represents  St  Theresa  kneeiio^ 
before  Christ,  and  interceding  for  the  souls  in  puM 
gatory.  The  treatment  of  the  subject  is  exceeds 
iagly  simple ;  the  upper  part  of  the  pcture  >i» 
occupied  by  the  Redeemer,  with  his  usual  atim 
butes,  and  the  saint,  habited  as  a  nun.  la  ^m 
lower  part  of  the  picture,  instead  of  a  coniinaif 
mob  of  tormented  souls,  and  flames,  and  devil* 
with  pitchforks,  the  planter  has  represented  a&v 
heads  as  if  rising  from  below*  I  remember  tfa^se 
of  Adam,  Eve,  and  Mary  Magdalene.  I  remeoun 
ber — and  never  shidl  forget — ^the  expression  cfr 
each !  The  extremity  of  misery  in  the  coooto^ 
nance  of  Adam ;  the  averted,  disoons<date,  repents. 
ant  wretchedness  of  Eve,  who  hides  her  face  itf 
her  hair;  the  mixture  of  agony,  supplication,  hopei^ 
in  the  face  of  the  Magdalene,  while  a  dierab  of 
pity  extends  his  hand  to  her,  as  if  to  aid  her  to 
rise,  and  at  the  same  time  turns  an  imploring  look 
towards  the  Saviour.  As  I  gazed  upon  this  po^ 
ture,  a  feeling  sank  deep  into  my  heart,  which  did 
not  pass  away  with  the  tears  it  made  to  flow^.biit' 
has  ever  since  remained  there,  and  has  become  an 
abiding  principle  of  action.  This  is  only  one  in*: 
stance,  out  of  many,  of  the  moral  effect  which  hmm 
been  produced  by  painting.  ) 

-J 
gens  qui  n'y  croient  pas  beauconp,  et  enfin  payto  par  des  $^^ 
qui,  apparemment,  n'j  croient  pas,  non  plus. 

'^L^oa  oherehe  aprte  cela  le  pourquol  de  la  decadence  do 
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£  -To  me  it  is  amusing,  and  it  cannot  but  be  inter- 
69(n!ig  and  instructive  to  the  philosopher  and  artist, 
to  -observe  how  various  people,  uninitiated  into 
ahy"  of  the  technicalities  of  art,  unable  to  appre- 
ciate the  amount  of  difficulties  overcome,  are 
affected  by  pictures  and  sculpture.  But  in  form- 
ing our  judgment,  our  taste  in  art,  it  is  unsafe  to 
Etten  to  opinions  springing  ^m  this  vague  kind 
«f  enthusiasm ;  for  in  painting,  as  in  music,  *'just 
as  tiie  soul  is  pitched,  the  eye  is  pleased." 
'I  amuse  myself  in  the  gallery  here  with  watch- 
ing the  countenances  of  those  who  look  at  the  pic- 
ttorea  I  see  that  the  uneducated  eye  is  caught  by 
solvleets  in  which  the  in^tvidual  mind  sympathizes,  . 
and  the  educated  taste  seeks  abstract  excellence. 
Which  has  the  most  enjoyment?  The  last,  I 
think;  Sensibility,  imagination,  and  quick  per- 
ception of  form  and  color,  are  not  alone  neces- 
sary to  feel  a  work  of  art;  there  must  be  the 
power  of  association ;  the  mind  trained  to  habitual 
sympathy  with  the  beautiful  and  the  good;  the 
knowledge  of  the  meaning,  and  the  comprehension 
of  the  object,  of  the  artist 

In  the  gallery  here  there  are  eighty-eight  pic- 
tures of  Kubens,  some  among  the  very  finest^ he  • 
eww  painted ;  for  instance,  that  splendid  picture, 
Castor  and  Pollux  carrying  off  the  daughters  of 
Leucippus,  so  full  of  rich  life  and  movement;  the 
destruction  of  Sennacherib's  host ;  Rubens  and  his 
wife,  full  lengths,  seated  in  a  garden ;  that  won- 
derful picture  of  the  defeat  of  the  Amazons ;  the 
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meeting  of  Jacob  and  Laban ;  t\^  pictore  of  tk^ 
Earl  of  Arundel  and  his  wife,  with  other  ^^^eetedf 
full  lengths ;  *  and  a  series  of  the  designs  fm*  iAh 
large  paintings  of  the  lustory  of  Marie  de'  Medi€^ 
now  in  the  Louvre.  His  group  of  bo3r8  wilii  fhiitt 
and  flowers,  exhibits  the  lichest,  loveliest  oombitik^ 
tion  of  colors  ever  presented  to  (^  eye ;  and  tk. 
that  wonderful  picture  of  the  fallen  (or  rat^r^lMtf- 
ing)  angels,  he  has  lavi^ed  such  endless  v^etjf 
of  form,  attitude,  and  expression,  that  it  w<mM 
take  a  day  to  study  it.  It  is  not  a  large  pietu»d': 
the  eye,  or  ratlier  the  imagination,  easily  taices  ^ 
the  general  effect  of  tumult,  horror,  deslruetioil, 
but  &e  understanding  dwells  on  the  detail  widi 
still  increasing  astoni^mient  and  admiration.  The^ 
are  a  few  that  struck  me,  but  it  is  quite  in  vain  tb 
attempt  to  particularize. 

One  may  begin  by  distiking  Bubens  in  general, 

*  Of  this  celebrated  pictuie,  Sir  Joehoa  Reynolds  sajs,  that  jfjt 
Is  miscalled,  and  certainly  does  not  contain  the  portraits  of  the 
Barl  and  Countess  of  Arandel.  Perhaps  he  is  mistaken.  It 
appears  that  the  Earl  of  Arundel,  of  James  the  First's  ilnw, 
(the  collector  of  the  Anindelian  marbles,)  with  his  Countepfi,, 
sat  to  Rubens  in  1620,  and  that  "  Robin  the  Dwarf"  was  intro- 
ducedinto  this  picture,  which  was  not  painted  in  England,  but 
at  Brussels.  Rubens  was  at  thia  time  at  the  height  of  Ids 'rej^ti- 
tation,  and  when  requested  to  paint  the  portrait  of  tbt  Ce«|p- 
tess  of  Arundel,  he  replied,  "Although  I  have  refiised  to 
execute  the  portraits  of  many  princes  and  noblemen,  especially 
of  his  lordship's  tank,  yet  from  the  Earl  I  am  bound  to  reeeHb 
the  honor  he  does  me  in  commanding  my  serrices,  regardtpg 
him,  as  I  do,  in  the  light  of  an  eyangelist  to  the  world  of  ar|, 
and  the  great  supporter  of  our  profession."— {See  TienUf's 
IBsterif  and  AntiquiHes  of  ike  Castle  and  Toxtm  ofAnatda.Y^^ 
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^1  think  I  did,)  but  one  must  end  by  standing 
Jbelbre  him  in  ecstasy  and  wonder.  It  is  true, 
4hat  always  luxuriant)  he  is  ofben  gross  and  sen- 
;)ual — ^he  can  sometimes  be  brutally  so.  His  bac- 
4^^aaalian  scenes  are  not  like  those  of  Poussin, 
<{ladfiical,  godlike  debauchery,  but  the  abandoned 
drunken  revelry  of  animals — the  very  sublime  of 
brute  licentiousness ;  and  painted  with  a  breadth 
ftf  style,  a  magnificent  luxuriance  of  color,  which 
venders  them  more  revolting.  The  physique  pre- 
dominates in  all  his  pictures,  and  not  only  to 
^ossness,  even  to  ferocity.  His  picture  here  of 
the  slaughter  of  the  Innocents,  makes  me  sick — it 
jias  absolutely  polluted  my  imagination.  Surely, 
ttbk  is  not  the  vocation  of  high  art.  And  as  for 
)iis  martyrdoms,  they  are  worse  than  l^>agno- 
letto*s. 

Fw  all  this,  he  is  the  Titan  of  painting :  his 
creations  are  "  of  the  earth  and  earthy,**  but  he 
lias  called  down  fire  and  light  from  heaven,  where- 
with to  animate  and  to  illumine  them. 

Rubens  is  just  such  a  painter  as  Dryden  is  a  poet, 
and  vice  versa;  his  women  are  just  like  Dry  den's 
women,  gross,  exaggerated,  unrefined  animals; 
hi&  men,  like  Dryden's  men,  grand,  thinking,  act- 
ing animals.  Like  Dryden,  he  could  clothe  his 
cpnius  in  thunder,  dip  his  pencil  in  the  lightning 
^d  the  sunbeams  of  heaven,  and  rush  fearlessly 
vfoa  a  subject  which  others  had  trembled  to 
4|)proach.  In  both  we  see  a  singular  and  extra- 
or^ary  combination  of  the    plainest,    coarsest 
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realities  of  life,  with  the  loftiest  imagery,  the  inoet 
luxurious  tints  of  poetry.  Both  had  the  same  pa^ 
sion  for  allegory,  and  managed  it  with  equal  suc- 
cess. "  The  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words  that 
bum  "  of  Dryclen,  may  be  compared  to  the  living^ 
moving  forms,  the  glowing,  melting,  dazzling  hues 
of  Rubens,  under  whose  pencil 

*'  Desires  and  adorations, 
Winged  persuasions  and  wild  destinies. 
Splendors,  and  glooms,  and  glimmering  incarnations    • 
Of  hopes,  and  fears,  and  twilight  fantasies, — **  i 

took  form  and  being,  became  palpable  existences  :^ 
and  yet,  with  all  this  inventive  power,  this  love  of; 
allegorical  fiction,  it  is  Zi/e,  the  spirit  of  animal^ 
life,  diffused  through  and  over  their  works ;  it  is 
the  blending  of  the  plain  reasoning  with  splendid^ 
creative  powers ;— of  wonderful  fertility  of  concept 
tion  with  more  wonderful  facility  of  execution  ;  ii, 
is  the  combination  of  truth,  and  •  grandeur,  ani 
masculine  vigor,  with  a  general  coarseness  of  taste, 
which  may  be  said  to  characterize  both  these  great 
men.  Neither  are,  or  can  be,  favorites  of  the . 
women,  for  the  same  reasons. 

There  must  have  been  something  analogous  in  .^ 
the  genius  of  Rubens  and  Utian.  The  distinction 
was  of  climate  and  country.  They  appear  to  have 
looked  at  nature  under  the  same  aspect,  but  it  was 
a  different  nature, — the  difference  between  Flan- 
ders and  Venice.  They  were  both  painters  of  flesh 
and  blood:    by  nature,  poets;    by  conformation. 
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colorists ;  by  temperament  and  education,  magnifi- 
cent  spirits,  scholars,  and  gentlemen,  lovers  of 
pleasure  and  of  fame.  The  superior  sentiment 
and  grace,  the  refinement  and  elevation  of  Titian, 
he  owed  to  the  poetical  and  chivalrous  spirit  of  his 
ige  and  country.  The  delicacy  of  taste  which 
reigned  in  the  Italian  literature  of  that  period  in- 
fluenced the  arts  of  design.  As  to  the  coloring — 
we  see  in  the  pictures  of  Rubens  the  broad  day- 
light efiects  of  a  northern  climate,  and  in  those  of 
Titian,  the  burning  fervid  sun  of  a  southern  clime, 
necessarily  modified  by  shade,  before  the  objects 
could  be  seen :  hence  the  difference  between  the 
glow  of  Rubens,  and  the  gloto  of  Titian :  the  first 
*f  Y  the  colors  of  the  rainbow  lived,"  and  the  other 
bathed  himself  in  the  evening  sky ;  the  one*  dazzles, 
tlie  other  warms.  I  can  bring  before  my  fancy  at 
this  moment,  the  Helen  Forman  of  Rubens,  and 
l!tian*s  "  La  Manto ; "  the  "  man  with  a  hawk  "  of 
Rubens,  and  Tldan's  "  Falconer ;  **  can  any  thing 
in  heaven  or  earth  be  more  opposed  ?  Yet,  in  all 
alike,  is  it  not  the  intense  feeling  of  life  and  indi- 
vidual nature  which  charms,  which  fixes  us?  I 
know  not  which  I  admire  most ;  but  I  adore  Titian 
— ^his  men  are  all  made  for  power,  and  his  women 
for  love. 
'  And  Rembrandt — ^king  of  shadows  I 


•  Earth-born 


,  -  And  sky-engendered — son  of  m3r8teries ! 

Was  not  he  a  poet  ?    He  reminds  me  often  of  the 
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Prince  Sorcerer,  nurtured  "  in  the  cave  of  J)(5ia&>i^ 
daniel,*  under  the  roots  of  the  sea."  *     Such  an^ 
enchanted  "  den  of  darkness  "  was  his  mill  and  its 
skylight    to  him;    and    there,  magician-like,  he* 
brooded  over  half-seen  forms,  and  his  imagtnalidn'' 
framed  strange  spells  out  of  elemental  light  and' 
shade.     Thence  he  brought  his  unearthly  shado^m^* 
his  dreamy  splendors ;  his  supernatural  gleams ;  hit ' 
gems  flashing  and  sparkling  with  internal  light;  his 
lustrous  glooms ;  his  wreaths  of  flaming  and  em»< 
bossed  gold;  his  wicked  wixard-l&e  heads— *ttus 
baned,  wrinkled,  seared,  dui^y ;  pale  with  forbid^ ' 
den  studies — solemn   with  thoughtful  pain — ke^tt  * 
with  the  hunger  of  avarice — and  furrowed  with  an 
eternity  of  years  I    I  have  seen  pictures  of  his  tA 
which    the    shadowy    background    is    absolutely 
peopled   with  life.      At   first,  all  seems  palpable^' 
darkness,  apparent  vacancy;  but  figure  after  figure  *' 
emerges — another   and  another;   diey  glide  into' 
view,  they  take  shape  and  color,  as  if  they  grew  * 
out  of  the  canvas  even  while  we  gaze ;  we  rub  our 
eyes,  and  wonder  whether  it  be  the  painter^s  work 
or  our  own  fancy  I 

Of  all  the  great  painters  IKembrandt  is  perfaaptf  - 
least  understood ;  the  admiration  bestowed  on  hiitt,  • 
the  enormous  prices  given  for  his  pictures,  is  in- ' 
general  a  fashion — a  mere  matter  of  convention  ^ 
— ^like  the  price  of  a  diamond.  To  feel  Rembrandl^- 
truly,  it  is  not  enough  to  be  an  artist  or  an  am^^^ 

*  In  SoQthey's  Thalaba. 
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te^  pioture-fancier — one  ^lould  be  something  of 
arpoet  too. 

^^Tbere  are  nineteen  of  his  pictures  here ;  of  these^ 
".Jfesus  teaching  the  doctors  in  the  temple,"  though 
aiPiEOall  picture,  impressed  me  ifith  awe, — ^the  por^ 
tisate  of  the  painter  Flinck  and  his  -wife,  with 
woiader.  All  are  ill-hung,  with  their  backs  against 
the  li^it — ^for  them  the  worst  possible  situation. 

-  Yan  Dyck  is  here  in  all  lus  glory :  there  %re 
thisty-lu&e  of  his  pictures.  The  celebrated  iull- 
leai^,  "  the  burgomaster's  wife  in  black,"  so  often 
em^raved,  does  not  equal,  in  its  inexpressible,  un- 
obi^(U$ive  elegance,  the  "  Lady  Whartcm,"  at  De- 
▼fijBshire  House.*  Then  we  have  Widlenstein 
itith  his  an^le  kingly  brow ;  fierce  THly ;  the  head 
<^  Sfiyders ;  the  lovely  head  of  the  painter's  wife, 
Mam  Buthven, — sweet-looking,  delicate,  golden- 
luiked,  and  holding  the  theorbo,  (she  excelled  in 
mu^c,  I  believe,)  and  virgins,  holy  families,  and 
otjb&r  scriptural  subjects.  His  famous  picture  of 
Svsanna  does  not  strike  me  much. 

T3ie  four  apostles  of  Albert  Durer — wonderful  I 
In  expression,  in  calm  religious  majesty,  in  suavity 
o^  pencilling^  and  the  grand,  pure  style  of  the 
hea4a  and  drapery,  quite  like  Bafiaelle.  I  com- 
pai^d,  yesterday,  the  three  portraits — ^that  of  Raf- 
£i^Ue,  by  himself;  (the  famous  head  once  in  the 
A^ta?iti  palace,  and  engraved  by  Moi^hen ;)  Al- 
bert Durer,  by  himself;  and  Giorgione,  by  himself. 

*  Now  removed  with  the  other  Yandykee  to  Ohatsworth. 
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Bafiaelle  is  the  least  handsome^  and  rather  dhuip4 
pointed  me  ;  the  eyes,  in  particular,  rather  project^ 
and  have  an  expression  which  is  not  pleasing ;  tfaer 
mouth  and  the  brow  are  foM  of  power  and  pasooni:: 
Albert  Durer  is  beautiful,  Uke  the  old  heads  of  omr 
Saviour ;  and  the  predominant  expression  is  ealm;- 
dignified,  intellectual,  with  a  tinge  6f  melanchcdy^ 
This  picture  was  painted  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
eight:  he  was  then  suffering  from  that  bitter 
domestic  curse,  a  shrewish,  avaricioiis  wife,  who* 
finally  broke  his  heart  Giorgione  is  not  haiid^ 
some,  but  it  is  a  sublime  headf  with  such  a  large  • 
intellectual  development,  such  a  profound  expres* 
sion  of  sentiment !  Giorgione  died  of  a  failMess 
mistress,  as  Albert  Durer  died  of  a  scolding  wifb.^ 
By  Paris  Bordone,  of  Trevigi,  there  is  a  head  aS!. 
a  Venetian  lady,  in  a  dress  of  crimson  velvet,  with 
dark  splendid  eyes  which  tell  a  whole  history.    By* 

*  See  a  curious  letter  of  Pirkheimer  on  the  death  of  Albert 
Durer,  quoted  in  the  Foreign  Quarterly  Reyiew,  No.  21.  *'  In 
Albert  I  have  truly  lost  one  of  tiie  best  friends  I  had  in  the 
whole  world,  and  nothing  grieves  me  deeper  than  that  he  should 
have  died  so  painfol  a  death,  which,  under  God's  providence,  I 
can  ascribe  to  nobody  but  his  huswife,  who  gnawed  into  his  very 
heart,  and  so  tormented  him  that  he  departed  henoe  HA  sooner; 
for  he  was  dried  up  to  a  fiigot,  and  might  nowhere  seek  bkn; 
a  Jovial  humor  or  go  to  his  Mends."  (After  much  more,  re- 
flecting on  this  intolerable  woman,  he  concludes  with  edifying 
fiOivet^;)  <^  She  and  her  sister  are  not  queans;  they  are,  I  doubt 
not,  in  the  number  of  honest,  devout,  and  altogethw  €k>d-4Mr- 
ing  women,  but  a  man  might  better  have  a  quean  who  mm 
otherwise  kindly,  than  such  a  gnawing,  suspicious,  quarrdsome, 
good  woman,  with  whom  he  can  have  no  peace  or  quiet  neither 
by  day  nor  by  night." 
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l^^irillo,  there  are  ^igkt  pictures — ^not ,  one  ia  his 
most  elevated  style,  but  all  perfect  miracles  of 
pamtiiig  and  of  nature.  There  are  thirty-tlB*ee 
pifitures  of  Vander  Werff,  a  number  sufficient  to 
make  one's  blood  run  cold.  One,  a  Magdalene,  is 
of  the  size  of  life;  the  only  large '  picture  by  this 
elegant,  elaborate,  soulless  painter  I  ever  saw :  he 
is  to  me  detestable. 

By  Joseph  Vemet  there  are  two  delicious  land- 
scapes, a  morning  and  an  evening.  I  cannot 
farther  particularize ;  but  there  are  specimens  of 
aluMSt  every  known  painter ;  those,  however,  of 
IStian,  Gorreggio,  Julio  Bamano,  and  Nicolo  Pous- 
flftQ,.  are  very  few  and  not  of  a  very  high  class, 
-vrhile  those  of  the  early  German  painters,  and  the 
Butdbt  and  the  Flemish  schools,  are  first-rate. 

There  is  one  English  picture — Wilkie's  "  Open- 
ing of  the  Will : "  it  b  very  much  admired  here, 
and  looked  upon  as  a  sort  of  curiosity.  I  wish  the 
artbts  of  the  two  countries  were  better  known  to 
eaeh  other :  both  would  benefit  by  such  an  inter- 
course. 

At  the  palace  of  Schleissheun  *  there  are  nearly 
two- thousand  pictures :  of  these,  some  hundreds  are 
podtively  bad:  some  hundreds  are  curious  and 
valuable,  as  illustrating  the  history  and  progress 

^  Sehkissheim  is  a  conntry  palace  of  the  king  of  Bayaria,  about 
six  miles  from  Munich ;  it  has  originally  been  a  beautifiil  build- 
ing, but  is  not  now  inhabited,  and  looks  forlorn  and  dilapidated. 
Tkm  pictures  are  distributed,  without  any  attempt  at  arrange- 
ment, through  forty-flye  rooms. 
15 
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of  art;  some  few  are  really  and  intrinsieidl^rtfi^ 
mirable.  t>8 

But  the  grand  attraction  here  is  the  fai^faoi^ 
Boisser^e  Gallery,  which  is  arraziged  at  Schleisa^ 
heim,  until  the  Pinakothek  is  ready  for  its  ree^f 
tion.  This  is  the  collection  about  which  so  wAn^ 
volumes  have  been  written,  and  which  has  excited 
such  a  general  enthusiasm  throughout  G^rmanj^ 
This  enthusiasm,  as  a  fashion,  a  mania,  is  be^nf 
ning  to  subside,  but  the  impress  it  has  left  upon  9f% 
and  the  tone  it  has  given  to  the  pursuit,  tlie  feetiog 
of  art,  will  not  so  soon  pass  away.  The  gattery 
derives  its  name  from  two  brothers,  Sulpitz  aad 
Melchior  Boisser^,*  who,  with  a  friend  (Bertraoii^ 
were  employed  for  many  years  in  collecting  from 
-  various  convents,  and  old  churches,  and  obscmit 
collections  of  family  relics,  the  productions  of  the 
early  painters  of  Germany,  from  William  of  Co- 
logne, called  by  the  Germans  "  Meister  Wilhelm," 
down  to  Albert  Durer  and  Holbein. 

The  productions  of  the  Greek  or  Byzantine 
painters  found  their  way  into  Grermany,  as  into 
Italy,  in  the  thirteenth  century,  and  Wilhelm  o£ 
Cologne  appeared  to  have  been  the  Cimabue  of 
the  north — the  founder  of  that  school  of  paintiflig 
called  the  Byzantine-Niederrheinische,  or  Flemisli 
school,  and  the  precursor  of  Rubens,  as  Cimaba^ 
was  the  precursor  of  Michael  Angelo.  :,  i 

Out  of  this  stiff,  and  rude,  and  barbarous  stylf 

*  Kattres,  I  belfeye,  of  Coiogne. 
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^iArt,  arose  and  spread  the  Alt-Deutsche  or  Grotbic 
school  of  painting,  which  produced  successively^, 
iVan  Eyck,  (1370,)  Hemling,  Wohlgemuth,*  Mai^ 
-titt  Schoen,  Mabuse,  Johan  Schoreel,  Lucas  Kra- 
«acb,  Kulmbach,  Albert  Altorffer,  Hans  Asper, 
;7bhan  von  Mechlem,  Behem,  Albert  Durer,  and 
Ite  two  Holbeins.  I  mention  here  only  those  ar- 
tists whose  pictures  fixed  my  attention  ;  there  are 
many  others,  and  many  pictures  by  unknown 
Authors.  Albert  Durer  was  bom  exactly  one 
liundred  years  after  Van  Eyck. 

The  Boisserde  gallery  contains  about  three  hun- 
di^  and  fifty  pictures ;  but  I  did  not  count  them ; 
amd  no  official  catalogue  has  yet  been  published. 
*^e  subjects  are  generally  sacred  ;  the  figures  are 
heads  of  saints,  and  scenes  from  Scripture.  A  Tew 
are  portraits ;  and  there  are  a  few,  but  very  few, 
subjects  from  profane  history.  The  painters  whose 
works  I  at  once  distinguished  from  all  others,  were 
Van  Eyck,  Johan  Schoreel,  Hemling,  and  Lucas 
Kranach.  I  can  truly  say  that  the  two  pictures  of 
Van  Eyck,  representing  St.  Luke  painting  the 
portrait  of  the  Virgin,  and  the  offering  of  the  three 
k^ngs ;  and  that  of  Johan  Schoreel,  representing 
tiie  death  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  perfectly  amazed 
ttie.  I  remember  also  several  wondrous  heads  by 
isWias  K>anach ;  one  by  Behem,  called,  I  know 
not  why,  "  Helena : "  and  a  picture  of  Christ  and 
ib^  little  children,  differing  from  all  th»  rest   in 

♦  Albert  Dmerwaa  the  seholar  of  Wohlgemuth. 
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style,  with  something  of  the  Italian  grace  of  drair- 
ing,  and  suavity  of  color.  The  artist,  Sedlar,  had 
studied  in  Lombardy,  probably  under  Correggio ; 
(one  of  the  children  certainly  might  call  Correggio 
father.)  The  date  on  this  extraordinary  produc- 
tion is  1530.  Of  the  painter  I  know  nothing.  The 
general  and  striking  faulte,  or  rather  deficiencies 
of  the  old  German  school  of  art,  are  easily  enume- 
rated. The  most  flagrant  violations  of  taste  and 
costume,  *  bad  drawing  of  the  figure  and  extrem- 
ities, faulty  perspective ;  stifi',  hard,  meagre  compo- 
sition, negligence  or  ignorance  of  all  efiect  of 
chiaro-scuro.  But  what,  then,  is  the  secret  of  the 
interest  which  these  old  painters  inspire,  of  the  en- 
thusiasm they  excite,  even  in  these  cultivated  days? 
It  afises  from  a  perception  of  the  mind  they  brought 
to  bear  upon  their  subjects,  the  simplicity  and  in- 
tegrity of  feeling  with  which  they  worked,  and  the 
elaborate  marvellous  beauty  of  the  execution  of 
parts.  I  could  give  no  idea  in  words  of  the  intense 
nature  and  expression  in  some  of  the  heads,  of  the 
grand  feeling  united  to  the  most  finished  delicacy 
in  the  conception  and  painting  of  courUenane€^  of 
the  dazzling  splendor  of  coloring  in  the  draperies, 


*  I  particularly  recollect  a  picture,  containing  many  hundrsd 
figures,  all  painted  with  the  elaborate  finish  of  a  miniature,  aad 
representing  the  rictory  of  Alexander  orer  Darius.  All  the  Per- 
sians are  dressed  like  Turks,  while  Alexander  and  his  host  «re 
armed  to  the  teeth,  in  the  ftiU  costume  of  chivalry,  with  heralfjjc 
banners,  displaying  the  different  devices  of  the  old  Oermanlo 
nobles,  .the  cross,  the  black  eagle,  &c.  &o. 
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Aftd  tbe  ricbneds  of  fancy  in  the  ornaments  and 

'  accessories. 

But  I  do  fear  that  the  just  admh*ation  excited  by 

'  tihis  kind  of  excellence,  and  a  great  deal  of  national 
Enthusiasm,  has  misled  the  modem  German  artists 
to  a  false,  at  least  an  exaggerated  estimate,  and  an 

^  injudicious  imitation,  <^  their  favorite  models.  It 
bas  produced  or  encouraged  that  general  hardness 
of  manner,  that  tendency  to  violent  color,  and  high 
glazy  finish,  which  interfere  too  often  with  '  the 
beauty,  and  feeling,  and  effect  of  their  composi- 
tions, at  least  in  the  eyes  of  those  who  are  ac- 
customed to  the  free  broad  style  of  English  art.* 

♦  The  observations  of  5(fr.  Phillips,  (Lectures  on  the  History 
and  Prineiples  of  Painting,)  on  Giotto,  and  the  earliest  Italian 
school,  apply  in  a  great  measure  to  the  early  Qennan  painters, 
and  I  cannot  reftise  myself  the  pleasure  of  quoting  them. — "  As 
it  appears  to  me,  that  painting  at  the  present  time,  is  swerring 
among  us  firom  the  true  point  of  interest,  tending  to  ornament, 
to  the  loss  of  truth  and  sentiment,  I  think  I  cannot  do  better 
than  endeavor  to  restrain  the  encroachment  of  so  insidious  a  foe, 
to  prevent,  if  possible,  our  advance  in  so  erroneous  and  fetal  a 
course,  by  showing  how  strong  is  the  influence  of  art  where 
truth  and  simplicity  prevail ;  and  that,  where  no  ornament  is  to 
be  found — nay,  where  imperfections  are  numerous ;  where  draw- 
ing is  frequently  defective,  perspective  violated,  coloring  em- 
ployed without  science,  and  chiaro-scuro  rarely,  if  ever  thought 
of.  The  natural  question  then  is,  what  can  excite  so  much  in- 
terest in  pictures,  where  so  much  is  wanting  to  render  them  per- 
fect? I  answer,  that  which  leads  to  the  forgetfiilness  of  the 
want  of  those  Interesting  and  deshuble  qualities  in  the  pictures 
cf  Giotto,  is  the  excitation  caused  by  their  fulness  of  feeUng — 
well-directed,  ardent,  concentrated  feeling !  by  which  his  mind 
was  engaged  in  comprehending  the  points  most  worthy  of  dis- 
play in  the  subject  he  undertook  to  represent,  and  led  to  the 
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Thursday  Evening, — At  the  theatre.     Sehillfei^tf 
*'  Braut  Ton  Messina."    This  was  the  first  time^il 


clearness  and  intelligence  with  which  he  ha«  selected  thtm. ;  MU 
to  this  the  shnpUoity  and  ability  with  which  he  has  diq»]«gg^ 
that  feeling."  •  *  •  "  This  is  the  first  true  step  in  the  natural 
system  of  the  art,  or  of  the  application  of  it,  and  this  was  Giotr 
to's  more  especially.  The  rest  is  xiseftil,  as  It  assists  the  inflvea^ 
of  this,  the  indisptnsaUe.  This,  to  oontiirae  tiie  ^wrci,  tak*^ 
fh>m  the  stage,  (in  a  preTioos  part  of  the  Lecture,)  is  as  Oaix^ 
acting  Macbeth  or  Lear  in  a  tie-wig  and  a  general's  uniform  o^ 
his  day;  the  passion  and  the  character  reaching  men's  heairti^ 
notwithstanding  the  absurd  costume.  If  the  art  be  found  tbtv 
strong  to  attract  the  mind,  to  excite  feeling  and  thought,  aiid|p 
engage  the  heart,  by  the  men  fo'rce  of  unadorned  truth  in  thjs 
important  points,  and  without  the  aid  of  the  valuable  auxiUai^ 
I  hate  above  alluded  to,  is  it  not  manifest  that  in  its  basis  It^'^ 
correct?  and  that  the  utmost  Jsroe  of  faiitorical  paintijus  is  ^»^ 
sought  by  continual  emendation  of  this  system,  maintaining  the 
spirit  of  its  simplicity,  supplying  its  wants,  calling  in  the  aid  of 
those  auxiliaries  within  reasonable  bounds,  not  permitting  thedt 
to  usurp  the  throne  of  taste  and  attraction,  but  rather  requir- 
ing them  to  assist  in  humbler  guise  to  maintain  and  steengtiieii 
the  legitimate  authority  of  feeling." 

After  reading  these  beautiful  passages,  written  by  a  mau  w^ 
unites  the  acute  discriminative  judgment  of  a  prao^Soal  artftit 
with  the  finest  feeling  of  the  ultimate  object  and  aim  of  higli 
poetical  art,  I  felt  almost  tempted  to  expunge  my  own  super- 
ficial and  imperfect  notes,  (above  written,)  and  should  have  done 
so,  but  for  the  hope  that  my  deficiencies  will  induce  some  DM 
more  competent  in  taste  and  knowledge  to  take  up  the  subj^ 
of  the  early .  German  painters.  It  is  certain  that  the  modem 
historical  painters  of  Germany  are  working  on  the  principle  here 
laid  down  by  Mr.  Phillips,  particularly  Overbeck  and  Wach, 
which  ttiey  have  derived  firom  a  study  <^  their  national  sohooLiif 
art;  but  other  enthusiasts  should  remember  that  the  redeeiaitts 
excellence  of  this  school  was  fbeling,  and  that  feeling  can  pe'ver 
be  a  matter  of  mere  imitation.  I  cannot  understand  why  1^ 
omissions  of  ignorance  should  be  oonfbunded  with  the  Vddeve- 
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had  eyer  seen  the  tri^c  chorusses  brought  on  the 
itaffpfin  the  genuine  style  of  the  Greek  drama; 
And  the  deep  sonorous  voice  and  measured  recita- 
Ihmi  (I  could  almost  say  recitative)  of  Eslair,  who 
"Was  at  the  head  of  the  chorus  of  Don  Manuel — 
the  emphatic  lines  being  repeated  or  echoed  by  his 
followers — ^as  well  as  the  peculiar  style  of  the  whole 
fe|n^e8Mitation,  impressed  me  with  a  kind  of  solemn 
terror.  It  was  wholly  different  from  auy  thing  I 
bad  ever  witnessed,  and  was  rather  like  a  poem  de- 
olaimed  on  the  stage,  than  what  we  are  accustomed 
itr  call  a  play.  I  was  fortunate  in  seeing  Madame 
Schroder  in  Donna  Isabella,  for  she  does  not  often 
-f^rform,  and  it  is  one  of  the  finest  parts  of  this 
^raoid  actress.  Don  Manuel  and  Don  Caesar  were 
played  by  Forst  and  Schunke — both  were  young, 
■frory  well  looking,  and  good  actors.  Beatrice  was 
played  by  Mademoiselle  Sholler.  The  costumes 
Were  beautiful,  and  all  the  arrangements  of  the 
stage  contrived  with  the  most  poetical  effect  One 
0cene  in  the  first  act,  where  Donna  Isabella  stands 
between  her  two  sons,  a  hand  on  the  shoulder  of 
,each,  beseeching  them  to  be  reconciled ;  while  they 
ovemain  ulent,  turning  from  each  other  with  folded 
^  imns,  and  dark  averted  faces ; — the  chorusses  drawn 
jip  on  each  side,  all  dressed  alike,  all  precisely  in 

^^lents  of  natite  geidiu,  by  those  for  whom  '*  knowledge  ha49  tin- 
^iteked  her  ample  stores,"  and  to  whom  the  recovery  of  those 
'  *'  rich  spoils  of  time,"  the  antique  marbles,  must  have  revealed 
'*^e  wide  difference  between  "  the  simplicity  of  elegance  "  and 
-  '^^e  simplidty  of  indigence." 
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the  same  attitude,  leaning  on  tlieir  e^elds,  wifii 
lowering  looks  fixed  on  the  group  in  the  centre, 
was  admirably  managed ;  and,  from  the  effect  diafc 
it  produced,  made  me  feel  that  uniformity  may  be 
one  element  of  the  sublime.  Afterwards,  a  very 
lively  soiree. 

*  *  * 

Friday. — 'The  Hofgsrten  at  Munich  is  a  squar^ 
planted  .with  trees,  and  gravelled,  and  serving  as  a 
public  promenade.  On  one  side  is  the  royal  pal- 
ace; opposite  to  it,  the  picture  gallery;  on  the 
east,  the  king's  riding  house,  and  on  the  west,  a  long 
arcade,  open  towards  the  garden  which  connects  the 
palace  and  the  {Hcture  gallery ;  under  this  arcade 
are  shops,  cafi^s,  restaurateurs,  &c.  asin  the  PcUaiis 
Royal  at  Paris. 

But  what  distinguishes  this  arcade  from  all  others, 
is  the  peculiar  style  of  decoration.  It  is  painted  in 
fresco  by  the  young  artists  who  studied  under  Cor- 
nelius. There  is,  first,  a  series  of  sixteen  compart- 
ments, about  eleven  feet  in  length,  containing  sub- 
jects from  the  histcwy  of  Bavaria.  They  are  all  by 
various  artists,  and  of  course  of  different  degrees  of 
merit,  generally  better  in  the  composition  than  the 
painting,  but  some  have  great  vigcw  and  animation 
in  both  respects. 

For  instance,  Otho  von  Wittelsbach  receiving 
from  the  emperor,  Frederic  Barbarossa,  the  inves- 
titure of  the  dukedom  of  Bavaria  in  1180,  painted 
by  Zimmermann. 

The  marriage  of  Otho  the  Illustrious,  to  Agnes, 
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feountess  Palatine  of  tJie  Rliine,  in  1225,  painted 
by  my  friend,  Wilhelm  Rockel,  of  Schleissheim,  to 
"wliom  I  am  indebted  for  many  polite  attentions. 

The  engagement  between  Louis  the  Severe,  of 
"Bavaria,  and  the  fierce  fiery  Ottocar,  king  of  Bo- 
hemia, upon  the  bridge  at  Miihldorf,in  1268,  paint- 
ed by  Stunner  of  Berlin.  This  is  very  animated 
and  terrific.  I  think  the  artist  had  Rubens*8  defeat 
of  the  Amazons  full  in  his  mind. 

The  victory  of  the  emperor,  Louis  of  Bavaria, 
over  Frederic  of  Austria,  his  competitor  for  the 
empire  in  1322,  painted  by  Hermann  of  Dresden. 

The  storming  of  Grodesberg,  when  the  unfortu- 
nate Archbishop  Gerard,  and  Agnes  of  Mansfield 
liad  taken  refuge  there  in  1683,*  painted  by  Gas- 
sen  of  Coblentz. 

•  Maximilian  L  in  1628,  inve8te<l  ^^^  the  forfeit 
electorate  of  the  Palatine  Frederic  V.f  painted  by 
Eberle  of  Dusteeldorf. 

Maximilian  Joseph  I.  :&ther  of  the  present  king, 
bestowing  on  his  people  a  new  constitution  and 
representative  government  in  1818,  painted  by 
*Monten  of  DusseWorf. 

These  have  dwelt  on  my  memory.  Over  all  the 
pictures,  the  name  of  the  subject  and  the  date  are 
inscribed  in  large  gold  letters,  so  that  those  who 
%alk  may  read.  The  costumes  and  manners  of 
eacb  epoch  have  been  attended  to  with  the  most 
'Scmpulons  accuracy ;  and  I  see  every  day  groups 
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of  soldiers,  and  of  the  common  people,  i^&  tkcifr 
children,  standing  before  these  paintings,  spri^^ 
the  titles,  and  discusang  the  Tarious  subjects  repi^ 
sented.  The  further  end  of  the  arcade  is  paantell 
with  a  series  of  Italian  scenes,  selected  by  the  k^l% 
after  his  return  from  Italy,  and  executed  by  Bdtt^ 
mann  of  Heidelberg,,  a  young  landscape-pain<»i*>^ 
great  merit,  as  De  Elenze  assures  me,  and  he  -is  a 
judge  of  genius.  Under  each  picture  is  a  distieb, 
composed  by  the  king  himself.  These  are  in  ^di^- 
temper,  I  believe :  freely,  but  rather  hastily  e^ks- 
cuted,  and  cold  and  inefiecttve  in  coLcar,  pei^i^ 
tlie  &ult  of  the  vehicle.  The  ceilings'  and  pSHam 
are  also  gaily  painted  with  arabesques,  and  oib«r 
ornaments ;  and  at  the  upper  end  there  is  a  gvaAMl 
seated  figure,  looking  magnificent  and  contempla- 
tive, and  calling  herself  Bavaria.  Hiis  is  wett 
painted  by  Kaulbach.  <  > 

I  walk  through  these  arcades  once  or  twice  evei«f 
day,  as  I  have  several  friends  lodged  over  theo^^ 
and  can  seldom  arrive  at  the  end  without  pauaii^ 
two  or  three  times.  *^ 

I  learn  that  the  king's  passion  for  building,  and 
l^e  forced  encouragement  given  to  the  enlargeMeat 
and  decoration  of  his  capital,  has  been  carried  t6 
an  excess,  and,  like  aU  extremes,  has  proved  mSH^ 
chievous,  at  least  for  the  time.  He  has  rendereii^l 
too  much  a  fashion  among  his  subjects,  who  are  siif^ 
fering  from  rash  speculations  of  this  kind.  Many 
beautiful  edifices  in  the  Ludwig's  Strasse,  and  the 
neighborhood  of  the  Maximilian's  Platz,  and  the 
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JS^^^Hae'^  PlatZy  remidn  untenanted.  A  suite  o£ 
^^eaudful  unfurnished  apartments,  and  even  a  pret- 
^  house  in  the  finest  part  of  Munich  may  be  had 
fgr  a  trifle.  Some  of  these  new  houses  are  enor- 
^Q^s.  Madame  M.  told  me  that  she  has  her  whole 
.^f^blishment  on  one  flo<n*,  but  then  she  has  twenty- 
iUu^ee  rooms. 

£  Jliough  the  country  round  Munich  is  flat  and 
,Hgly^  *  ^ew  hours'  journey  brings  us  into  the  very 
j^st  of  the  Tyrolian  Alps.  In  Julie  or  July  all 
-the*  people  fly  to  the  mountains,  and  baths,  and 
J^e$  in  South  Bavaria,  and  rusticate  among  the 
.most  glorious  scenery  in  the  world.  "  Come  to  us," 
•^aid  my  friend,  Luise  K — ;  "come  to  us  in  the 
d«»[mier  moa^s,  and  toe  will  play  at  Arcadia" 

Asd  truly,  when  I  listened  to  her  description  of 
J^  mountain  life,  and  all  its  tranquil,  primitive 
pleasures,  and  all  the  beauty  and  grandeur  which 
Ue-  beyond  that  giant-barrier  which  lifls  itself 
^against  the  evening  sky,  and  when  I  looked  into 
those  clear  affectionate  eyes — "dieser  Blick  voU 
Treu  und  Gute,**  and  beheld  the  expression  of  a 
$^tded  happiness,  the  light  of  a  heart  at  peace  with 
itself  and  all  the  world,  reflected  on  the  counte- 
panees  of  her  children — a  recollection  of  the  un- 
<|QJ^t  destiny  which  drives  me  in  an  opposite  direc- 
lion  came  over  me — 

Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss;  but  I  am  bound 
V .     •   Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  which  mine  own  tears 
\ .   .Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

-.nTneiday^ — ^M.  de  Klenze  called  this  morning  and 
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conducted  me  over  ttie  whole  of  the  new  palace. 
The  design,  when  completed,  will  form  a  vast  quM 
rangle.  It  was  begun  about  seven  years  ago ;  a^i 
as  only  a  certain  sum  is  set  apart  every  year  foPthd 
works,  it  will  probably  be  seven  years  more  befbiq 
the  portion  now  in  progress,  which  is  the^outh  side 
of  the  quadrangle,  can  be  completed. 

Th^  exterior  oi  the  building  is  plain,  but  had«a 
air  of  grandeur  even  from  its  simplicity  and  taua 
fornrity.  It  reminds  me  of  Sir  Philip  Sydney\l 
beautiful  description — "  A  house  built  of  feir  and 
strong  stone ;  not  affecting  so  much  any  extraov* 
dinary  kind  of  fineness,  as  an  honorable  repressei* 
ing  of  a  firm  stateliness ;  all  more  lasting  thdn 
beautiful,  but  that  the  consideration  of  the  exceed; 
ing  lastingness  made  the  eye  believe  it  was  exdeed-^ 
ing  beautiful." 

When  a  selfish  despot  designs  a  palace,  it  is  for 
himself  he  builds.  He  thinks  first  of  his  own  pftfr- 
sonal  tastes  and  peculiar  habits,  and  the  arrange- 
ments are  contrived  to  suit  his  exchiave  propena* 
ties.  Thus,  for  Nero's  overwhelming  pride,  n6 
space,  no  height,  could  suffice ;  so  he  built  his 
"golden  house"  upon  a  scale  which  obliged  k| 
next  possessor  to  pull  it  to  pieces,  as  only  ^t  td 
lodge  a  colossus.  George  the  Fourth  had  a  predii 
lection  for  low  ceilings,  so  all  the  future  inhabitants 
of  the  Pimlico  palace  must  endure  sufibcation ;  iirid 
as  his  majesty  did  not  live  on  good  terms  with  hiA 
wife,  no  accommodation  was  prepared  for  a  future 
queen  of  England. 
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. '  Hie  oommands  which  the  king  of  Bavaria  gave 
Sie  Klenze  were  in  a  different  spirit  <^  Build  me 
4  palace,  in  which  nothing  within  or  without  shall 
be  of  transient  fashion  or  interest ;  a  palace  for  my 
posterity,  and  my  people,  as  well  as  myself;  of 
vOuch  the  decorations  shidl  be  durable  as  well  as 
splendid,  and  shall  appear  one  or  two  centuries 
hence  as  pleasing  to  the  eye  and  taste  as  they  do 
aow.*'  **Upon  this  principle,"  said  Be  Klenze, 
k>ddng  round,  **  I  designed  what  you  now  see/' 

On  the  first  floor  are  the  apartments  of  the  king 
and  queen,  all  facing  the  south:  a  parallel  range  of 
apartments  behind,  contains  accommodation  for  the 
Attendants,  ladies  of  honor,  chamberlains,  &c. ;  a 
grand  staircase  on  the  east  leads  to  the  apartments 
<tf  the  king,  another  on  the  west  to  those  of  the 
queen ;  the  two  suites  of  apartments  uniting  in  the 
centre,  where  the  private  and  sleeping  rooms  com- 
municate with  each  other.  All  the  chambers  allot- 
ted to  the  king's  use  are  painted  with  subjects  from 
the  Greek  poets,  and  those  of  the  queen  from  the 
German  poets. 

We  began  with  the  king's  apartments.  The  ap- 
proach to  the  staircase  I  did  not  quite  understand, 
Ibr  it  appears  small  and  narrow ;  but  this  part  of 
the  building  is  evidently  incomplete. 
.  The  staircase  is  beautiful,  but  simple,  consisting 
{)f  a  flight  of  wide  broad  steps  of  the  native  mar- 
ble ;  there  is  no  gilding ;  the  ornaments  on  the 
oeUing  represent  the  different  arts  and  manufac- 
tures carried  on  in  Bavaria.     Over  the  door  which 


d  by  Google 


^S8  SKKTOHES  OF  ART, 

Opens  into  the  apartments  is  the  king's  fiiotCbitt 
gold  letters,  Gerecht  und  Behakrlich — J^ 
and  Firm.  Two  Caryatides  su^ort  the  entrsmc^t 
on  one  side  the  statue  of  Astrea,  and  on  the  o&s^f 
the  Greek  Victory  without  wings — ^the  first  express- 
ing justice,  the  last  firmness  or  constancy.  TheW 
figures  are  colossal,  and  modelled  by  Schwaniha^ 
in  a  grand  and  severe  style  of  art. 

I.  The  first  antechamber  is  decorated  with  gi«K{t 
simplicity.  On  the  cornice  round  the  top  is  repk«^ 
sented  the  history  of  Orpheus  and  the  expeditidd 
of  the  Argonauts,  £rom  Linus,  the  earliest  Gne^ 
poet  The  figures  are  in  outline,  shaded  in  browi^ 
but  without  relief  or  color,  exactly  like  t^ose  on. 
the  Etruscan  vases.  The  walls  are  dtuceoed  in 
imitation  of  marble. 

II.  The  second  antechamber  is  less  simple  in  its 
decoration.  The  Meze  round  the  top  is  broader, 
(about  three  feet,)  and  represents  the  Theogony, 
the  wars  of  the  Titans,  &c.  from  Hesiod.  The'  fig- 
ures are  in  outline,  and  tinted,  but  without  relief 
in  the  manner  of  some  of  the  ancient  Greek  paint^ 
ings  on  vases,  tombs,  &c.  The  effect  is  very  clas^ 
cal,  and  very  singular.  Schwanthaler,  by  wfaom^ 
these  decorations  were  designed,  has  disf^ayed  all'' 
the  learning  of  a  profound  and  accomplished  sehtil^ 
ar,  as  well  as  the  skill  of  an  artist  In  general^ 
feeling  land  style  they  reminded  me  of  Flaxmafil^ 
outlines  to  iBschylus.  '^^ 

The  walls  of  this  room  are  also  stuccoed  in  infi^^ 
tation  of  marble,  with  compartments,  in  whioh  aiti 
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^[HT^sented,  in  the  same  style,  other  subjects  from 
^  "  Weeks  and  Days,"  and  the  "Birth  of  Pan- 
<4pTa/'    The  oraiunents  are  in  the  oldest  Greek 

HL  A  saloon,  or  reception  room,  for  those  who 
99re  to  be  presented  to  the  king.  .  On  this  room, 
li^icb  is  in  a  manner  public,  the  utmost  luxury  of 
decoration  is  to  be  expended ;  but  it  is  yet  unfin- 
pUmd.  The  subjects  are  from  Homer.  In  com- 
partments on  the  ceiling  are  represented  the  gods, 
of  Greece;  the  gorgeous  ornaments  with  which 
tjiey  are  intermixed  being  all  in  the  Greek  style. 
Bound  ihe  frieze,  at  llie  top  of  the  room,  the  sub- 
jei^ts  are  taken  from  the  four  Homeric  hymns.  The 
-^aUs  will  be  painted  from  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey, 
in  compartments,  mingled  with  the  richest  ara- 
besques. The  effect  of  that  part  of  the  room 
which  is  finished  is  indescribably  splendid;  but  I 
cannot  pause  to  dwell  upon  minutiae. 

IV.  The  throne-room.  The  decorations  of  this 
room  combine,  in  an  extraordinary  degree,  the 
utmost  splendor  and  the  utmost  elegance.  The 
whole  is  adorned  with  bass-reliefs  in  white  stucco, 
liaised  upon  a  grcmnd  of  dead  gold.  The  composi- 
Ijpns  are  from  Pindar.  Round  the  frieze  are  the 
gfMnes  of  Greece,  the  chariot  and  foot-race,  the 
llQrse^race,  the  wrestlers,  the  cestus,  &c.  Immedi- 
ately over  the  throne,  Pindar,  singing  to  his  lyre, 
before  the  judges  of  the  Olympic  games.  On  each 
sifie  a  comic  and  a  tragic  poet  receiving  a  prize. 
Xhg  exceeding  lightness  and  grace,  the  various 
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i&tncy,  the  purity  of  style,  the  vigor  of  Ufe  ai^ 
moyement  displayed  here,  all  prove  that  Schwi^^ 
thaler  has  drank  deep  of  classical  inspiration,  aQ4 
that  he  has  not  looked  upon  the  frieze  of  the  T^a^ 
thenon  in  vain.  The  subjects  on  the  walls  ar§ 
various  groups  from  the  same  poet ;  over  the  throne 
is  the  king's  motto,  and  on  each  side,  Alcides  an4 
Achilles ;  the  history  of  Jason  and  Medea,  Castor 
and  Pollux,  Deucalion  and  Pyrrha,  &c.  occ\ip][ 
compartments,  differing  in  form  and  size.  The 
decoration  of  this  magnificent  room  appeared  to  jan^ 
a  little  too  much  broken  up  into  parts — and  yet,  g^ 
the  whole,  it  is  most  beautiful ;  the  Graces  as  we0 
as  the  Muses  presided  over  the  whole  of  thesQ 
*^  fancies,  chaste  and  noble ; "  and  there  is  excel- 
lent taste  in  the  choice  of  the  poet,  and  the  sut^ 
jects  selected,  as  harmonizing  with  the  destination 
of  the  room:  all  are  expressive  of  power,  of 
triumph,  of  moral  or  physical  greatness.*  The 
walls  are  of  dead  gold,  from  the  floor  to  the  ceil^ 
ing,  and  the  gilding  of  this  room  alone  cost  72,000 
florins. 

Y.  A  saloon,  or  antechamber.  The  ceiling  ai^ 
walls  admirably  painted,  from  the  tragedies  <^. 
-^schylus.  f, 

VI.  The  king's  study,  or  cabinet  de  travsdL    CRji© 

*  In  the  throne-room  at  the  Buckingham  Palace  the  idea  ft 
grandeur  is  suggested  by  a  vile  heraldic  crown,  stuck  on  the 
capitals  of  the  columns.  GonceiTe  the  flagrant,*  the  tulgt^ 
barbarity  of  taste !  !  It  cannot  surely  be  attributed  to  tb^ 
architect? 
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MibjectB  from  Sophocles,  equally  classical  in  taste, 
and  rich  in  color  and  effect.  In  the  arch  at  one 
end  of  this  room  are  seven  compartments,  in  which 
are  inscribed  in  gold  letters,  the  sayings  of  the 
seven  Greek  sages. 

Schwanthaler  furnished  the  outlines  of  the  com- 
positions from  ^schylus  and  Sophocles,  which  are 
execute#in  colors  by  Wilhelm  Rockel  of  Schleiss- 
heim. 

Vn.  The  king's  dressing-room.  The  subjects 
from  Aristophanes,  painted  by  Hiltensberger  of 
Suabia,  certainly  one  of  the  best  painters  here. 
Hiere  is  exquisite  fantastic  grace  and  spirit  in 
^ese  designs. 

"  It  was  fit,"  said  de  Klenze,  "  that  the  first  ob- 
jects which  his  majesty  looked  upon  on  rising  from 
his  bed  should  be  gay  and  mirth-inspiring." 

VIH.  The  king^s  bedroom.  The  subjects  from 
Theocritus,  by  different  painters,  but  principally 
Professor  Heinrich  Hess  and  Bruchmann.  This 
room  pleased  me  least 

No  description  could  give  an  adequate  idea  of 
the  endless  variety,  and  graceful  and  luxuriant 
ornament  harmonizing  with  the  various  subjects, 
and  the  purpose  of  each  room,  and  lavished  on  the 
walls  and  ceilings,  even  to  infinitude.  The  general 
style  is  very  properly  borrowed  from  the  Greek 
decorations  at  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii ;  not  ser- 
vilely copied,  but  \aried  with  an  exhaustless  prod- 
igality of  fancy  and  invention,  and  applied  with 
exquisite  taste.  The  combination  of  the  gayest, 
16 
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brightest  colors  has  been  studied  with  CBjce,  their 
proportion  and  approximation  calculated  on  scieof 
tific  principles ;  so  that  the  result,  instead  o£  being 
gaudy  and  perplexing  to  the  eye,  is  an  effect  thfi 
most  captivating,  brilliant,  and  harmonicHis  that  can 
be  conceived. 

The  material  used  is  the  encaustic  paintings 
which  has  been  revived  by  M.  de  Kledie.  He 
spent  four  months  at  Naples  an^alyzing  the  co1kh*8 
used  in  the  encaustic  paintings  at  Herculaneum 
and  Pompeii,  and  by  innumerable  experiments 
reducing  the  process  to  safe  practice*  Professor 
Zimmermann  explained  to  me  the  other  day,  as  I 
stood  beside  him  while  he  worked,  the  general 
principle,  and  the  advantages,  of  this  style.  It 
is  much  more  rapid  them  oil  painting;  it  is  also 
much  less  expensive,  requiring  both  cheaper  man 
terials  and  in  smaller  quantity.  It  dries  more 
quickly :  the  surface  is  not  so  glazy  and  unequal, 
requiring  no  particular  light  to  be  seen  to  advai^ 
tage.  The  colors  are  wonderfully  bright:  it  is 
capable  of  as  high  a  finish,  and  it  is  quite  as  durable 
as  oils.  Both  mineral  and  vegetable  colors  can  be 
used. 

Now  to  return.  The  king's  bedchamber  opena 
into  the  queen's  apartments,  but  to  'U^e  these  in 
order  we  must  begin  at  the  beginning.  The  stair- 
case, which  is  still  unfinished,  will  be  in  a  much 
richer  style  of  architecture  than  that  on  the  king's 
side:  it  is  sustained  with  beautifiil  columns  of 
native  marble. 
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I.  Antechamber ;  painted  from  the  history  and 
poems  of  Walther  von  der  Vogelweide,  by  Gassen 
of  Coblentz,  a  young  painter  of  distinguished 
ttierit 

Walther  "of  the  bird-meadow,"  for  that  is  the 
literal  signification  of  his  name,  was  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  of  the  early  Suabian  Minnesingers,* 
and  appears  to  have  lived  from  11^  to  1240.  He 
led  a  wamdering  life,  and  was  at  different  times  in 
^  service  of  several  princes  of  Germany.  He 
figured  at  the  famous  "  strife  of  poets,"  at  the  castle 
of  Wartsburg,  which  took  place  in  1207,  in  pres- 
ence of  Hermann,  landgrave  of  Thuringia  and  the 
landgravine  Sophia ;  this  is  one  of  the  most  cele- 
brated incidents  in  the  history  of  German  poetry. 
He  also  accompanied  Leopold  VH.  to  the  Holy 
Land.  His  songs  are  warlike,  patriotic,  moral,  and 
religious.  "  Of  love  he  has  always  the  highest  con- 
ception, as  of  a  principle  of  action,  a  virtue,  a  re- 
ligious affection  ;  and  in  his  estimation  of  female 
excellence,  he  is  below  none  of  his  contempora- 
ries." f 

Li  the  centre  of  the  ceiling  is  represented  the 
poetical  contest  at  Wartsburg,  and  Walther  is  re- 
citing his  verses  in  presence  of  his  rivals  and  the 


*  There  is  a  very  pretty  little  edition  of  his  lyrical  poems,  ren- 
dered into  the  modem  German  by  Earl  Simrock,  and  published 
fti  Berlin  in  1838. 

t  See  a  very  interesting  account  of  Walther  von  der  Vogel- 
weide, with  translations  of  some  of  his  poems  in  "  The  Lays  of 
the  Minnesingers,"  published  in  1826. 
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assembled  judges.  At  the  upper  end  of  the  rppn^ 
Walther  is  exhibited  exactly  as  he  describes  hijoir 
self  in  one  of  his  pnncipal  poems,  seated  on  a 
high  rock  in  a  melancholy  attitude,  leaning  on  his 
elbow,  and  contemplating  the  troubles  of  his  deso;; 
late  country ;  in  the  opposite  arch,  the  old  poet  is 
represented  as  feeding  the  little  birds  which  are 
fluttering  round  him — ^in  allusion  to  his  will,  whicK 
directed  that  the  birds  should  be  fed  yearly  upop 
his  tomb.  Another  compartment  represents  AVal- 
ther  showing  to  his  Geliebte  (his  mistress)  tl^e 
reflection  of  her  own  lovely  face  in  his  polished 
shield.  There  are  other  subjects  which  I  cannot 
recall.  The  figures  in  all  these  groups  are  the  size 
of  Ufe. 

II.  The  next  room  is  painted  from  the  poems  of 
Wolfram  of  Esctenbach,  another,  and  one  of  th^ 
most  fertile  of  the  old  Minnesingers ;  he  also  was, 
present  at  the  contest  at  Wartsburg,  "  and  wandered 
from  castle  to  castle  like  a  true  courteous  knight, 
dividing  his  time  between  feats  of  arms  and  min- 
strelsy." He  versified,  in  the  Grerman  tongue,  the 
romance  of  the  "  Saint-Greal,"  making  it  an  original 
production,  and  the  central  point,  if  the  expression, 
may  be  allowed,  of  an  innimierable  variety  of  ad- 
ventures, which  he  has  combined,  like  Ariosto,  in 
artful  perplexity,  in  the  poems  of  Percivsd  and  TS-* 
turel.  *  These  adventures  furnish  the  subjects  of, 
the  paintings  on  the  ceiling  and  walls,  which  are 

*  See  a  very  learned  and  well-written  article  on  the  anci9nt 
Qerman  and  northern  poetry  in  the  Edinburgh  BeTiew,  toI.  26. 
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6*xecuted  by  Hermann  of  Dresden,  one  of  the  most 
disfinguished  of  the  pupils  of  ComeKus. 
^'  The  ornaments  in  these  two  rooms,  which  are 
Exceedingly  rich  and  appropriate,  are  in  the  old 
^othic  style,  and  reminded  me  of  the  illuminations 
in  die  ancient  MSS. 

HI.  A  saloon  (salon  de  service)  appropriated 
io  the  ladies  in  wdting  :  painted  from  the  ballads 
of  Burger,  by  Foltz  of  Bingen.  The  ceiling  of  this 
room  is  perfectly  exquisite — ^it  is  formed  entirely 
of  small  rosettes,  (about  a  foot  in  diameter,)  vary- 
ing in  form,  and  combining  every  hue  of  the  rain- 
bow— the  delicacy  and  harmony  of  the  entire  effect 
is  quite  indescribable.  The  rest  of  the  decorations 
are  not  finished,  but  the  choice  of  the  poet  and  the 
subjects,  considering  the  destination  of  the  room, 
delighted  me.  The  fate  of  "  Lenora,**  and  that  of 
the  "  Curate's  Daughter,"  will  be  edifying  subjects 
of  contemplation  for  the  maids  of  honor. 

IV.  The  throne-room.  Magnificent  in  the  gen- 
eral effect ;  elegant  and  appropriate  in  the  design. 

On  the  ceiling,  which  is  richly  ornamented,  are 
four  medallions,  exhibiting,  under  the  effigies  of 
four  admirable  women,  the  four  feminine  cardinal 
virtues.  Constancy  is  represented  by  Maria  The- 
resa ;  maternal  love,  by  Cornelia ;  charity,  by  St. 
Elizabeth,  (the  Margravine  of  Thuringia;*)  and 
filial  tenderness,  by  Julia  Pia  Alpinula. 

^  *  The  legend  of  this  charming  saint,  one  of  the  most  popular 
in  Germany,  is  but  little  known  among  us.  She  was  the  wife  of 
a  margrave  of  Thuringia,  who  was  a  fierce,  aTaricious  man,  while 
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And  there — 0  sweet  and  sacred  be  the  name ! 

Julia,  the  daughter,  the  devoted,  gave 
Her  youth  to  Heaven ;  her  heart  beneath  a  claim 

Nearest  to  Heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  grave.      - 1 

Lord  Byrqn* 

"I  always  avoid  emblematical  and  allegorical 
figures,  wherever  it  is  possible,  for  they  are  coM 
and  arbitrary,  and  do  not  speak  to  the  heart ! " 
said  M.  de  Klenze,  perceiving  how  much  I  was 
charmed  with  the  idea  of  thus  personifying  thb 
womanly  virtues. 

The  paintings  round  the  room  are  from  the 
poems  of  Klopstock,  and  executed  by  Wilhelm 
Eaulbach,  an  excellent  artist.  Only  tbe  frieze  is 
finished.  It  consists  of  a  series  of  twelve  compart- 
ments: three  on  each  side  of  the  room,  and  divided 
from  each  other  by  two  boys  of  cdossal    size, 

she  herself  was  all  made  up  of  tendemeM  and  nelthig  pity.  8bt 
lived  with  her  husband  in  his  castle  on  the  Wartsburg,  and  mm 
accustomed  to  go  out  every  morning  to  distribute  alms  among 
tbe  poor  of  the  valley ;  her  husband,  Jealous  and  covetous,  for- 
bade her  thus  to  exercise  her  bounty ;  but  as  die  regarded  her 
duty  to  Ood  and  the  poor,  even  as  paramount  to  conjugal  obe*' 
dience,  she  secretly  continued  her  charitable  ofilces.  Her  huS" 
band  encountered  her  one  morning  at  sunrise,  as  she  was  leav- 
ing the  castle  with  a  covered  badcet  containing  meat,  bread,  aiitf 
wine,  for  a  starving  fiEunily.  He  demanded,  angrily,  what  i^ 
had  in  her  basket !  Elizabeth,  trembling,  not  for  herseU^  bo^ 
for  her  wretched  protegees,  replied,  with  a  fidtering  voice,  that 
she  had  been  gathering  roses  in  the  garden.  The  fleroe  chieftain, 
not  believing  her,  snatched  off  the  napkin,  and  Elisabeth  ftU  mi 
her  knee^.— But,  behold,  a  miracle  had  been  q»erated  ia  h$f 
fiivor !— Tbe  basket  was  fiiU  of  roses,  fresh  gattiered,  and  wet 
with  dew. 
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grouped  as  Caryatides,  and*  in  very  high  relief. 
These  compartments  represent  the  various  scenes 
oi  the  Herman-Schlacht ;  the  sacrifices  of  the 
Druids ;  the  adieus  of  the  women ;  the  departure 
of  the  warriors;  the  fight  with  Varus;  the  vio- 
^Qiy ;  the  return  of  Herman  to  his  wif<&  Thusnel- 
^&c. 

<'  Herman,  or,  as  the  Boman  historians  call  him, 
Anninius,  was  a  chieftain  of  the  Cheruscans,  a 
tribe  of  northern  Germany.  After  serving  in  Uly- 
ria,  and  there  learning  the  Roman  arts  of  warfare, 
he  came  back  .to  his  native  country,  and  ibnght 
9uccei8fully  for  its  independence.  He  defeated, 
beside  a  defile  near  Detmold,  in  Westphalia,  the 
Boman  legions  under  the  command  of  Varus,  with 
a  slaughter  so  mortifying,  that  the  proconsul  is  said 
to  have  killed  himself,  and  Augustus  to  have  re- 
ceived the  news  of  the  catastrophe  with  indecorous 
expressions  of  grief.  It  is  this  defeat  of  Varus 
which  forms  the  theme  of  one  of  Elopstock's  choruih 
dramas,  entitled,  «*  The  Battle  of  Herman."  The 
dialogue  is  concise  and  picturesque ;  the  characters 
various,  consistent,  and  energetic ;  a  lofty  colossal 
frame  of  being  belongs  to  them  all,  as  in  the  paint- 
ings of  Caravaggia  To  Herman,  the  disinterested 
aealot  of  patriotism  and  independence,  a  preference 
of  importance  is  wisely  given ;  yet,  perhaps,  his 
wife  Thusnelda  acts  more  strongly  on  th^  sympathy 
l^  the  enthusiastic  veneration  and  affection  she 
displays  for  her  hero-consort.* 

•  Sm  Taylor's  "  mstorio  Surv©j  of  Gennftn  Poetry.»'   Heimav 
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V.  Saloon,  or  dr&wing-rootn.  The  pa^^«^ 
from  Wieland,  by  Eugene  Neurather,  (ali«^iidj? 
known  in  England  by  his  beautiful  arabesque  Ulti^ 
trations  of  Goethe's  ballads.)  The  frieze  only^ 
this  room,  which  is  fr^m  the  Oberon,  is  in  progreaSf 

YI.  The  queen's  bedroom.  The  paintings  frc«tf 
Goethe,  and  chiefly  by  Eaulbach.  Tlie  ceiHngt  Ji^ 
exquisite,  representing  in  compartments  VMiOta]^ 
scenes  fr^om  Groetiie's  principal  lyrics ;  the  Heitnbi 
and  Dorothea;  Pausias  and  Glycera,'&c.,  intfetf^ 
mixed  with  the  most  rich  an4  jelegimt  ornament^^ 
relief.  '^£- 

Vil.  The  queen's  study,  or  priyate  sitting^^roOttS 
A  small  but  yery  beautiful  room,  with  psdnting^ 
fix)m  Schiller,  principally  by  Lindenschmidt  •  df 
Mayence.  On  the  ceiHng  are  ^x)ups  fr(rai  ^e 
Wallenstein ;  the  Maid  of  Orleans ;  the  Bride  4Sit 
Corinth ;  Wilhelm  Tell :  and  on  the  walls,  in  coifr- 
partments,  mingled  with  the  most  elegant  oma^' 
ments,  scenes  from  the  Fridolin,  tlie  Toggenburg, 
the  Dragon  of  Ehodes,  and  other  of  his  Ijrrics. 

Vm.  The  queen's  library.  As  the  walls  wiU  be 
covered  with  book-cases,  all  the  8plend(»-  of  deco- 
ration is  lavished  on  the  ceiling,  which  is  inexpres^ 
sibly  rich  and  elegant  The  paintings  are  from  'Ili§' 
works  of  Ludwig  Tieck — ^from  the  Octavianus,  tijip 
Genoneva,  Fortunatus,  the  Puss  in  Boots,  &c.,  «i*' 
executed  by  Von  Schwind.  ^  i* 

The  dining-room  is  magnificently  pidnted  w^' 

waB  afterwards  murdered  by  a  band  of  oonspiratom,  and  Huoff: 
nelda,  on  learning  the  &te  of  her  husband,  died  brokenhearted. 
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^idnleets  from  Anacreon,  intermixed  with  oma- 
W^^^  and  bacchanalian  symbols,  all  in  the  richest 
C9k)ring.  In  the  compartments  on  the  ceiling,  the 
^giires  are  the  size  of  life — ^in  those  round  the 
i^EiUls,  half-life  size.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  luxu- 
riant &nc7,  the  gaiety,  the  classical  elegance,  and 
asienify  of  some  of  these  groups.  They  are  all  by 
!^ofesaor  Zimmermann. 

x,.One  of  these  piuntings,  a  group  representing,  I 
think)  Anacreon  with  the  Graces,  (it  is  at  the  east 
^i|d  of  the  room,)  is  usually  pointed  out  as  an  ex- 
ample of  the  perfection  to  which  the  encaustic 
l^liAtang  has  been  carried  :  in  fact,  it  wcmld  be  dif- 
$c^  to  exceed  it  in  the  mingled  harmony,  purity, 
^d  brilliance  of  the  coloring.  • 

i,.M.  Zimm^mann  told  me  that  when  he  submitted 
ti>e  cartoons  for  these  paintings  to  the  king's  ap- 
pixibation,  his  majesty  desired  a  slight  alteration 
ia  be  made  in  a  group  representing  a  nymph  em- 
braced by  a  bacchanal;  not  as  being  in  itself  faulty, 
but  "4  cause  de  ses  enfans,"  his  eldest  daughters  be- 
ing accustomed  to  dine  with  himself  and  the  queen. 
Now  it  must  be  remembered  that  these  seven- 
•  teen  rooms  form  the  domestic  s^artments  of  the 
i^al  family;  and  magnificent  as  they  are,  a  certain 
elegance,  cheerfulness,  and  propriety  has  been 
Biore  consulted  than  parade  and  grandeur :  but  on 
the  ground-floor  there  is  a  suite  of  state  apartments, 
piTepared  for  the  reception  of  strangers,  &c.,  on 
great  and  festive  occasions ;  and  these  excited  my 
adtknration  more  than  all  the  rest  together. 
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The  pauntings  are  entirely  executed  in  fresco,  on 
a  grand  scale,  by  Julius  Schnorr  Ton  Carolsfeld^ 
certainly  one  o£  the  greatest  living  artists  of  Eo* 
rope :  and  these  four  rooms  "will  form,  when  ooibh 
pleted,  the  very  triumph  of  the  romantic  sohoc^  ci 
painting.  It  is  not  alone  the  invention  displayed 
in  the  composition,  nor  the  laigeness,  boldness,  and 
freedom  of  the  drawing,  nor  die  vigor  and  splendor 
of  the  c<doring ;  it  is  the  enthusiastic  sympadiy  of 
the  painter  with  his  subject ;  the  genuine  ^irit  «£ 
the  old  heroic,  or  rather  Teutonic  ages  a£  GremuH 
ny,  breathed  through  and  over  his  singular  crei^ 
tions,  which  so  peculiarly  distinguish  them.  Theji^ 
are  the  very  antipodes  of  all  our  *nodons  of  the 
classical — they  take  us  back  to  the  days  of  GotiiM 
romance,  and  legendary  lore — ^to  the  "  fiery  FrankB 
and  furious  Huns  " — to  the  heroes,  in  ^ort,  erf  the 
Nibelungen  Lied,  from  which  all  the  subjects  are 
taken. 

To  enable  the  merely  English  reader  to  feel,  or 
at  least  understand,  the  interest  attached  to  this 
grand  series  of  paintings,  without  which  it  is  im* 
possible  to  do  justice  to  the  artist,  it  is  necessary  to 
give  a  slight  sketch  of  the  poem  whiah  he  has  thoB  , 
magnificently  illustrated.* 

s 

*  The  notices  which  follow  are  abridi^ed  from  the  esastj  "o^ 
Ancient  German  and  Northern  Poetry,"  before  mentioned — frMik 
the  PreAee  to  the  edition  of  the  Nibelungen  Lied,  by  M.  T09  dflT 
Hagen— and  the  analysis  of  the  poem  jn  the  Illustrations  of 
Northern  Antiquities.  My  own  first  acquaintance  with  the 
Nibelungen  Lied,  I  owed  to  an  accomplished  friend,  who  gaT»  me 
a  detailed  and  Uyely  analysis  of  the  stocy  and  chaiactmni;  mai 
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r  "  Tim  national  epic,  as  it  is  justly  termed  by  M. 
Ton  der  Hagen,  has  lately  attracted  a  most  unpre- 
ecdented  degree  of  attention  in  Germany.  It  now 
SMetually  forms  a  part  of  the  philological  courses  in 
jjuany  o£  their  nniversities,  and  it  has  been  hailed 
Ifkh  almost  as  much  veneration  as  the  Homeric 
iongs.  S<»ne  allowance  must  be  made  for  German 
en^liusiasm,  but  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  !Nibe- 
lungen  Lied,  though  a  little  too  bloody  and  dolor- 
OMS,  possesses  extraordinary  merits/*  The  hero 
and  heroine  of  this  poem  are  Siegiried,  (son  of 
Siegmund,  king  of  Neth^rland,  and  of  Sighelind 
his  queen,)  and  Chrimhilde,  princess  of  Burgundy. 
Siegfried,  or  Sifrit,  the  Sigurd  of  the  Scandinavian 
Sagas,  is  the  favorite  hero  of  the  northern  parts  of 
Germany.  His  spear,  "  a  mighty  pine  beam,"  was 
preserved  with  veneration  at  Worms ;  and  there, 
in  the  church  of  St  Cecilia,  he  is  supposed  to  have 
been  buried.  The  German  romances  do  not  rep- 
resent him  as  being  of  gigantic  proportions,  but 
they  all  agree  that  he  became  invulnerable  by 
bathing  in  the  blood  of  a  dragon,  which  guarded 
the  lareasures  of  the  !NibelungeB,^  and  which  he 
overcame  and  killed ;  but  it  happened  that  as  he 
bathed,  a  leaf  fell  and  rested  between  his  shoulders, 
and  consequentiy,  that  one  little  spot,  about  a 
hand's  breadth,  still  remained  susceptible  of  injury. 
Biegfried  also  possesses  the  wondrous    tarn-cap, 

echrtainlj  no  child  erer  hung  upon  a  tale  of  ogres  and  fkiricfl 
vith  more  intense  interest  than  I  did  upon  her  recital  of  the  ad- 
I  of  the  Mbelnngen. 
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which  had  the  power  of  rendering  iSie  wedif^'  in- 
visible. ^^^^ 

This  formidable  champion,  after  winning  mk 
love  and  the  hand  of  the  fair  princess  Chiimhili^, 
and  performing  a  thousand  valiant  deeds,  is  treacl^ 
erously  murdered  by  the  three  brothers  of  Chrimr- 
hilde,  Gunther,  king  of  Burgundy,  Crhiseler,  6enk>^ 
and  their  uncle  Hagen,  instigated  by  queen  Briiii- 
hilde,  the  wife  of  Gunther.  Chrimhilde  meditates 
for  years  the  project  of  a  deep  and  deadly  revenge 
on  the  murderers  of  her  husband.  This  vengeance 
is  in  fact  the  subject  of  the  Kibelungen  Lied,  -M 
the  wrath  of  Achilles  is  the  sul^ct  of  the  Biad.  ■ 

The  poem  c^ns  thus  beautifully  with  a  kind  of 
argument  of  the  whole  eventful  story. 

**  In  ancient  song  ai^d  story  marvels  high  are  told, 
Of  knights  of  bold  emprize  and  adventures  mani-fold; 
Of  joy  and  merry  feasting,  of  lamenting,  woe,  and  fear: 
Of  champions*  bloody  battles  many  marvels  shall  ye  hear 

A  noble  maid  and  fair,  grew  up  in  Burgmidy, 

In  all  the  land  about,  fairer  none  might  be; 

She  became  a  queen  full  high,  Chrimhild  was  she  bight, 

But  for  her  matchless  beauty  fell  many  a  blade  of  mlgh^ 

For  love  and  for  delight  was  framed  that  lady  gay. 
Many  a  champion  bold  sighed  for  that  gentle  May; 
Beauteous  was  her  form !  beauteous  without  compare !; , . 
The  virgin's  virtues  might  adorn  many  a  lady  fair. 

Three  kings  of  might  had  the  maiden  in  their  care,        '  "* ' 
King  Gunther  and  king  Gemot,  champions  bold  they  were. 
And  Ghiselar  the  young,  a  chosen  peerless  blade :  ' 

The  lady  was  their  sister,  and  much  they  loved  tJie  maisii'' 
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^jj^Xhen  follows  an  enumeration  of  the  heroes  in 
attendance  on  king  Gunther :  Haghen,  the  fierce ; 
J^feiJikwaxty  the  swift ;  Yolker,  the  minstrel  knight ; 
s^  others ;  ^'  all  champions  bold  and  free  f " — ^and 
l^n.the  poet  proceeds  to  open  the  argument 

^.Qi»  night  the  queen  Ohrimhild  dreamt  her  as  she  lay, 
^w-ahe  had  trained  and  nourished  a  falcon,  wild  and  gay ; 
When  suddenly  two  eagles  fierce  the  gentle  hawk  have 

slain — 
ilever,  in  this  world  felt  she  such  cruel  pain ! 

3d  her  mother,  Uta,  she  told  her  dream  with  fear. 
Full  mournfully  she  answered  to  what  l^e  maid  did  spier, 
f  The  falcon,  whom  you  cherished,  a  gentle  knight  is  he. 
God  take  him  to  his  ward !  thou  must  lose  him  suddenly.* 

*  What  speak  you  of  the  knight?  dearest  mother,  say! 
Without  the  love  of  Champion,  to  my  dying  day, 
Ever  thus  fair  will  I  remain,  nor  take  a  wedded  fere 

To  gain  such  pain  and  sorrow — though  the  knight  were 
without  peer ! ' 

'  Speak  not  thou  too  rashly ! '  her  mother  spake  again. 

*  If  ever  in  this  world,  thou  heart-felt  joy  wilt  gain, 
Maiden  must  thou  he  no  more;  Leman  must  thou  have, 
God  will  grant  thee  for  thy  mate,  some  gentle  knight  and 

brave.  * 

*  0  leave  thy  words,  lady  mother;  speak  not  of  wedded 

mate,  , 

Full  many  a  gentle  maiden  hath  found  the  truth  too 

. ,.     late; 
6tUl  has  their  fondest  love  ended  with  woe  and  pain ; 
VJ:ifgin  will  I  ever  be,  nor  the  love  of  Leman  gain.' 
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In  virtues  high  and  noble  that  gentle  maiden  dwelt. 
Full  many  a  night  and  day,  nor  love  for  Leman  felt. 
To  never  a  knight  or  champion  would  she  plight  li«r 

virgui  truth, 
Till  she  was  gained  for  wedded  fere  by  a  right  noble 

youth. 

That  youth,  he  was  the  falcon,  she  in  her  dream  beh^d. 
Who  by  the  two  fierce  eagles,  dead  to  the  ground  wfis 

fell'd: 
But  since  right  dreadful  vengeance  she  took  upon  h.is 

foen; 
For  the  death  of  that  bold  hero,  died  full  many  a  mother's 

son." 


After  this  exordium  the  story  commences,  the 
first  half  ending  with  the  assassination  of  Siegfried. 

Some  years  after  the  murder  of  Siegfried,  Chrim- 
hilde  gives  her  hand  to  Etzel,  (or  Attila,)  king  of 
the  Huns,  in  order  that  through  his  power  and  in- 
fluence she  may  be  enabled  to  execute  her  long- 
cherished  schemes  of  vengeance.  The  assassins 
accordingly,  and  all  their  kindred  and  fonowere,  are 
induced  to  visit  King  Etzel  at  Vienna,  where,  by  the 
instigation  of  Chrimhilde,  a  deadly  feud  arises ;  in 
the  course  of  which  almost  the  whole  army  on  both 
sides  are  cruelly  slaughtered.  By  the  powerful, 
but  reluctant  aid  of  Dietrich  of  Bern,*  Hagen,  the 
murderer  of  Siegfried,  is  at  last  vanquished,  and 


*  Dietrich  of  Bern  (i.  e.  Theodoric  of  Verona,)  is  the  great 
hero  of  South  Oermany — the  King  Arthur  of  Teutonic  romanoe, 
who  figures  in  all  the  warlike  lays  and  legends  of  the  middle  agM. 
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brought  bound  to  the  feet  of  the  queen,  who  at 
once  raises  the  sword  of  her  departed  hero,  and 
with  her  own  hand  strikes  off  the  head  of  his  en- 
emy. Hildebrand  instantly  avenges  the  atrocious 
and  unhospitable  act,  by  stabbing  the  queen,  who 
falls  exulting  on  the  body  of  her  hated  victim. 

.  When  Gunther*s  arms,  and  those  of  his  brothers 
ft&d  champions,  are  brought  to  Worms,  Brunhilde 
repents  too  late  of  her  treachery  to  Siegfried,  and 
llie  old  queen  Uta  dies  of  grief.  As  to  King  JEtzel, 
the  poet  professes  himself  ignorsgit,  "  whether  he 
died  in  battle,  or  was  taken  up  to  heaven,  or  fell 
out  of  his  skin,  or  was  swallowed  up  by  the  devil ;  ** 
leaving  to  his  reader  the  choice  of  these  singular 
catastrophes ; — and  thus  the  story  ends.* 

The  rivalry  between  Chrimhilde  and  her  ama- 
sonian  sister-in-law,  Brunhilde,  forms  the  most  in- 
teresting and  amusing  episode  in  the  poem ;  and 
the  characters  of  the  two  queens — ^the  fierce 
haughty  Brunhilde,  and  the  impassioned,  devoted, 
confiding  Chrimhilde — (whom  the  very  excess  of 
conjugal  love  converts  into  a  relentless  fury,)  are 
admirably  discriminated.  "The  work  is  divided 
into  thirty-eight  books,  of  adventures  ;  and  besides 
a  liberal  allowance  of  sorcery  and  wonders,  con- 
tains a  great  deal  of  clear  and  animated  narrative, 
j^id  innumerable  curious  and  picturesque  traits  of 
the  manners  of  the  age.  The  characters  of  the 
different  warriors,  as  well  as  those  of  the  two  queens, 

■  *  8m  the  niiutratioDS  of  Northern  Antiqaities,  p.  218. 
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and  their  heroic  consorte,  are  very  itjteraUj>  mmA 
powerfully  drawn— especially  that  of  Hagen,  the 
murderer  of  Siegfried,  in  whom  the  virtues  o€  aia 
heroic  and  chivalrous  leader  are  strangely  uniteiA 
with  the  atrocity  and  impenitent  hardihood  of  woi 


^^  The  author  of  the  Lay  oi  the  Nibelungen  hasa 
not  been  ascertained.  In  its  present  form  it  amst 
have  existed  between  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth 
centuries ; — ^this  is  proved  by  the  language ;  but 
the  manners,  tone,  thoughts,  and  actions,  whidli. 
are  all  in  perfect  keeping,  bear  testimony  to  a^ 
antiquity  far  beyond  that  of  the  present  dress  oC: 
the  poem." 

Here  then  was  a  boundless,  an  inexhaustible, 
fund  of  inspiration  for  such  a  painter  as  Ju£u9 
Schnorr ;  and  his  poetical  £uicy  appears  to  h&YQ 
absolutely  revelled  in  the  grand,  the  gay,  the  tra^c 
subjects  afforded  to  his  creative  pencil. 

In  the  first  room,  immediately  over  the  entrance, 
he  has  represented  the  poet,  or  presumed  author 
of  the  Nibelungen ;  an  inspired  figure,  attended 
by  two  listening  genii.  On  each  side,  but  a  little 
lower  down,  are  two  figures  looking  towards  him;. 
on  one  side  a  beautiful  female,  striking  a  harp,  audi 
attended  by  a  genius  crowned  with  roses — repre*^* 
sents  song  or  poesy.  On  the  other  side  a  sibyd, 
listening  to  the  voice  of  Time,  represents  tradition. 
The  figures  are  all  colossal. 

Below,  on  each  side  of  this  door,  are  two  beaudr. 
ftd  groups.    That  to  the  right  of  the  spectator  c^. 
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pnaenta  Siegfried  and  Chrinibilde.  She  is  leaning 
on  the  shoulder  of  her  warlike  husband  with  an 
»r  of  the  most  inimitable  and  graceful  abandon- 
iK&t'in  he;r  whole  figure:  a  falcon  sits  upon  her 
faaod,  on  which  her  eyes  are  turned  with  the  most 
profound  expression  of  tenderness  and  melancholy ; 
Ae  is  thinking  upon  her  dream,  in  which  was  fore- 
ihadowed  the  early  and  terrible  doom  of  her  hus- 
bAad. 

A  It  is  said  at  Munich,  that  the  wife  of  Schnorr, 
iik  exquisitely  beautiftil  woman,  whom  he  married 
«iider  romantic  circumstances,  was  the  model  of 
I^  Chrimhilde,  and  that  one  of  her  spontaneous 
attitudes  furnished  xhe  idea  of  this  exquisite  group, 
<m  which  I  never  look  without  emotion.  The  depth 
^Bbd  splendor  of  the  coloring  adds  to  the  effect 
The  figures  are  rather  above  the  size  of  life. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  door,  as  Skpendanty 
we  have  Gunther,  and  his  queen,  Brunhilde.  He 
holds  one  of  her  hands,  with  a  deprecating  ex- 
pression. She  turns  from  him  with  an  averted 
countenance,  exhibiting  in  her  whole  look  and 
attitude,  grief,  rage,  and  shame.  It  is  evident  that 
she  has  just  made  the  fatal  discovery  of  her  hus- 
band's obligations  to  Siegfried,  which  urges  her  to 
tJie  (destruction  of  the  latter.  I  have  heard  trav- 
c^rs  ignorantly  criticize  the  grand,  and  somewhat 
eiJ^gerated  forms  of  Brunhilde,  as  being  "  really 
quite  coarse  and  unfeminine."  In  the  poem  she 
is  k^presented  as  possessing  the  strength  oi  twelve 
niMi;  and  when  Hagen  sees  her  throw  a  spear, 
17 
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which  it  required  four  warriors  to  lift,  he  exeiaidu 
to  her  alarmed  suitor,  King  Gnnther,  -  i  r 

**Ay!   how  is  it,  King  Gimthur?   here  muBt  70U  tjm 

your  life ! 
The  lady  you  would  gain,  well  might  be  the  dev6^ 

wife!"  '^ 

It  is  by  the  secret  assistance  of  SiegMed,  and  hf^ 
tarn-cap,  that  Gunther  at  length  vanquishes  a^ 
humbles  this  terrible  heroine,  and  she  avenges  Jber 
humiliation  by  the  murder  of  Siegfried. 

Around  the  room  are  sixteen  full-length  pQ^ 
traits  of  the  other  principal  personages  who  ^lu^ 
in  the  Nibelungen  lAed—por^aits  they  may  w^ 
be  called,  for  their  extraordinary  spirit,  and  tru^ 
of  character.  In  one  group  we  have  the  £01^9 
Hagen,  the  courteous  Dankwart,  and  between 
them,  Volker  tuning  his  viol ;  of  him  it  is  saidr^- 

Bolder  and  more  knight-like  fiddler,  never  shone  the  sun 
upon, 

and  he  plays  a  conspicuous  part  in  the  catastrophe 
of  the  poem. 

Opposite  to  this  group,  we  have  queen  Uta,  th^ 
mother  of  Chrimhilde,  between  her  sons,  Gemot 
and  Ghiselar ;  in  another  compartment,  SiegiyiUMl 
and  Sighelind,  the  £sither  and  mother  of  Siegfrieds 

Over  the  window  opposite  to  the  entranei^ 
Hagen  is  consulting  the  mermaids  of  the  DanulK^ 
who  foretell  the  destruction  which  awaits  him  ^ 
t^e  court  of  Etzel :  and  lower  down  on  each  i 
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^  ^  window,  King  Etzel  with  his  fiiend  Rudiger, 
and  those  faithftii  companions  in  arms,  old^Hilde- 
brand  and  Dietrich  of  Bern.  The  power  of  in- 
dention, the  profound  feeling  of  character,  and 
j^tfaordinary  antiquarian  knowledge  displayed  in 
these  figures,  should  be  seen  to  be  underatood. 
Those  which  most  struck  me  (next  to  Chrimhilde 
*and  her  husband)  were  the  figures  of  the  daring 
Hagen  and  the  venerable  queen  Uta. 

On  the  ceiling,  which  is  vaulted,  and  enriched 
with  most  gorgeous  ornaments,  intermixed  with 
heraldic  emblazonments,  are  four  small  compart- 
ments in  fresco:  in  which  are  represented,  the 
marriage  of  Siegfried  and  Chrimhilde,  the  murder 
of  Siegfried,  the  vengeance  of  Chrimhilde,  and  the 
death  of  Chrimhilde.  These  are  painted  in  vivid 
colors  on  a  black  ground. 

On  the  whole,  on  looking  round  this  most 
splendid  and  interesting  room,  I  could  find  but 
one  fault :  I  could  have  wished  that  the  ornaments 
on  the  walls  and  ceiling  (so  rich  and  beautiful  to 
the  eye)  had  been  more  completely  and  consistently 
gothic  in  style ;  they  would  then  have  harmonized 
better  with  the  subjects  of  the  paintings. 

In  the  next  room  the  two  sides  are  occupied  by 
tmo  grand  frescos,  each  about  five-and-twenty  feet 
ib  length,  and  covering  the  whole  wall.  In  the 
first,  Siegfried  brings  the  kings  of  Saxony  and 
Z>^Dmark  prisoners  to  the  court  of  king  Gunther. 
•The  second  represents  the  reception  of  the  victo- 
rious Siegfried  by  the  two  queens,  Uta  and  Chrim- 
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hiMe.  This  is  the  first  interriew  of  iiie  loveft, 
and  furnishes  one  of  the  most  admired  passagea  ao 
the  poem. 

"  And  now  the  beauteous  lady,  like  the  rosy  mom, 
Dispersed  the  misty  clouds;  and  he  who  long  had  borte 
In  his  heart  the  maiden,  banish'd  pain  and  care, 
As  now  before  his  eyes  stood  the  glorious  maiden  fair* 

From  her  embroidered  gannent,  glittered  many  a  gvn\. 
And  on  her  lovely  cheek,  the  rosy  red  did  gleam; 
Whoever  in  his  glowing  soul  had  imaged  lady  bright. 
Confessed  that  fairer  maiden  never  stood  before  his  sight. 

And  as  the  moon  at  night,  stands  high  the  stars  amenj^ 
And  moves  the  mirky  clouds  above,  with  Instre  bright 

and  strong; 
So  stood  before  her  maidens,  that  maid  without  compare: 
Higher  swelled  the  courage  of  many  a  champion  there." 

Between  the  two  doors  there  is  the  marriage  of 
Siegfried  and  Chrimhilde.  The  second  of  these 
frescos  is  nearly  finished ;  of  the  others  I  only  saw 
the  cartoons,  which  are  magnificent.  The  third  room 
will  contain,  arranged  in  the  same  manner,  three 
grand  frescos,  representing  1st.  The  scene  in  whiA 
the  rash  curiosity  of  Chrimhilde  prevails  over  the 
discretion  of  her  husband,  and  he  gives  her  the 
ring  and  the  girdle  which  he  had  snatched  as  th^ 
phies    from  the   vanquished    Brunhilde.*      2dly'. 

*  In  the  &lt«rcatioii  between  the  two  queens,  Ghximhilds 
boasts  of  possessing  these  trophies,  and  displays  them  in  trimaph 
to  her  mortified  rival;  for  which  indiscretion,  as  she  altenmrds 
complains,  ^«  her  husband  was  in  high  anger,  and  UtU  htr  bkltk 
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.'^Hie  death  o£  Siegfried,  assassinated  by  Hagen,  who 
'Stahs  the  hero  in  the  back,  as  he  stoops  to  drink 
from  the  forest-well.  And  8dly.  The  body  of 
Siegfried^  exposed  in  the  cathedral  at  Worms,  and 
.watched  by  Chrimhilde,  "  who  wept  three  days  and 
three  nights  by  the  corse  of  her  murdered  lord, 
without  food  and  without  sleep." 

The  fourth  room  will  contain  the  second  marriage 
of  Chrimhilde ;  her  complete  and  sanguinary  ven- 
geance ;  and  her  death.  None  of  these  are  yet  in 
progress.  But-the  three  cartoons  pf  the  death  of 
Siegfried ;  the  marriage  of  Siegfried  and  Chrim- 
|dlde ;  and  the  fatal  curiosity  of  Chrimhilde,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  in  Professor  Schnorr's  studio 
at  the  academy ;  I  saw  at  the  same  time  his  picture 
of  the  death  of  the  emperor  Frederic  Barbarossa, 
which  has  excited  great  admiration  here,  but  I  con- 
fess I  do*  not  like  it ;  nor  do  I  think  that  Schnorr 
paints  as  well  in  oils  as  in  fresco — the  latter  is 
cert»nly  his  forte. 

Often  have  I  walked  up  and  down  these  superb 
rooms,  lo(^ng  up  at  Schnorr  and  his  assistants, 
and  watching  intently  the  preparation  and  the  pro- 
cess of  the  fresco  painting — and  often  I  thought, 
*'  What  would  some  of  our  English  painters — Etty, 
or  Hilton,  or  Bri^,  or  Martin — O  what  would 
they  give  to  have  two  or  three  hundred  feet  of 
space  before  them,  to  cover  at  will  with  grand  and 

•4|Mf  &lu«."  This  treatment,  hoveyer,  which  seems  to  hare  been 
quite  a  matter  of  course,  does  not  diminish  the  fond  idolatry  of 
tbflr  wiA,— i»ther  increases  it. 

Digitized  by  Google 


262    .  SKETCHES  OF  ART, 

^orious  creations, — scenes  from  Chaucer,  or  Spe^, 
ser,  or  Shakspeare,  or  Milton,  proudly  consciop^, 
that  they  were  painting  for  their  country  ancft 
posterity,  spurred  on  by  the  spirit  of  theif  art  an<i^ 
national  enthusiasm,  and  generously  emulatiffg> 
each  other !  Alas  I  how  different !— ^  with  us  sudi. 
men  as  Hilton  and  £tty  illustrate  annuals,  andtbef 
genius  of  Turner  shrinks  into  a  yignette  I  ^ 

Oct.    14.-^Accompanied  by  my   kind   fneod,' 

Madame  de  K ,  and  conducted  by  Boekel,  the. 

painter,  I  visited  the  unfinished  chapel  adjodnini^ 
the  new  palace.  It  is  painted  (or  rather  paintinff}, 
in  fresco,  on  a  gold  ground,  with.  extraordinar^Tr 
richness  and  beauty,  uniting  the  old  Greek,  or 
rather  Byzantine  manner,  with  the  old  Italian  styl% 
of  decoration.  It  reminded  m^  in  the  generai 
effect,  of  the  interior  of  St  Mark's  at  Venice, — 
but,  of  course,  the  details  are  executed  in  Agrandei? 
feeling,  and  in  a  much  higher  style  of  art.  The 
pillars  are  of  the  native  marble,  and  the  walls  will 
be  covered  with  a  kind  of  Mosaic  of  various 
marbles,  intermixed  with  ornaments  in  relief  in 
gilding,  in  colors — all  combined,  and  harmonizii^ 
together.  The  ceiling  is  formed  of  two  large  dome^ 
or  cupolas.  In  the  first  is  represented  the  (M 
Testament :  in  the  very  centre,  the  Creator ;  in,-a 
circle  round  him,  the  six  days*  creation.  Around 
this  again,  in  a  larger  circle,  the  building  of  th^ 
ark ;  the  Deluge ;  the  sacrifice  of  Noah ;  and  the 
first  covenant.  In  the  four  comers,  the  colossal 
figures  of  the  patriarchs,  Noah,  Abraham,  Isaac,  an^ 
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JHbob.  Tl^se  are  designed  in  a  Terj  grand  and 
sIfeVere  styier  The  seccmd  cupola  is  dedicated  to 
the  New  Testament.  In  the  centre,  the  Redeemer : 
a/rotmd  him  four  groups  of  cherubs,  three  in  each 
^toup.  We  were  on  the  scaffold  erected  for  the 
pJainters — near  enough  to  remark  the  extreme 
beauty  and  various  expression  in  these  heads, 
which  must,  I  am  afraid,  be  lost  when  viewed  from 
btelow.  Around,  in  a  circle,  the  twelve  apostles ; 
and  in  the  four  comers,  the  four  evangelists,  cor- 
j^onding  with  the  four  patriarchs  in  the  other 
dome.  In  the  arch  between  the  two  domes,  as  con- 
rieefing  the  Old  and  New  Testaments,  we  have  the 
Nativity  and  other  scenes  from  the  life  of  the  Viiv 
gin.  In  the  arch  at  the  farthest  end  will  be  placed 
tbe  Crucifixion,  as  the  consummation  of  all. 
'  <rhe  painter  to  whom  the  direction  of  the  whole 
Work  has  been  entrusted,  is  Professor  Heinrich 
Htiss,  (or  Hess,)  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  the 
German  historical  painters.  He  was  then  employed 
in  painting  the  Nativity ;  stretched  upon  his  back 
on  a  sort  of  inclined  chair.  Notwithstanding  the 
inconvenience  and  even  peril  of  leaving  his  work 
while  the  plaster  was  wet,  he  came  down  from  his 
^ddy  height  to  speak  to  us,  and  explained  the  gen- 
ial design  of  the  whole.  I  .expressed  my  honest 
kAniration  of  the  genius,  and  the  grand  feeling  dis- 
jylayed  in  many  of  the  figures ;  and,  in  particular, 
pf  the  group  he  was  then  painting,  of  which  the 
l$xtreme  simplicity  charmed  me ;  but  as  honestly,  I 
eitpressed  my  surprise  that  nothing  new  in  the  gen« 
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eral  style  oi  ^b^  deeoratipn  liad  been  alten^xtod:) 
%  reppeeefiAsAiou  of  the  Omnipotent^&eisg  wfl^ 
9)esely  excusable  in  more  simple  ami  uneBlighteoe^ 
times,  when  the  understanding  of  men  could  qb^ 
be  addressed  through  their  senses — and  m^e^ 
tolerable,  when  Michael  Angelo  gave  us  that  grai^d 
personification  of  Almighty  Power  moving  *^  on  the 
wings  of  ike  wind  "  to  the  creation  of  the  fir^  mam 
But  now,  in  these  thinking,  reasoning  times,  it  iit 
not  so  well  to  venture  into  those  pa^,  upon  whidi 
daring  Genius,  llupp<ffted  by  blind  f'aith,  ru^ie^ 
without  iear,  because  without  a  doubt  The  thecA^r 
of  religion  belongs  to  poetry,  and  its  practice  tQ 
painting.  I  was  struck  by  the  wonderful  stateline^ 
of  the  ornaments  and  borders  used  in  decorating 
these  sacred  subjects :  they  are  neither  Gx:eek,  iyf» 
gothic,  nor  arabesque — but  composed  merely  of 
simple  forms  and  straight  lines,  combined  in  evei^ 
possible  manner,  and  in  every  variety  of  pure  coloiv 
One  might  call  them  Byzantine;  at  least,  they  re- 
minded me  of  what  I  had  seen  in  the  old  churches 
at  Venice  and  Pisa. 

I  was  pleased  by  the  amiable  and  <^n  manners 
of  Professor  Hess.  Much  of  his  life  has  been  spenti 
in  Italy,  and  he  speaks  Italian  well,  but  no  French^ 
In  general,  the  German  artists  absdutely  defeesir 
and  avmd  the  l£mguage  -^nd  literature  c^  Frasui^ 
but  almost  all  speak  Italian,  $md  many  can  read,  i£ 
they  do  not  speak,  English.  He  told  me  that  hft 
had  spent  two  years  on  the  designs  and  cartocjna 
for  this  chapel ;  he  had  been  paintU^  here  diM^ 
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f9t  tbe  last  two  years,  suid  expected  to  be  able  to 
^mah  the  whole  in  about  two  years  and  a  half 
l^»)re:  thus  giving  six  years  and  a  half,  or  more 
l>4^ably  seven  years,  to  this  grand  task. '  He  has 
four  pupils,  or  asMstants,  besides  those  employed  in 
tbe  decorations  only. 

Get,  15. — After  dinner  we*  drove  through  the 
beaotaiul  English  garden — a  public  promenade — 
iprUch  is  lai^er  and  more  diversified  than  Kensing- 
€bn  Gardens ;  but  the  trees  are  not  so  fine,  being  of 
younger  growth.  A  branch  g£  the  Isar  rolls  through 
lliis  garden,  sometimes  an  absolute  torrent,  deep 
S^d  rapid,  foaming  and  leaping  along,  between  its 
^^cipitous  banks, — sometimes  a  strong  but  gentie 
«t!ream,  flowing  "at  its  own  sweet  will"  among 
ioieoth  lawns.  Several  pretty  bridges  cross  it  with 
*^  airy  span ;  **  ^ere  are  seats  for  repose,  and  caffes 
and  houses  where  refi'eshment  may  be  had,  and 
where,  in-  the  summer-time,  the  artisans  and  citizens 
of  Munich  assemble  to  dance  on  Hie  Sunday  even- 
mgs; — altogether  it  was  a  beautiful  day,  and  a 
delightfiil  drive. 

In  the  evening  at  the  opera  with  the  ambassa- 
dress and  a  large  party.  It  was  tJie  queen's  fiSte,  and 
t^  whole  court  was  pfesent.  The  theatre  was 
teffiantly  illuminated— crowded  in  every  part:  in 
shiort,  it  was  all  very  gay  and  very  magnificent ;  as 
to  hearing  a  single  note  of  the  opera,  (the  Figaro,) 
that  was  impossible ;  so  I  resigned  myself  to  the 
eonversation  around  me.  "Are  you  fond  of 
nmsic  ?  "  said  I,  innocently,  to  a  lady,  whose  volu- 
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bility  had  eeased  not  from  the  mconent  we  efitmft 
the  box.  *^  Moi !  si  je  Paime ! — ^mais  avec  passidfi^ 
And  then  without  pause  or  mercy  continued  thi 
same  incessant  flow  of  spirituel  small-talk  wyto 
Scheckner-Wagen  and  Meric,  now  brought  for  ^d 
first  time  into  competition,  and  emulous  of  efti^ 
other, — one  pouring  forth  her  full  sostenuto  wadl^ii^ 
like  a  wood-lark, — ^the  other  tnlling  and  miming 
divisions,  like  a  nightingale— were  uniting  tiieft^ 
powers  in  the  "  Sull'  Aria;"  but  though  Icouddn^ 
hear,  I  could  see.  I  was  struck  to-night  more  than 
ever  by  the  singular  dignity  of  the  dem^not^  irf 
Madame  Scheckner-Wagen.  She  is  not  remai^ 
able  for  beauty,  nor  is  there  any  thing  of  the  com- 
mon made-up  theatrici^  grace  in  her  deportment^i^ 
still  less  does  she  remind  us  of  queen  Mede»^ 
queen  Pasta,  I  should  say — the  imperial  syren  wlto 
drowned  her  own  identity  and  ours  together  in  hlftf 
"  cup  of  enchanted  sounds ; " — ^no— but  ScheckneSi'- 
Wagen  treads  the  stage  with  the  air  of  a  high-bred 
lady,  to  whom  applause  or  censure  are  things  iti* 
different — and  yet  with  an  exceeding  modesty. .  In 
short,  I  never  saw  an  actress  who  inspired  such  an 
immediate  and  irresistible  feeling  of  respect  iWd 
interest  for  the  individual,  woman,  I  do  notaaf 
that  this  is  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  good  acting— on  tM 
contrary ;  though  it  is  a  mistake  to  imagine  ^% 
the  moral  character  of  an  actress  or  a  singer  goeii 
for  nothing  with  an  audience — but  of  tiiis  more'lk 
some  future  time.  Madame  Scheckner's  style  d^ 
singing  has  the  same  characteristic  simplicity  st^ 
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fl^oiiy ;  her  voice  is  of  a  fine  ftdl  quality,  well  cul- 
liS^ated,  well  managed.  I  have  known  her  a  little 
iiidolent  and  careless  at  times,  bat  never  forced  or 
ASKbeted ;  and  I  am  told,  that  in  some  of  the  grand 
elfeisaieal  German  operas,  Gluck's  Iphigenia,  for 
itotance,  her  acting  as  well  as  her  singing  is  admir- 

*  I  wish,  if  ever,  we  have  that  charming  Devrient- 
-Sehroder  (and  her  vocal  strite)  again  in  England, 
ihay  wonld  give  us  the  IpMgenia,  or  the  Armida, 
QT  the  Id(»neneo.  She  is  another  who  must  be 
^ard  in  her  native  music  to  be  justly  appreciated. 
JEiladame  Milder  wats  a  third,  but  her  reign  is  past 
JUm  extraor^nary  creature  absolutely  could  not, 
or  would  not,  sing  the  modem  Italian  music ;  no 
one,  I  believe,  ever  heard  her  sing  a  note  of  Ros- 
^ni  in  her  life..  Madame  Vespermann  is  here,  but 
«he  sings  no  more  in  public.  She  was  formed  by 
Winter,  and  was  a  fine  classical  singer,  though  no 
original  genius  like  the  Milder ;  and  her  voice,  if  I 
may  judge  by  what  remains  of  it,  could  never  have 
l^en  of  first-rate  quality. 

^  Well — after  the  opera — while  scandal,  and  tea, 
fM^  refreshments  were  served  up  together — I  had 

^rlong  conversation  with  Count on  the  politics 

and  statistics  of  fiavaria,  the  tone  of  feeling  in  the 
^«rt,  the  characters  and  revenues  of  some  of  the 
leading  nobles — ^particularly  Count  d'Armansberg, 
the  former  minister,  (now  in  Greece  taking  care 
(^the  young  King  Otho,)  and  Prince  Wallerstein, 
^|ie  present  minister  of  the  interior.     He  described 
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the  king's  extremely  versatile  character,  and  hk 
mvacUeSy  and  lamented  his  present  unpopularitf^ 
with  the  liberal  party  in  €rermany,  the  disputefer 
between  him  and  the  Chambers,  and  the  opinkMiJ 
entertained  of  the  recent  ccmferenees  between  the? 
king  and  his  brother-in-law,  the  Emperor  of  Atis^ 
tria,  at  Lintz,  &c.  I  learnt  much  that  was  new^ 
mnch  that  was  interesting  to  me,  bat  do  not  tinder 
stand  these  matters  sufficiently  to  say  any  tlnil^^ 
more  about  them.  ^ ' 

The  two  richest  famihes  in  Bavaria  are  the 
Tour-and-Taxis,  and  the  Arco  family.  The  anmi^ 
revenue  of  the  Prince  of  Tour-and-Taxis  amounft^ 
to  upwards  of  five  millions  of  florins,  and  he  la;^ 
out  about  a  million  and  a  half  yearly  in  land.  Htf 
seldom  or  never  comes  to  Munich,  but  residi^ 
chiefly  on  his  enormous  estates,  or  at  Ratisbon, 
which  is  his  metropolis, — ^in  fact,  this  rich  and 
powerAil  noble  is  little  less  than  a  sovereign  prino^ 
«  «  «  «  « 

16. — ^I  went  with  Madame  von  A and  her 

daughters  to  the  ItttnutbeteCii,  or  "Society  ti 
Arts.^  A  similar  institution  of  amateurs  and  artists,' 
maintained  by  subscription,  exists,  I  believe,  in  tik 
the  principal  cities  of  Germany.  The  young  artto 
exhibit  their  works  here,  whether  pictures,  modek^ 
or  engravings.  Some  of  these  are  removed  stA 
replaced  by  others  almost  every  day,  so  that  thei^ 
is  a  constant  variety.  As  yet,  however,  I  h&$^ 
seen  no  very  striking,  though  man^  pleasing  pic- 
tures ;  but  I  have  added  several  names  to  my  list 
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«f:G^erman  artists.*  To-day  at  the  Eunstverein, 
^i9ire  was  a  series  of  small  pictures  framed  together, 
^h8  subjects  from  Victor  Hugo's  romance  of  Notre 
P^Hoe.  These  attracted  general  attention,  partly 
as  ^he  w(»rk  of  a  stranger,  partly  from  their  own 
Qieiit,  and  the  popularity  of  Victor  Hugo.  The 
painter,  M.  Couder,  is  a  young  Frenchman,  now 
on  his  return  from  Italy  to  Paris.  I  understand 
tl^at  he  has  obtained  leave  to  paint  one  of  the 
frescos  in  the  Pinakothek,  as  a  trial  of  skill.  Of 
tbe  designs  from  Notre  Dame,  the  central  and 
largest  picture  is  ike  scene  in  the  garret  between 
Fh(»bus  and  Esmeralda,  when  the  former  is  stabbed 
by  the  priest  Frollo:  one  can  hardly  imagine  a 
more  admirable  subject  for  painting,  if  properly 
ti^ated;  but  this  is  a  failure  in  effect  and  in  char- 
ai^ter.  It  fails  in  effect  because  the  light  is  too 
generally  diffused: — ^it  is  daylight,  not  lamplight. 
The  monk  ought  to  have  been  l^own  completely 
into  shadow,  only  just  visible,  terribly,  mysteriously 
visible,  to  the  spectator.  It  fails  in  character,  be- 
cause the  figure  of  Esmerakla,  instead  of  the 
^egant,  fragile,  almost  ethereal  creature  she  is 
<l9scribed,  rather  reminds  us  of  a  coarse  Itsdian 
coatadina ;  and,  for  the  expression — a  truly  poeti- 
Qial  pmnter  would  have  averted  the  face,  and  thrown 
Hie  whole  expression  into  the  attitude.  It  will 
liardly  be  believed  that  of  such  a  subject,  the 
pasnter  has  made  a  cold  picture,  merely  by  not 

'     •  This  list  will  be  snliijoined  at  the  end  of  these  Sketches. 
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filing  the  bounds  within  which  he  ought  to  have 
kept. .  The  small  pictures  are  much  better,  par- 
ticularly the  Sachet  embracing  her  child,  and  ^^ 
tumult  in  front  of  Notre  Dame.  There  were  seM 
other  striking  pictures  by  the  same  artist,  partiey- 
larly  Chilperic  and  Fredegonde  strangling -tikd 
young  queen  Galsuinde,  painted  with  shockiii^ 
skill  and  truth.  That  taste  for  horrors,  which  k 
now  the  reigning  fashion  in  Freuch  art  and  French 
literature,  speaks  ill  for  French  sensihiUte- — a  wc^ 
they  are  so  fond  of — ^for  that  sensilnlity  cannot  be 
great  which  requires  such  extravagant  stimuli. 
Painters  and  authors,  all  alike !  They  remind  lalfi 
of  the  sentimental  negresses  of  queen  Carathis,  ^ 
the  Tale  of  Vathek — "  qui  avaient  un  gout  partictt^ 
lier  pour  les  pestilences."  Couder,  however,  has 
undoubted  talent.  His  portrait  of  de  Klenze, 
painted  since  he  came  here,  is  all  but  alive. 
In  the  evening  at  the  theatre  with  M.  and  Mad. 

S ,     We  had  Karl  von  Holtei's  melo-drama  of 

Lenore,  founded  on  Bilrger*s  well-known  ballad  ;-^ 
but  with  the  omission  of  the  spectre,  which  was 
something  like  acting  Hamlet  ^^  with  the  part  of 
Hamlet  left  out,  by  particular  desire.**  Lenore  is, 
however,  one  of  the  prettiest  and  most  effective  <^ 
the  petites  pieces  I  have  seen  here — very  tr^cid^ 
and  dolorous  of  course.  Madll.  Scholler  acted  Le* 
nore  with  more  feeling  and  power  than  I  thoughl' 
was  in  her.  There  is  a  mad  scene,  in  which  she 
fancies  her^  lover  at  her  window,  calling  to  her,  n*^ 
the  spectre  calls  in  the  ballad —  ^  ( 
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^,^  f,     "  Sleep'st  thou,  or  wak'st  thou,  Leonore?  " 

-  ff 

^vd  which  was  so  fine  as  a  picture,  and  so  well 
§gt^i  that  it  quite  thrilled  me — ^no  easj^  matter. 
Jgokei  is  one  of  the  first  dramatists  in  Germanj  for 
^^nedies,  melo-dramas,  farces,  and  musical  pieces. 
In  this  particular  department  he  has  no  rival.  He 
played  to-night  himself,  being  for  his  own  benefit, 
i^d  sung  his  popular  Mantel  Lied,  or  cloak-song, 
l^luch,  like  his  other  songs,  may  be  heard  from  one 
Qnd  o£  Germany  to  the  other. 

.18. — A  grand  military  fete.  The  consecration 
gf  .the  great  bronze  obelisk,  which  the  king  has 
^ected  in  the  Elaroline-Platz,  to  the  glory  and  the 
mejoaory  of  the  thirty-seven  thousand  Bavarian 
eqjiscripts  who  followed,  or  rather  were  dragged 
by,  Ns^oleon  to  the  fatal  Russian  campaign  in  ' 
1812.  Of  these,  about  six  thousand  returned  alive : 
most  of  them  mutilated,  or  with  diseases  which 
shortened  their  existence.  Of  many  thousands  no 
account  ever  reached  home.  They  perished,  God 
knows  how  or  where.  There  was,  in  particular,  a 
detachment,  or  a  battery  of  six  thousand  Bavarians, 
so  completely  destroyed  that  it  was  as  if  the  earth 
had  swallowed  them,  or  the  snows  had  buried  them, 
fpr  not  one  remained  to  tell  the  tale  of  how  or 
w^ere  they  died.  Of  those  who  did  return,  about 
qs»^  thousand  one  hundred  survive,  of  whom  four 
Ivtt&dred  continue  in  the  army;  the  rest  had  re- 
turned tQ  their  civil  pursuits,  and  had  become 
peasants  or  tradesmen  in  different  parts  of  the 
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kingdom.  Now,  it  appears,  that  several  huBdreds 
of  these  men  have  arrived  in  Munich  within-  tiie 
last  few  days  in  order  to  be  present  at  the  cef^ 
mony^  «nd  some,  from  the  mere  sentiment  <£ 
honor,  have  travelled  frcmi  afor— even  from  Upper 
Bavaria  and  the  Flemish  Provinces,  a  distance  e£ 
more  than  eighty  leagues,  (two  hundred  and  ^;&ip^ 
miles.)  On  this  occasion,  according  tatiie  azi-ange- 
ments  previously  made,  the  veteran  soldiers  who 
remained  in  the  army,  were  alone  to  be  admittei 
within  the  enclosure  round  the  monument.  The 
others,  I  believe  about  five  hundred  in  number, 
who  had  quitted  the  service,  but  who  had  equally 
fought,  suffered,  bled,  in  the  same  disastrous  expe^ 
dition,  demanded,  very  naturally,  the  same  pii^ 
lege.  It  was  refused;  because  forsooth  they  bad 
'  no  uniforms,  and  the  unseemly  intrusion  of  drab 
coats  and  blue  worsted  stockings  among  epaulettes 
and  feathers  and  embroidered  facings,  would  cer- 
tainly spoil  the  symmetry — ^the  effect  of  the  coup 
d^oRil!  They  complained,  murmured  idoud,  re* 
sisted;  and  all  night  there  was  fighting  in  the 
streets  and  taverns  between  them  and  the  pc^cel 
This  morning  they  went  up  in  a  body  to  Marriial 
Wrede,  (who  is  said  to  have  betrayed  the  army,) 
and  were  renvoy^  They  then  went  up  to  the 
palace ;  and  at  last,  at  a  late  hour  this  mormn^, 
the  king  gave  orders  that  they  should  be  admitted 
within  the  circle ;  but  it  was  too  late — ^&e  affront 
had  sunk  deep.  The  permission,  wHch  in  ther 
first  instance  ought  indeed  to  have  been  rather  an: 
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'  is^Titfttion,  now  seemed  ^3Tced,  ungracefxil,  and  un- 
gracious. There  was  a  palpable  cloud  of  discon- 
tcat  over  all;  for  the  popular  feeling  was  with 
tiiem.  For  myself,  a  n[iere  stranger,  such  was  my 
-indignation,  the  whole  proceeding  appeared  to  me 
80  heartless,  so  uttkingly,  so  unkind,  and  my  sym- 
pathy with  these  brave  men  was  so  profoimd,  that 
I  could  scarce  persuade  myself  to  go ; — however,  I 
•went.  I  had  been  invited  to  view  the  ceremony 
fi»m  the  balcony  of  the  French  ambassador's  house, 
which  is  exactly  opposite  to  the  obelisk. 
■  I  had  indulged  my  ill-humor  till  it  was  late ; 
already  all  the  avenues  leading  to  the  Karoline- 
Flatz  were  occupied  by  the  military,  and  my  car- 
nage was  stopped.  As  I  was  within  fifty  yards  of 
tiie  ambassador's  house,  it  did  not  much  signify, 
and  I  dismissed  tlie  carriage ;  but  they  would  not 
allow  the  lacquais  to  pass.  Wondering  at  all  these 
precautions  I  dismissed  him  too.  A  little  fiirther 
on  I  was  myself  stopped,  and  civilly  commanded  to 
turn  back.  I  pleaded  that  I  only  wished  to  enter 
4Jb&  house  to  which  I  pointed.  "  It  was  impossible." 
Now,  what  had  I  not  cared  for  a  moment  before 
became  at  once  an  object  to  be  attained,  and  which 
I  waa  resolved  to  attain.  I  was  really  curious  and 
anxious  to  see  how  all  this  would  end,  for  the  in- 
different or  lowering  looks  of  the  crowd  had  struck 
ue.  I  observed  to  a  weU-dressed  man,  who  po- 
Htely  tried  to  make  way  for  me,  that  it  was  strange 
to  see  so  much  severity  of  discipline  at  a  public 
filte.  <' Public  f(lte!"  he  repeated  with  scomM 
18 
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bitterness;  *'Je  tous  demande  pardon,  madaitiQ} 
c'est  une  iete  pour  quelques  uns,  mais  ce  n'est  pa0 
une  f^te  pour  nous,  ce  n*est  pas  pour  le  peuple  tT 
At  length  I  fortunately  met  an  oficer,  with  whQNl 
I  was  slightly  acquabted,  who  immediately  coBr 
ducted  me  to  the  door.  The  spectacle,  merely  m 
a  spectacle,  was  not  striking;  but  to  me  it  had. a 
peculiar  interest.  There  was  a  raised  platform  oa 
one  side  for  the  queen  and  her  children,  who,  at- 
tended by  a  numerous  court,  were  spectators.  An 
outer  circle  was  formed  by  several  regiments  id 
guards,  and  within  this  circle  the  soldiers  who  had 
served  in  Kussia  were  drawn  up  near  the  obeii^, 
which  was  covered  for  the  present  with  a  tarpan^ 
ing.  But  all  my  attention  was  fixed  on  the  dis> 
banded  soldiers  without  uniforms,  who  stood  to- 
gether in  a  dark  dense  column,  contrasting  with  the 
glittering  and  gorgeous  array  of  those  around  them. 
The  king  rode  into  the  circle,  accompanied  by  his 
brother,  Prince  Charles,  the  arch-duke  Francis  of 
Austria,  Marshal  Wrede,  and  followed  by  a  troop 
of  generab,  equerries,  &c.  There  was  a  dead 
sUence,  and  not  a  shout  was  raised  to  greet  him. 
A  few  of  the  disbanded  soldiers,  who  were  nearest 
to  him,  took  off  their  hats,  others  kept  them  on. 
The  trumpets  sounded  a  salute :  the  bands  staiiok 
up  our  "  God  save  the  King,"  which  is  nationalized 
as  the  loyal  anthem  all  over  Germany.  The  can- 
vas covering  fell  at  once,  and  displayed  the  obeUik, 
which  is  entirely  of  bronze,  raised  upon  four  ^nm- 
ite  steps.    It  bears  a  simple  inscription.    I  think 
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It  is  "  Ludwig  I.,  king,  to  the  soldiers  of  Bavaria 
mho  fell  in  the  Russian  campaign  ; "  or  nearly  to 
that  purpose.  Marshal  Wrede.  then  alighted  from 
Ims  horse  and  addressed  the  soldiers.  This  was  a 
linking  moment ;  for  while  the  outer  circle  of  mili- 
taiy  remained  immoveable  as  statues,  the  soldiers 
widiin,  both  those  with,  and  those  without  uniforms, 
■finding  themselves  out  of  earnahot,  advanced  a  few 
steps,  and  then  breaking  their  ranks,  pressed  for- 
*ward  in  a  confused  mass,  surrounding  the  king  and 
his  officers,  in  the  most  eager  but  respectful  manner. 
1  could  not  distinguish  one  sentence  of  the  ha- 
rangue, which,  as  I  afterwards  heard,  was  any  thing 
rather  than'  satisfactory. 

I  heard  it  remarked  round  me  that  the  Duke  de 
Leuchtenberg,  (the  son  of  Eugene  Beauhamais,) 
was  not  present,  neither  as  one  of  the  royal  cortege 
nor  as  a  spectator. 

The  whole  lasted  about  twenty  minutes.  The 
day  was  cold;  and,  in  truth,  the  ceremony  was 
cold,  in  every  sense  of  the  word.  The  Karoline- 
Platz  is  so  large  that  not  a  third  part  of  the  open 
space  was  occupied.  Had  the  people,  who  lingered 
sullen  and  discontented  outside  the  military  barrier, 
been  admitted  under  proper  restrictions,  it  had 
been  a  grand  and  imposing  sight ;  but  perhaps  the 
king  is  following  the  Austrian  tactics,  and  seeling 
to  crush  systematically  every  thing  like  feeling  or 
enthusiasm  in  his  people.  I  know  not  how  he  will 
Bumage  it ;  for  he  is  himself  the  very  antipodes  of 
Austrian  carelessness  and  sluggishness:  a  restless 
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enthusiast — ^fond  intellectual  excitement — fond  of 
novelty — with  no  natural  taste^  one  would  think, 
for  Metternich's  vieUleries,  If  he  adopt  Austrian 
principles,  his  theory  and  his  practice,  his  precept 
and  example,  will  always  be  at  variance.  At  ihe 
conclusion  of  the  ceremony  the  king  and  his  suifis 
rode  up  to  the  platform  and  saluted  the  queen: 
and  when  she — who  is  so  universally  and  truly  be- 
loved here  that  I  believe  the  people  would  die  for 
her  at  any  time — rose  to  depart,  I  heard  a  cheer, 
the  first  and  last  this  day !  The  disbanded  soldiers 
approached  the  platform,  at  first  timidly  by  two0 
and  threes,  and  then  in  great  numbers,  taking  off 
their  hats.  She  stood  up,  leaning  on  the  prince 
Matilda,  and  bowed.  The  royal  cortege  then  dis- 
appeared. The  military  bands  struck  up,  and  one 
battalion  after  another  filed  ofi*.  I  expected  that 
the  crowd  would  have  rushed  in,  but  the  people 
seemed  completely  chilled  and  disgusted.  Only  a 
few  appeared.  In  about  half  an  hour  the  obelisk 
was  left  alone  in  its  solitude. 

I  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  with  Madame  de  V — , 
and  returned  home  quite  tired  and  depressed. 

I  understand  this  morning  (Saturday)  that  the 
king  has  ordered  a  gratuity  and  dinner  to  be  g^ve9 
to  the  disbanded  soldiers.  I  hope  it  is  true.  King 
LoAsl  You  ought  at  Jeast  to  understand  your 
metier  de  Roi  better  than  to  degrade  the  "pon^ 
and  circmnstance  of  glorious  war  *'  in  the  eyes  ^ 
your  people,  and  make  Aem  feel  for  what  a  poor 
recompence  they  may  fight,  bleed,  die — ^be  madu 
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at  once  Tictims  ^id  executioners  in  the  contests  of 
royal  and  ambitious  gamblers  I 

I  saw  to-day,  at  the  house  of  the  court  banker, 
"EichlJial,  a  most  charming  picture  by  the  Baroness 
de  Freyberg,  the  sister  of  my  good  friend,  M. 
•Stunts.  It  is  a  Madonna  and  child — loveliest  of 
objects  for  a  woman  and  a  mother ! — she  is  sure  to 
put  her  heart  into  it,  at  least ;  but,  in  this  particular 
picture,  the  surpassing  delicacy  of  touch,  the  soft- 
ness and  purity  of  the  coloring,  the  masterly  draw- 
ing in  the  hands  of  the  Yirgin,  and  the  limbs  of 
the  child  equalled  the  feeling  and  the  expression — 
and,  in  truth,  surprised  me.  Madame  de  Freybei^ 
gave  this  picture  to  her  father,  who  is  not  rich, 
and,  unhappily,  blind.  Of  him,  the  present  pos- 
sessor purchased  it  for  fifteen  hundred  florins, 
(about  140/.)  and  now  values  it  at  twice  the  sum. 
In  the  possession  of  her  brother,  I  have  seen  others 
of  her  productions,  and  particularly  a  head  of  one 
of  his  children,  of  exceeding  beauty,  and  very 
much  in  the  old  Italian  style. 

In  the  evening,  a  very  lively  and  amusing  soirie 
at  the  house  of  Dr.  Martins.  We  had  some  very 
good  music.  Young  Vieux-temps,  a  pupil  of  De 
Beriot,  was  well  accompanied  by  an  orchestra  of 
amateurs.  I  met  here  also  a  young  lady  of  whom 
I  had  heard  much — Josephine  Lang,  looking  so 
gentle,  so  unpretending,  so  imperturbable,  that  no 
one  would  have  accused  or  suspected  her  of  being 
one  of  the  Muses  in  disguise,  until  she  sat  down 
to  the  piano,  and  sang  her  own  beautiful  and  orig- 
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inal  compositions  in  a  style  peculiar  to  herselS. 
She  is  a  musician  by  nature,  by  choice,  and  by  prOri 
fession,  exercising  her  rare  talent  with  as  much; 
modesty  as  good-nature.  The  painter  Zimmer^ 
mann,  who  has  a  magnificent  bass  voice,  sung  foe 
me  Mignon's  song — ""Kennst  du  das  Land  !  "■  Andy 
lastly,  which  was  the  most  interesting  amusemeol^ 
of  the  evening,  Karl  von  Holtei  read  aloud  the 
second  act  of  Goethe's  Tasso.  He  read  most  ad« 
mirably,  and  with  a  voice  which  kept  attention  en- 
chained, enchanted;  still  it  was  genuine  reading: 
He  kept  equally  clear  of  acting  and  of  deolama^ 
tion. 

-  Oct.  20,  Sunday. — I  went  with  M.  Stuntz  to  heap 
a  grand  mass  at  the  royal  chapel. 

«  »  «  «  ■ 

21. — It  rained  this  morning:  —  went  to  the 
gallery,  and  amused  myself  for  two  hours  walking 
up  and  down  the  rooms,  sometimes  pausing  upSii 
my  favorite  pictures,  sometimes  abandoned  to  the 
reveries  suggested  by  these  glorious  creations  of 
the  human  intellect. 

*Twas  like  the  bright  procession 
Of  skiey  visions  in  a  solemn  dream, 
From  which  men  wake  as  from  a  paradise. 
And  draw  fresh  strength  to  tread  the  thorns  of  life!     ' 

T 

While  looking  at  the  Castor  and  Pollux  of  Bd- 
bens,  I  remembered  what  the  biographers  asserteid 
of  this  most  wonderful  man — that  he  spoke  fluendy 
seven  languages,  besides  being  profoundly  dolled 
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id  many  sciences,  and  one  of  the  most  accomplished 
diplomatists  of  his  time.  Before  he  took  up  his 
pialette  in  the  morning,  he  was  accustomed  to  read, 
OT  hear  read,  some  fine  passages  out  of  the  ancient 
poets ;  and  thus  releasing  his  soul  from  the  tram- 
vhstli  of  low-thoughted  care,  he  let  her  loose  into 
the  airy  regions  of  imagination. 

What  Goethe  says  of  poets,  must  needs  be  ap^ 
plieable  to  painters.  *  He  says,  "  If  we  look  only 
at  the  principal  productions  of  a  poet,  and  neglect 
to  study  himself,  his  character,  and  the  circimi- 
stances  with  which  he  had  to  contend,  we  fall  into 
a  sort  of  atheism,  which  forgets  the  Creator  in  his 
creation." 

I  think  most  people  admire  pictures  in  this  sort 
of  atheistical  fashion ;  yet  next  to  loving  pictures, 
and  all  the  pleasure  they  give,  and  revelling  in  all 
the  feelings  they  awaken,  all  the  new  ideas  with 
which  they  enrich  our  mental  hoard — next  to  this, 
or  equal  with  it,  is  the'  inexhaustible  interest  of 
studying  the  painter  in  his  works.  It  is  a  lesson 
in  human  nature.  Almost  every  picture  (which  is 
the  production  of  mind)  hjte  an  individual  charac- 
ter, reflecting  the  predominant  temperament — nay, 
sometimes,  the  occasional  mood  of  the  artist,  its 
creator.  Even  portrait  painters,  renowned  for 
their  exact  adherence  to  nature,  will  be  found  to 
hdve  stamped  upon  their  portraits  a  general  and 
idistinguishing  character.  There  is,  besides  the 
physiognomy  of  the  individual  represented,  the 
physiognomy,  if  I  may  so  express  myself,  of  the 
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pioture ;  detected  at  once  by  the  mere  connoisseii:^ 
as  a  di^tmction  of  manner,  style,  execution:  Bui 
of  which  the  reflecting  and  philos(^hical  observer 
might  discover  the  key  in  the  mind  or  life  <^  liie 
individual  painter. 

In  the  heads  of  Titian,  what  subdety  of  intellect 
mixed  with  sentiment  and  pasaon!  In  those  of 
Velasquez,  what  chivalrous  grandeur,  what  high- 
hearted contemplation  1  When  Bibera  painted  a 
head — what  power  of  sufferance  I  In  those  of 
Gioigione,  what  profound  feeling !  In  those  of 
Guido,  what  elysian  grace  I  In  those  of  Rubens, 
what  energy  of  intellect — ^what  vigorous  life  I  Jn 
those  of  Vandyke,  what  high-bred  elegance  I  In 
those  of  Rembrandt,  wliat  intense  individuality! 
Could  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  have  painted  a  vixen 
without  giving  her  a  touch  of  sentiment  ?  Would 
not  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  have  given  refinement 
to  a  cook-maid?  I  do  believe  that  Opie  would 
have  made  even  a  calf's  head  look  sensiUe,  as 
Gainsborough  made  our  queen  Charlotte  look 
picturesque. 

If  I  should  whisper  /that  since  I  came  to  Gier- 
many  I  have  not  seen  one  really  fine  modem  por- 
trait, the  Germans  would  never  forgive  me ;  they 
would  fall  upon  me  with  a  score  of  great  names — 
Wach,  Stieler,  Vogel,  Schadow — and  beat  me,  like 
Chrimhilde,  "black  and  blue.**  But  before  they 
are  angry,  and  absolutely  condemn  me,  I  wish  they 
would  place  one  of  their  own  most  admired  pot^ 
traits  beside  those  of  Titian  or  Vandyke,  or  come' 
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^  j&i^^Mid,  md  look  upoa  our  scbool  of  portrait 
;t«re  here !  I  think  Aey  would  allow,  that  with  all 
tlteir  merits,  they  are  in  the  wrong  road.  Admirar 
I^Ib,  finished  dua^wing ;  wonderful  dexterity  of  hand ; 
exquisite  and  most  conscientious  truth  of  imitati<»i, 
t^ey  have ;  but  they  abuse  these  pow^».  They  do 
not  seem  to  feel  the  application  of  the  highest; 
^andest  principles  of  art  to  portrait  painting — 
they  think  too  nauch  of  the  accessories.  Are  not 
tj»ese  clever  and  accomplished  men  aware  that  imi- 
tf^on  may  be  csorie^  so  far  as  to  cease  to  be  nature 
—-to  be  error,  not  truth  ?  For  instance,  by  the 
ooinmon  laws  of  vision  I  can  behold  perfectly  only 
one  thing  at  a  time.  If  I  look  into  the  face  of  a 
person  I  love  or  venerate,  do  I  see  Jlrst  the  em- 
broidery of  the  canezou  or  the  pattern  on  the 
wa^tcoat?  if  not — why  should  it  be  so  in  a  pic- 
ture ?  The  vulgar  eye  alone  is  cau^t  by  such 
misplaced  skill — the  vulgar  artist  oidy"  ought  to 
seek  to  captivate  by  such  means. 

These  would  sound  in  England  as  the  most  trite 
and  impertinent  remarks — the  most  self-evident 
propositions:  nevertheless  they  are  truths  which 
the  generality  of  the  German  portrait  painters  and 
t|ieir  admirers  have  not  yet  felt 

«  «  «  * 

.  I  drove  with  my  kind-hearted  Mends,  M.  and 
Madame  Stuntz,  to  Thalkirchen,  the  country- 
hpuse  of  the  Baron  de  Freyberg.  The  road  pui^ 
sued  the  banks  of  the  rapid,  impetuous  Isar,  and 
the  range  of  the  Tyrolian  alps  bounded  the  pros- 
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pect  before  us.  An  hour's  drive  lm>uglit  Offi^ 
Thalkirchen,  where  we  were  obviously  quite  xp^ 
expected,  but  that  was  nothing: — ^I  was  at  oiu^ 
received  as  a  friend,  and  introduced  without  cere- 
mony to  Madame  de  Freyberg's  painting-rooif); 
Though  now  the  fond  mother  of  a  large  littkf 
family,  she  still  finds  some  moments  to  devote  tff 
her  art     On  her  easel  was  the  portrait  of  tbQ 

Countess  M (the  aster  of  De  Freybei^)  wi^l| 

her  child,  beautiftilly  painted — particularly  ti» 
latter.  In  the  same  room  was  an  unfinished  po^Y 
trait  of  M.  de  Freyberg,  evidently  painted  con 
amare,  and  full  of  spirit  and  character ;  a  head  of 
Cupid,  and  a  piping  boy,  quite  in  the  Italian  ma% 
ner  and  feeling ;  and  a  picture  of  the  birth  of  St; 
John,  exquisitely  finished.  I  was  most  struck  \^ 
the  heads  of  two  Greeks — ^members,  I  believe,  of 
the  deputation  to  King  Otho — ^painted  with  her 
peculiar  delicacy  and  transparency  of  color,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  with  a  breadth  of  style  and  a 
freedom  in  the  handling,  which  I  have  not  yet 
seen  among  the  German  portrait  painters.  A 
glance  over  a  portfolio  of  loose  sketches  and  uBr 
finished  designs  added  to  my  estimation  of  her 
talents.  She  excels  in  children — her  own  serving 
her  as  models.  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  of  tWf 
gifted  woman,  that  while  she  equals  Angelic^ 
Kaufiinan  in  grace  and  delicacy,  she  far  exce<H^ 
her  in  power,  both  of  drawing  and  coloring.  Sh9 
reminded  me  more  of  the  Sofonisba,*  but  it  is.  a 

*  Sofoniflba  Augusciola,  one  of  the  most  channing  of  p«rtratt 
painters.    She  died  in  1626,  at  the  age  of  ninety-three. 
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d^Setent,  and,  I  think,  a  more  delicate  style  of 
odior,  than  I  have  observed  in  the  pictures  of  the 
I&tter. 

'We  had  coffee,  and  then  strolled  through  the 
git)unds — the  children  playing  around  us.  If  I 
Was  struck  by  the  genius  and  accomplishments  of 
Madame  de  Freyberg,  I  was  not  less  charmed  by 
the  frank  and  noble  manners  of  her  husband,  and 
his  honest  love  and  admiration  of  his  wife,  whom 
he  married  in  despite  of  all  prejudices  of  birth  and 
rank. 

In  this  truly  German  dwelling  there  was  an  ex- 
treme simplicity,  a  sort  of  negligent  elegance,  a 
jiieturesque  and  refined  homeliness,  the  presiding 
influence  of  a  most  poetical  mind  and  eye  every 
where  visible,  and  a  total  indifference  to  what  we 
English  denominate  comfort;  yet  with  the  obvious 
presence  of  that  crowning  comfort  of  all  comforts 
—cordial  domestic  love  and  union — which  im- 
pressed me  altogether  with  pleasant  ideas,  long 
after  borne  in  my  mind,  and  not  yet,  nor  ever  to 
be,  e&ced.  How  little  is  needed  for  happiness, 
when  we  have  not  been  spoiled  in  the  world,  nor 
our  tastes  vitiated  by  artificial  wants  and  habits  I 
When  the  hour  of  departure  came,  and  De  Frey- 
herg  was  handing  me  to  the  carriage,  he  made  me 
Advance  a  few  steps,  and  pause  to  look  round ;  he 
p6inted  to  the  western  sky,  still  flushed  with  a 
bright  geranium  tint,  between  the  amber  and  the 
tose  ;  while  against  it  lay  the  dark  purple  outline 
ci  the  Tyrolian  mountains.     A  branch  of  the  Isar, 
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which  just  above  the  house  overflowed  ana  spread 
itself  into  a  wide  still  po<d,  mirrored  in  its  clea^ 
bosom  not  only  the  glowing  sky  and  the  huge  dattt 
mountains,  and  the  banks  and  trees  blended  intd 
black  formless  niasses,  but  the  very  stars  above  6ti¥ 
heads ; — ^it  was  a  heavenly  scene !~"  You  will  nol 
forget  this,"  said  De  Freyberg,  seeing  I  was  touched 
to  the  heart ;  "  you  will  think  of  it  when  you  are  in 
England,  and  in  recalling  it,  you  will  perhaps  re- 
member us — ^vdio  will  not  forget  you!  Adieu, 
madame !  ** 

Afterwards  to  the  opera :  it  was  Herold's  *'  Zam- 
pa :  '*  noisy,  riotous  music,  which  I  hate.  I  thought 
Madame  Scheckner's  powers  misplaced  in  lluft 
opera — ^yet  she  sang  magnificently. 

Spent '  the  morning  with  Dr.  Martins,  looking 
over  the  beautiful  plates  and  illustrations  of  his 
travels  and  scientific  works.  It  appears  from  what 
he  told  me,  that  the  institution  of  the  botanic  gar- 
den is  recent,  and  is  owing  to  the  late  king  Max- 
Joseph,  who  was  a  generous  patron  of  scientific 
and  benevolent  institutions — as  munificent, as  his 
son  is  magnificent. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  monuments  in  Mu- 
nich, is  the  tomb  of  Eugene  Beauhamais,  in  the 
church  of  St  Michael.  It  is  by  Thorwaldson,  and 
one  of  his  most  celebrated  works.  It  is  fine!/ 
placed,  and  all  the  parts  are  admirable :  but  I  thiftk 
It  wants  completeness  and  entireness  of  effect,  and 
does  not  tell  its  story  well.  Upon  a  lof^y  pedestal, 
there  is  first,  in  the  centre,  the  colossal  figure  of  the 
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4?ke  stepjMng  forward ;  one  hand. is  pressed  upon 
hjs.  heart,  and  the  other  presents  the  civic  crown — 
Qmi  to  whom  ?) — his  military  accoutrements  Ke  at 
hijs  feet.  The  drapei^  is  admirably  managed,  and 
t]^  attitude  simple  and  full  of  dignity.  On  his  left 
10  the  beautiful  and  well-known  group  of  the  two 
gepii,  Love  and  Life,  looking  disconsolate.  On  the 
right,  the  seated  muse  of  History  is  inscribing  the 
virtues  and  exploits  of  the  hero ;  and  as,  of  all  the 
satellites  of  Napoleon,  Eugene  has  left  behind  the 
fairest  name,  I  looked  at  her,  and  her  occupation, 
with  complacency.  The  statue  is,  moreover,  ex- 
oeedingly  beautiful  and  expressive — so  are  the 
genii ;  and  the  figure  of  Eugene  is  magnificent ; 
and  yet  the  combination  of  the  whole  is  not  effec- 
tive. Another  fault  is,  the  color  of  the  marble^ 
which  has  a  grey  tinge,  and  ought  at  least  to  have 
been  relieved  by  constructing  the  pedestal  and  ac- 
companiments of  black  marble;  whereas  they  are 
of  a  reddish  hue. 

The  widow  of  Eugene,  the  eldest  sister  of  the 
king  of  Bavaria,  raised  this  monument  to  her  hus- 
band, at  an  expense  of  eighty  thousand  florins.  As 
the  whole  design  is  clasacal,  and  otherwise  in  the 
purest  taste  and  grandest  style  of  art,  I  exclaimed 
ijrith  horror  at  the  sight  of  a  vile  heraldic  crown, 
which  is  lying  at  the  feet  of  the  muse  of  History. 
I  ;was  sure  that  Thorwaldson  would  never  volun- 
tarily have  committed  such  a  solecism.  I  was  in- 
formed that  the  princess-widow  insisted  on  the 
intcoduction  of  this  piece  of  barbarity  as  emble« 
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matical  of  the  vice-royaltj  of  Italy ;  any  loiyfi^ 
being  apparently  better  than  none.  > ,  •  > 

I  remember  that  when  travelling  in  the  Nethi^ 
lands,  at  a  time  when  the  people  were  celebratii^ 
the  Fete-Dieu,  I  saw  a  village  carpenter  busUj! 
employed  in  erecting  a^r^osoir  for  the  Madonna^ 
of  painted  boards  and  draperies  and  wreaths  o£ 
flowers.  In  the  mean  time  as  if  to  deprecate 
criticism,  he  had  chalked  in  large  letters  over  hia 
work,  **  La  critique  est  aisde,  mais  Part  est  difficile." 
I  could  not  help  smiling  at  this  application  of  one 
of  those  mideniable  truisms  which  no  one  thinks  il 
necessary  to  remember.  When  I  recall  the  pleasuie 
I  derived  from  this  noble  work  of  Thorwaldson^  att 
the  genius,  all  the  skill,  all  the  patience,  all  the 
time,  expended  on  its  production,  I  think  the  foi©* 
going  trifling  criticisms  appear  very  ungrateful  imd 
impertinent ;  and  yet,  as  a  friend  of  mine  insisted^ 
when  I  was  once  upon  a  dme  pleading  for  mercy 
on  certain  defects  and  deficiencies  in  some  oih^ 
walk  of  art, "  Toleration  is  the  nurse  of  mediocrity." 
Artists  themselves,  as  I  often  observe, — even  the 
vainest  of  them — prefer  discriminating  admiration 
to  wholesale  praise.  In  the  Frauen  Eirche,  there^ 
is  another  most  admirable  monument,  a  chef 
(Toeuvre,  in  the  Grothic  style.  It  is  the  tomb  of  thft 
Emperor  Louis  of  Bavaria,  who  died  excommo- 
nicated  in  1347  ;  a  stupendous  work,  cast  in  bronze. 
At  the  four  comers  are  four  colossal  knights  kneel- 
ing in  complete  armour,  each  bearing  a  lance  and 
ensign,  and  guarding  the  recumbent  effigj-  of  the 
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^Mp^ror,  which  lies  beneath  a  magnificent  Gothic 
canopy.  At  the  two  sides  are  standing  colossal 
figures,  and  I  suppose  about  eight  or  ten  other 
figures  on  a  smaller  scale,  all  of  admirable  design 
h;^  woriunanship.^  It  should  seem  that  in  the 
gtxteenth  century  the  art  of  casting  in  bronze  was 
not  only  brought  to  the  highest  perfection  in  Ger- 
many, but  £)und  employment  on  a  very  grand 
seale. 

In  the  evening  there  was  a  concert  at  the  Salle 
de  rOdeon — the  third  I  have  attended  since  I  came 
kere.  This  concert  room  is  larger  than  any  public 
room  in  London,  and  admirably  constructed  for 
Bicisic.  Over  the  orchestra,  in  a  semicircle,  are 
the  busts  of  the  twelve  great  German  composers 
who  have  flourished  during  the  last  hundred  years, 
beginning  with  Handel,  and  Bach,  and  ending  with 
Weber  and  Beethoven.  On  this  occasion  the  hall 
was  crowded.  We  had  all  the  best  performers  of 
Munich,  led  by  the  Kapelmeister  Stuntz,  and 
Scheckner,  and  Meric,  who  sang  h  Venvie  Vune  de 
Pautre,  The  concert  began  at  seven,  and  ended  a 
little  afler  nine ;  and  much,  as  I  love  music,  I  felt  I 
had  had  enough.  They  certainly  manage  these 
social  pleasures  much  better  here  than  in  London, 
where  a  grand  concert  almost  invariably  proves  a 

-  *  I  xegret  that  I  omitted  to  note  the  name  of  the  artist  of  this 
mUfDifloent  work.  There  Is  a  still  more  admirable  monument  of 
the  same  period  in  the  church  at  Inspruck,  the  tomb  of  the 
arcliduke.  Ferdinand  of  Tyrol,  consisting,  I  believe,  of  twelve 
o^Msal  fltatues  iu  bronze. 
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most  awful  bore,  from  which  we  retom  weaetM, 
yawning,  jarred,  satiated.  •.  t  n 

Ck>unt  amused  me  this  eyenii^  with  Ym 

laconic  summing  up  of  the  rise,  progress,  and  eattasJ 
trophe  of  a  Poibh  amour ; — se  pasdoner,  se  battns^ 
80  rmner,  enlever,  ^pouser,  et  diiwreer;  and  so 
ends  this  six-act  tragico^omico-herc»co  pastoral,    v 

23. — To-day  went  over  the  Pinakothek  (tbs 
new  grand  national  picture  gallery)  with  M.  dd 
Klenze,  the  arcMtect,  and  Comtesse  de  V— — 
This  is  the  second  time ;  but  I  hare  not  yet  a  <dear 
and  connected  idea  of  the  general  design,  the  buiUk 
ing  being  stall  in  progress;  As  fsu*  as  I  can  undef^ 
stand  the  arrangements,  they  will  be  adnmnd^ 
The  destination  of  the  edifice  seems  to  haye  be«» 
the  first  thing  kept  in  view.  The  situation  of  pas^ 
ticular  pictures  has  been  calculated,  and  a^nrate 
experiments  have  been  made  for  the  arrangeuieiit 
of  the  fight,  &c.  Professor  Zimmermann  hm 
kindly  pr(»nised  to  take  me  oyer  the  whole  (MMW 
more.    He  has  the  direction  of  the  firesco  pamtingB 

here. 

*  *  ♦  * 

Society  is  becoming  so  pleasimt,  and  engages 
ments  of  every  kind  so  multifariom,  that  I  have 
little  time  for  scribbling  memoranda.  New  ohap^ 
acters  unfold  before  me,  new  scenes  of  interest 
occupy  my  thoughts.  I  find  myself  surroandeil 
with  friends,  where  only  a  few  weeks  ago  I  hfei 
scarcely  one  acquaintance.  Time  ought  not  t^ 
lingci>— and  yet  it  does  sometimes.  -i 
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.Ohp  circumstances  alter ;  our  opinions  change ; 
our  passions  die ;  our  hopes  sicken,  and  perish 
wttedy ;— our  spirits  are  broken  ;  our  health  is 
baeoken,  and  even  our  hearts  are  broken ;  but  will 
wirvives — the  unconquerable  strength  of  will,  which 
is  in  later  life  what  passiou  is  when  young.  In  this 
world,  there  is  always  something  to  be  done  or 
gufiered,  even  when  there  is  no  longer  any  thing  to 
be  desired  or  attained. 

The  Glyptothek  is,  at  certain  hours,  open  to 
strangers  only,  and  strangers  do  not  at  present 
abound  :  hence  it  has  twice  happened  that  I  have 
found  myself  in  the  gallery  alone — ^to-day  for  the 
seccmd  time.  I  felt  that,  under  some  circumstances, 
an  hour  of  solitude  in  a  gallery  of  sculpture  may  be 
an  epoch  in  one's  hfe.  There  was  not  a  sound,  no 
Hving  thing  near,  to  break  the  stillness ;  and  lightly, 
and  with  a  feeling  of  awe,  I  trod  the  marble  pave- 
ments, looking  upon  the  calm,  pale,  motionless  forms 
around  me,  almost  expecting  they  would  open  their 
marble  lipa«and  speak  to  me — or,  at  least,  nod — 
like  the  statue  in  Don  Giovanni :  and  still,  as  the 
evening  shadows  fell  deeper  and  deeper,  they 
'v^txed,  methought,  sadder,  psder,  and  more  life- 
like. A  dim,  unearthly  glory  effused  those  grace- 
fill  limbs  and  perfect  forms,  of  which  the  exact 
outline  was  lost,  vanishing  into  shade,  while  the 
sentnnent — ^the  ideal— of  their  immortal  loveliness, 
remained  distinct,  and  became  every  moment  more 
impressive :  and  thus  they  stood  ;  and  their  melan- 
choly beauty  seemed  to  melt  into  the  heart 
19 
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As  the  Graces  round  the  throne  of  Yenii^  ,^ 
music,  painting,  sculpture,  wait  as  handmaids  ix)uq4 
the  throne  of  Poetry.  "  They  from  her  golden,  w^ 
draw  light,''  as  planets  drink  the  sunbeams ;  and  }^ 
return  they  array  the  divinity  which  created  a^4 
inspired  them,  in  those  sounds,  and  hues,  and  foxing 
through  which  she  is  revealed  to  our  mortal  seqses. 
The  pleasure,  the  illu^on,  produced  by  mu9i9, 
when  it  is  the  voice  of  poetry,  is,  for  the  momeii^ 
by  far  the  most  complete  and  intoxicating^  but  dlsjO 
the  most  transient.  Fainting,  with  its  lovely  coloini 
blending  into  life,  and  all  its  ^^  silent  poesy  q£ 
form,"  is  a  source  of  pleasure  more  lasting,  moi^ 
intellectual.  Beyond  both,  is  sculpture,  the  nohle3^ 
the  least  illusive,  the  most  enduring  of  the  imitative 
arts,  because  it  charms  us  not  by  what  it  seems  to 
be,  but  by  what  it  is ;  because  if  the  pleasure  it  im- 
parts be  less  exciting,  the  impression  it  leaves  is 
more  profound  and  permanent ;  because  it  is,  or 
ought  to  be,  the  abstract  idea  of  power^  beauty^ 
sentiment,  made  visible  in  the  cold,  pm|ii,.impa86LYiB9 
and  almost  eternal  marble. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  grand  secret  oi  that  grace 
of  repose  which  we  see  developed  in  the  antique 
statues,  may  be  defined  as  the  presence  qfthouffi^ 
and  the  absence  of  volition.  The  moment  we  have^ 
in  sculpture,  the  expression  of  will,  or  effort,  «# 
have  the  idea  of  something  fixed  in  its  place  by  iA 
eiEtemal  cause,  and  a  consequent  diminution  oi^i 
efiect  of  internal  power.  This  is  not  well  ejr 
pressed,  I  fear.     Perhaps  I  might  illustrate  ^ 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITERATtJRE,  AND   CHARACTER.  291 

fliongbt  thus :  the  Venus  de  Medici  looks  as  if  she 
were  content  ta  stand  on  her  pedestal  and  be  wor- 
shipped ;  Canova's  Heb«  looks  as  if  she  would  fain 
step  off  the  pedestal — if  she  could :  the  Apollo  Bel- 
vedere, as  if  he  could  step  from  his  pedestal — if  he 
would. 

Among  the  Greeks,  in  the  best  ages  of  sculpture, 
and  in  all  their  very  finest  statues,  this  seems  to  be 
the  presiding  principle — viz :  that  in  sculpture,  the 
Impose  of  suspended  motion,  or  of  subsided  motion, 
is  graceful ;  but  arrested  motion,  and  all  effort,  to 
be  avoided.  When  the  ancients  did  express  mo- 
tion, thej  made  it  flowing  or  continuous,  as  in  the 
frieze  of  the  Parthenon. 

ALONE. 
IN  THE   GALLERY  OF   SCULPTURE  AT  MUNICH. 

Ye  pale  and  glorious  forms,  to  whom  was  given 

All  that  we  mortals  covet  under  heaven — 

Beauty,  renown,  and  inunortality, 

And  worship ! — in  your  passive  grandeur,  ye 

.Are  what  we  most  adore,  and  least  would  wish  to  be ! 

Thcre*8  nothing  new  in  life,  and  nothing  old; 
OTe  tale  that  we  might  tell  hath  oft  been  told. 
Ifony  have  look'd  to  the  bright  sun  with  sadness ; 
Many  have  look'd  to  the  dark  grave  with  gladness ; 
J^lany  have  griev'd  to  death — have  lov'd  to  madness ! 

What  has  been,  is ; — what  is,  will  be ; — I  know, 
Even  while  the  heart  drops  blood,  it  must  be  so. 
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I  live  and  smile — for  0  the  griefs  that  kill, 

Kill  slowly — and  I  bear  within  me  still 

My  conscious  self,  and  my  unconquer'd  will ! 

And  knowing  what  I  have  been — what  has  made 
My  misery,  I  will  be  no  more  betray'd 
By  hollow  mockeries  of  the  world  around, 
Or  hopes  and  impulses,  which  1  have  found 
Like  ill-aim' d  shafts,  that  kill  by  their  rebound. 

Complaint  is  for  the  feeble,  and  despair 

For  evil  hearts.    Mine  still  can  hope — still  bear — 

Still  hope  for  others  what  it  never  knew 

Of  truth  and  peace;  and  silently  pursue 

A  path  beset  with  briers,  "  and  wet  with  tears  like  dew  !*• 


To-day  I  devoted  to  the  Pinakothek — for  the  la^ 

'lime  I 

~  Just  before  I  left  England  our  projected  national 
gallery  had  excited  much  attention.  Those  who 
were  usually  indifferent  to  such  matters  were  roused 
to  interest ;  and  I  heard  the  merits  of  different  de- 
signs, so  warmly,  even  so  violently  discussed  in 
public  and  in  private,  that  for  a  long  time  the  sub- 
ject kept  possession  of  my  mind.  On  my  arrival 
here,  the  Pinakothek  (for  that  is  the  designatiofi 
given  to  the  new  national  gallery  of  Munich)  b^ 
came  to  me  a  principal  object  of  interest.  I  have 
been  most  anxious  to  comprehend  both  the  general 
design  and  the  nature  of  the  arrangements  in  de- 
tail ;  but  I  might  almost  doubt  my  own  competency 
to  convey  an  exact  idea  of  what  I  understand  and 
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admire,  to  the  comprehension  of  another.  I  must 
try,  however,  while  the  impressions  remain  fresh 
and  strong,  and  the  memory  not  yet  encumbered 
and  distracted,  as  it  must  be,  even  a  few  hours 
hence,  by  the  variety,  and  novelty,  and  interest, 
of  alii  see  and  hear  around  me. 

The  Pinakothek  was  founded  in  1826 ;  the  king 
himself  laying  the  first  stone  with  much  pomp  and 
ceremony  on  the  7th  of  April,  the  birthday  of  Raf- 
faelle. 

It  is  a  long,  narrow  edifice,  facing  the  south, 
measuring  about  five  hundred  feet  from  east  to 
west,  and  about  eighty  or  eighty-five  feet  in  depth. 
At  the  extremities  are  two  wings,  or  rather  pro- 
jections. The  body  of  the  building  is  of  brick,  but 
not  of  common  brickwork:  for  the  bricks,  which 
are  of  a  particular  kind  of  clay,  have  a  singular 
tint,  a  kind  of  greenish  yellow ;  while  the  friezes, 
balustrades,  architraves  of  the  windows,  in  short, 
all  the  ornamental  parts,  are  of  stone,  the  color  of 
which  is  a  fine  warm  grey ;  and  as  the  stone  work- 
manship is  extremely  rich,  and  the  brickwork  of 
unrivalled  elegance  and  neatness,  and  the  colors 
harmonize  well,  the  combination  produces  a  very 
handsome  efiect,  rendering  the  exterior  as  pleasing 
to  the  eye  as  the  scientific  adaptation  of  the  build- 
ing to  its  peculiar  purpose  is  to  the  understanding. 
'  Along  the  roof  runs  a  balustrade  of  stone,  adorned 
with  twenty-four  colossal  statues  of  celebrated 
jpainters.  A  public  garden,  which  is  already  in 
preparation,  will  be  planted  around,  beautifully 
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laid  out  with  shady  walks,  flower-beds,  fi>i]ntaiii%i 
urns,  and  statues.  I  believe  the  enclosure  of  ^dsf 
garden  will  be  about  a  thousand  feet  each  way,  andt 
that  it  will  ultimately  be  bounded  (at  least  on  threes 
sides)  with  rows  of  houses  forming  a  vast  square^ 
of  which  the  Pinakothek  will  occupy  the  centee^ 
It  consists  of  a  ground-floor  and  an  uppeivstory. 
The  ground-floor  will  comprise,  Ist,  the  colleetioti^ 
of  the  Etruscan  vases ;  2dly,  the  Mosaics,  ancieni 
and  modem,  of  which  there  are  here  some  raw 
and  admirable  specimens;  3dly,  the  cabinet  €^ 
drawings  by  the  old  masters ;  4thly  the  calMoet  <if 
engravings,  which  is  said  to  be  one  of  the  richesi 
in  Europe ;  Sthly,  a  library  of  ail  works  pertaining 
to  the  fine  arts ;  lastly,  a  noble  entrance-hall :  a 
private  entrance;  with  accommodations  for  stu- 
dents, and  other  offices. 

The  upper  story  is  appropriated  to  the  pictut^s, 
and  is  calculated  to  contain  not  less  than  flfte^ 
hundred  specimens,  selected  from  various  galleries, 
and  arranged  according  to  the  schools  of  art 

We  ascend  from  the  entrance-hall  by  a  wide  and 
handsome  staircase  of  stone,  very  elegantly  carved, 
which  leads  first  to  a  kind  of  vestibule,  where  thfe 
attendants  and  keepers  of  the  gallery  are  in  wak- 
ing. Thence,  to  a  splendid  reception-room,  aboot 
fifty  feet  in  length :  this  will  contain  the  full-length 
portraits  of  the  foundel^  of  the  gallery  of  Munich 
— the  Palatine  John  William ;  the  Elector,  Maxi- 
milian Emanuel  of  Bavaria ;  the  Duke  Charies  of 
Deuxponts ;  the  iPalatine  Charles  Theodore  \  Mazi- 
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i^fHHan  Joseph  I.,  king  of  Bavaria ;  and  Ids  son,  (the 
pirelaent  monarch,)  Louis  I.  The  ceiling  ancj  the 
0!iieze  of  this  room  are  splendidly  decorated  with 
groups  of  figures  and  ornaments  in  white  relief,  on 
a  gold  ground,  and  the  waJls  will  be  hung  with 
cciDison  damask. 

Along  the  south  front  of  the  building  from  east 
tj&  west  runs  a  gallery  or  corridor  about  four  hun- 
deed  feet  in  length,  and  eighteen  in  width,  lighted 
eo.  one  ade  by  twenty-five  lofty  arched  windows, 
Baving  on  the  other  side  ten  doors,  opening  into 
^leiBuite  of  picture  galleries,  or  rather  halls.  These 
©ccupy  the  centre  of  the  building,  and  are  lighted 
feom  above  by  vast  lanterns.  They  are  eight  in 
number,  varying  in  length  from  fifty  to  eighty  feet, 
but  all  forty  feet  in  width  and  fifty  feet  in  height 
from  the  floor  to  the  summit  of  the  lantern.  The 
walls  will  be  hung  with  silk  damask,  either  of  a 
dark  crimson  or  a  dark  green — according  to  the 
^tyle  of  art  for  which  the  room  is  destined.  The 
ceilings  are  vaulted,  and  the  decorations  are  inex- 
^Inressibly  rich,  composed  of  magnificent  arabesques, 
intermixed  with  the  efl%ies  of  celebrated  painters, 
atid  groups  illustrative  of  the  history  of  art,  &c.,  all 
n^ulded  in  white  relief  upon  a  ground  of  dead 
^d.  Mayer,  one  of  the  best  sculptors  in  Munich, 
■has  the  direction  of  these  works. 
,'  Bdiind  these  vast  galleries,  or  saloons,  there  is  a 
range  of  cabinets,  twenty-three  in  number,  appro- 
'^riated  to  the  smaller  pictures  of  the  different 
■ehools:  these  are  each  about  nineteen  feet  by 
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fifteen  in  size,  and  lighted  from  the  north,  aach 
having  one  high  lateral  window.  The  ceilings  ai»d 
upper  part  of  the  walls  are  painted  in  fresco,  (of 
distemper,  I  am  not  sure  which,)  with  very  graceful 
arabesques  of  a  quiet  color; — the  hangings  WlH 
also  be  of  silk  damask. 

Of  the  principal  saloons,  the  first  is  appropriated 
to  the  productions  of  modem  and  living  ardsta; 
and  has  three  cabinets  attached  to  it.  The  secoad 
will  contain  the  old  German  pictures,  includiag 
the  famous  Boisser^e  gallery,  and  has  four  cabinetB 
attached  to  it  The  third,  fourth,  and  fifth  saloosa 
(of  which  the  central  one^  the  hall  of  Rubens,  ia 
eighty  feet  in  length)  are  devoted,  with  the  nine 
adjoining  cabinets,  to  the  Flemish  and  Dutch. 
schools.  The  sixth,  with  four  cabinets,  will  contaiiB 
the  French  and  Spanish  pictures ;  and  the  aevemth 
and  eighth,  with  three  cabinets,  will  contain  the 
Italian  school  of  painting.  All  these  apartments 
communicate  with  each  other  by  ample  doors ;  but 
from  the  corridor  already  mentioned,  which  opeaa 
into  the  whole  suite,  the  visitor  has  access  to  any 
particular  gallery,  or  school  of  painting,  without? 
passing  through  the  others :  an  obvious  advantage^ 
which  will  be  duly  estimated  by  those  who,  in 
visiting  a  gallery  of  painting,  have  felt  their  eyeB> 
dazzled,  their  heads  bewildered,  their  attentiosk 
distracted,  by  too  much  variety  of  temptation  and 
attraction,  before  they  have  reached  the  pardcnlav 
object  or  school  of  art  to  which  their  attention  was: 
especially  directed.  ^ 
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i  To  this  beautiftil  and  most  convenient  corridor, 
€»is  as  it  is  called  here,  loggia^  we  must  now  return. 
I  have  said  that  it  is  four  hundred  feet  in  length, 
and  lighted  by  five-and-twenty  arched  windows, — 
which,  by  the  way,  command  a  splendid  prospect, 
bounded  by  the  faPK)ff  mountains  of  the  Tyrol. 
The  wall  opposite  to  these  windows  is  divided  into 
tfwenty-five  corresponding  compartments,  arched, 
And  each  surmounted  by  a  dome ;  these  cpmpart- 
ments  are  painted  in  fresco  with  arabesques,  some- 
thing in  the  style  of  Raffaelle's  Loggie  in  the  Yati- 
eam;  while  every  arch  and  cupola  contains  (also 
painted  in  fresco)  scenes  from  the  life  of  some 
great  painter,  arranged  chronologically:  thus,  in 
ikatf  exhibiting  a  graphic  history  of  the  rise  and 
progress  of  modern  painting — from  Cimabue  down 
to  Bubens. 

Of  this  series  of  frescos,  which  are  now  in  pro- 
gress, a  few  only  are  finished,  from  which,  however, 
a  very  satisfactory  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  whole 
design.  The  first  cupola  is  painted  from  a  poem 
of  A.  W.  Schlegel  "  Der  Bund  der  Kirche  mit  den 
Eiinsten,''  which  celebrates  the  alliance  between 
religion  (or  rather  the  church)  and  the  fine  arts. 
The  second  cupola  represents  the  Crusades,  be- 
cause fipom  these  wild  expeditions  (for  so  Provi- 
dence ordained  that  good  should  spring  from  evil) 
aldose  the  regeneration  of  art  in  Europe.  With  the 
third  cupola  commences  the  series  of  painters.  In 
the  arch,  or  lunette,  is  represented  the  Madonna 
o£  Cimabue  carried  in  triumphal  procession  through 
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the  streets  of  Florence  to  the  church  of  Sattta  Mai- 
ria  Novella ;  and  in  the  dome  above,  various  aoeiies 
from  the  painter's  life.  In  the  next  cupola  in  the 
history  of  Giotto ;  then  follows  Angelico  da  Fesciev 
who,  partly  from  humility  and  partly  from  love  for 
his  art,  refiised  to  be  made  Archbishop  of  Florence ; 
then,  fourthly,  Masaccio;  fifthly,  Bellini:  in  one 
compartment  he  is  represented  painting  the  ^voriie 
sultani^of  Mahomet  II.  Several  of  ^e  suooeediag 
cupolas  still  r^uain  blank,  so  we  pass  them  ovar 
and  arrive  at  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  painting  the 
queen  Joanna  of  Arragon ;  then  Michael  Angdo^ 
meditating  the  design  of  St  Peter*s;  then  the  hm 
tory  of  Raffaelle :  in  the  dome  are  various  scenes 
from  his  life.  The  lunette  represents  his  deadn 
he  is  extended  on  a  couch^  beside  which  sits^  hi^ 
virago  love,  the  Fomarina  "in  disperato  dokMr;** 
Pope  Leo  X.  and  Cardinal  Bembo  are  looking  on 
overwhelmed  with  grief; — ^in  the  background  ii 
the  Transfiguration. 

I  wonder,  if  ^fiaelle  had  survived  this  fatd 
illness,  which  of  the  two  alternatives  he  would 
have  chosen — ^the  cardinal's  hat  or  the  niece  4i 
Cardinal  Bibbiena  ?  M.  de  Elenze  gave  us,  the 
other  nighf,  a  most  picturesque  and  animated  de^ 
scription  of  the  opening  of  Eaffaelle's  tcnubj-^-ftt 
which  he  had  himself  assisted — ^the  discovery  c^h»l 
remains,  and  those  of  his  betrothed  bride,  the  mei&b 
of  Cardinal  Bibbiena,  deposited  near  him.  Shi^ 
survived  him  several  years,  but  in  her  last  momeatt 
requested  to  be  buried  in   the  same  tomb  wjtb 
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•kM.     This  was  at  least  quite  in  the  genre  roman* 


f'  "  Charming!"  exclaimed  one  of  the  ladies  pres- 
et 

"  ^iEt  genereuxf"  exclaimed  sjiotheT. 
,  The  series  of  the  Italian  painters  will  end  with 
ihe  C5arracci.  Those  of  the  German  painters  will 
liegin  with  Van  Eyck,  and  end  with  Rubens.  Of 
many  of  the  frescos  which  are  not  yet  executed,  I 
-saw  the  cartoons  in  professor  Zimmermann's  studio. 
.  Though  the  general  decoration  of  this  gallery 
.was  planned  by  Cornelius,  the  designs  for  particu- 
lar parts,  and  the  direction  of  the  whole,  have  been 
iconfided  to  Zimmermann,  who  is  assisted  in  the 
execution  by  five  other  painters.  One  particular 
picture,  which  represents  Giotto  exhibiting  his  Ma- 
donna to  the  pope,  was  pointed  out  to  my  especial 
admiration  as  the  most  finished  specimen  of  fresco 
pamting  which  has  yet  been  executed  here ;  and 
in  truth,  for  tenderness  and  freshness  of  color,  soft- 
hisss  in  the  shadows,  and  delicacy  in  the  handling, 
it  might  bear  comparison  with  any  painting  in  oils. 
We  were  standing  near  it  on  a  high  scaffold,  and 
it  endured  the  closest  and  most  minute  considera- 
tion ;  but  when  seen  from  below,  it  may  possibly 
be  less  effective.  It  shows,  however,  the  extreme 
finish  of  which  the  fresco  painting  is  susceptible. 
This  was  executed  by  Hiltensperger,  of  Swabia, 
from  the  cartoon  of  Zimmermann.  At  one  end  of 
tkas  gallery  there  is  to  be  a  large  fresco,  represent- 
ing his  majesty  King  Louis,  introduced  by  the  muse 
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of  Poetry  to  the  assembled  poets  and  painters  at. 
Grermany.  Now,  this  species  of  allegorical  adula- 
tion appears  to  me  flat  and  out  of  date.  I  wel) 
remember  that  long  ago  the  famous  picture  of  Vol- 
taire, introduced  into  the  Elysian  fields  by  Henh 
Quatr6,  and  making  his  best  bow  to  Bacine  Anji 
Moli^re,  threw  me  into  a  convulsion  of  laughter: 
and  the  cartoon  of  this  royal  apotheosis  provoked 
the  same  irrepressible  feeling  of  the  ridiculous,  t 
wish  somebody  would  hint  to  King  Louis  that, 
this  is  not  in  good  taste,  and  that  there  are  many, 
many  ways  in  which  the  compliment  (which  he" 
truly  merits)  might  be  better  managed. 

On  the  whole,  however,  it  may  truly  be  said  that 
the  luxuriant  and  appropriate  decorations  of  this 
gallery,  the  variety  of  color  and  ornament  lavishe^f 
on  it,  agreeably  prepare  the  eye  and  the  imagina- 
tion for  that  glorious  feast  of  beauty  within,  to 
which  we  are  inamediately  introduced:  and  thus 
the  overture  to  the  Zauberflote,  (which  we  heard 
last  night,)  with  its  rich  involved  harmonies,  its 
brilliant  and  exciting  movements,  attuned  the  ear 
and  the  fancy  to  enjoy  the  grand,  thrilling,  bewitch- 
ing, love-breathing  melodies  of  the  opera  which 
followed. 

I  omitted  to  mention  that  there  are  also  on  the 
upper  floor  of  the  Pinakothek  two  rooms,  each'' 
about  forty  feet  square ;  one,  called  the  Reserve-, 
Saalj  is  intended  for  the  reception  of  those  pictur^ 
which  are  temporarily  removed  from  their  places.'* 
new  acquisitions,  &c.     The  other  room  is  fittea* 
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1^  with  every  convenience  for  students  and  copy- 
ists. 

J  The  whole  of  this  immense  edifice  is  wanned 
throughout  by  heated  air;  the  stoves  being  de- 
tached from  the  body  of  the  building,  and  so  man- 
aged as  to  preclude  the  possibility  of  danger  from 
fire. 

It  does  not  appear  to  be  yet  decided  whether  the 
floors  will  be  of  the  Venetian  stucco,  or  of  parquet 

'  Such,  then,  is  the  general  plan  of  the  Pinakothek, 
the  national  gallery  of  Bavaria.  I  make  no  com- 
ihent,  except  that  I  felt  and  recognized  in  every 
part  the  presence  of  a  directing  mind,  and  the  ab- 
sence of  all  narrow  views,  all  truckling  to  the  in- 
terests, or  tastes,  or  prejudices,  or  convenience,  of 
smy  particular  class  of  persons.  It  is  very  possible 
that  when  finished  it  will  be  found  by  scientific 
critics  not  absolutely  perfect^  which,  as  we  know, 
all  human  works  are  at  least  intended  and  expected 
to  be ;  but  it  is  equally  clear  that  an  honest  anx- 
iety for  the  glory  of  art,  and  the  benefit  of  the 
public — not  the  caprices  of  the  king,  nor  the  in- 
dividual vanity  of  the  architect — has  been  the 
moving  principle  throughout 

«  «  «  « 

Fresco  painting,  or,  as  the  Italians  call  it,  huon 
fi^esco^  had  been  entirely  discontinued  since  the 
time  of  Raphael  Mengs.  It  was  revived  at  Rome 
in  1809-10,  when  the  late  M.  Bartholdy,  the  Prus- 
sian consul-general,  caused  a  saloon  in  his  house 
tp  be  painted  in  fresco  by  Peter  Cornelius,  Over- 
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beck,  and  Philip  Veith,  all  Grerman  artists,  tli^ 
resident  at  Rome.  The  subjects  are  taken  fi^bl 
the  Scriptures,  and  one  of  the  admirable  cartoons 
of  Overbeck,  (Joseph  sold  by  his  brethren,)  I  saw 
at  Frankfort.  These  first  essays  are  yet  to  J)e  seeii 
in  Bartholdy^s  house,  in  the  Via  Sistina  at  Rome. 
They  are  rather  hard,  but  in  a  grand  style  of  conn 
position.  The  success  which  attended  this  spirited 
undertaking,  excited  much  attention  and  enthusi- 
asm, and  induced  the  Marchese  Massimi  to  hare 
his  villa  near  the  Lateran  adorned  in  the  same 
style.  Accordingly,  he  had  three  grand  halls  or 
saloons  painted  with  subjects  from  Dante,  Ariosto, 
and  Tasso.  The  first  was  given  to  Philip  Veitli, 
the  second  to  Julius  Schnorr,  and  the  third  to 
Overbeck.  Veith  did  not  finish  his  work,  which 
was  afterwards  terminated  by  Koch ;  the  two  other 
painters  completed  their  task,  much  to  the  satis- 
faction of  the  Marchese,  and  to  the  admiration  of 
all  Rome. 

But  these  were  mere  experiments — mere  at- 
tempts, compared  to  what  has  since  been  executed 
in  the  same  style  at  Munich.  It  is  true  that  the 
art  of  fresco-painting  had  never  been  entirely  lost 
The  theory  of  the  process  was  well  known,  and 
also  the  colors  formerly  used ;  only  practice,  and' 
the  opportunity  of  practice,  were  wanting.  This* 
has  been  afforded ;  and  tiiere  is  now  at  Munich  a 
school  of  fresco-painting,  under  the  direction  of  ^ 
Cornelius,  Julius  Schnorr,  and  Zimmermann,  in' 
which  the  mechanical  process  has  been  brought  to ' 
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m^  perfection,  that  the  ueatness  of  the  execution 
jp^y  vie  with  oils,  and  they  can  even  cut  out  a  fea- 
ture and  replace  it  if  necessary.  The  palette  has 
^p  been  augmented  by  the  recent  improvements 
jp,  chemistry,  which  have  enabled  the  fresco  painter 
to  apply  some  most  precious  colors,  unknown  to 
the  ancient  masters :  only  earths  and  metallic  colors 
are  used.  I  believe  it  is  universally  known  that 
the  colors  are  applied  while  the  plaster  is  wet,  and 
t^at  the  preparation  of  this  plaster  is  a  matter  of 
]?ii)ch  care  and  nicet)\  A  good  deal  of  experience 
«nd  manual  dexterity  is  nec^sary  to  enable  the 
painter  to  execute  with  rapidity,  and  calculate  the 
efactt  degree  of  humidity  in  the  plaster,  requisite 
for  the  effect  he  wishes  to  produce. 

JJ^  has  been  said  that  fresco-painting  is  unfitted 
fijy  our  climate,  damp  and  sea-coal  fires  being 
equally  injurious ;  but  the  new  method  of  warming 
aU  lai^  buildings,  either  by  steam  or  heated  air, 
obviates,  at  least,  this  objection. 

26. — The  morning  was  i^nt  in  the  ateliers  of 
two  Bavarian  sculptors,  Mayer  and  Bandel.  To 
Mayer,  the  king  has  confided  the  decoration  of  the 
interior  of  the  Finakc^ek,  of  which  he  showed  me 
t^e  drawings  and  designs.  He  has  also  executed 
t)ie  colossal  statue  of  Albert  Durer,  in  stone,  for 
the  interior  of  that  building. 

It  appears  that  the  pediment  of  the  Glyptothek, 
now  vacant,  will  be  adorned  by  a  group  of  fourteen 
or  fifteen  figures,  representing  all  the  different  pro- 
c^fses  in  the  art  of  sculpture ;  the  modeller  in  clay, 


d  by  Google 


304  '      SKETCHES   OF   AHT, 

the  hewer  of  the  marble,  the  caster  in  bronze,  th^ 
carver  in  wood  or  ivory,  &c^all  in  appropriate  a^ 
titudes,  all  colossal,  and  grouped  into  a  whole.  The 
general  design  was  modelled,  I  believe,  by  Eber- 
hardt,  professor  of  sculpture  in  the  academy  hei»^ 
and  the  execution  of  the  different  figures  has  beeft 
given  to  several  young  sculptors,  among  them 
Mayer  and  BandeL  This  has  produced  a  strong 
feeling  of  emulation.  I  observed  that  notwithr 
standing  the  height  and  the  situation  to  which  they 
are  destined,  nearly  one-half  of  eadi  figure  beiiig 
necessarily  turned  fi^m  the  spectator  below,  eac^ 
statue  is  wrought  with  exceeding  care,  and  p6]>- 
fectly  finished  on  every  side.  I  admired  the  purity 
of  the  marble,  which  is  from  the  Tyrd.  Mayer 
informs  me  that  about  three  years  ago  enonnooB 
quarries  of  white  marble  were  discovered  in  tbe 
Tyrol,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  the  king,  as  it 
diminishes,  by  one-half,  the  expense  of  the  material. 
This  native  marble  is  of  a  dazzling  whiteness,  and 
to  be  had  in  immense  masses  without  flaw  or  speck; 
but  the  grain  is  rather  coarse. 

More  than  twenty  years  ago,  when  the  king  of 
Bavaria  was  Prince  Royal,  and  could  only  antici* 
pate  at  some  distant  period  the  execution  of  his 
design,  he  projected  a  building,  of  which,  at  leasts 
the  name  and  purpose  must  be  known  to  all  whb 
have  ever  stepped  on  Grerman  ground.  This  is  the 
Yaxhalla,  a  temple  raised  to  the  national  glory) 
and  intended  to  contain  the  busts  or  statues  of  ^U 
the  illustrious  characters  of  Germany,  whether  di^t 
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«thigtii^ed  in  literature,  arts,  or  arms,  from  their 
Aaeient  hero  and  patriot  Herman,  or  Arminitis, 
^ibwn  to  Goethe,  and  those  who  will  succeed  him. 
'The  idea  was  assuredly  noble,  and  worthy  of  a 
sOFvereign.  The  execution — never  lost  sight  of— 
ha»  been  but  lately  commenced.  The  Valhalla 
has  been  founded  on  a  lofty  cliff,  which  rises  above 
ihe  Danube,  not  far  from  -Ratisbon.*  It  will  form 
a  cen^cuous  object  to  all  who  pass  up  and  down 
the  Danube,  aad  the  situation,  nearly  in  the  centre 
irf"  Gennany,  is  at  least  well  chosen.  But  I  could 
thaerdly  express  (or  repress)  my  surprise,  when  I 
was  shown  Uie  design  for  this  building.  The  first 
^ance  recalled  the  Theseum  at  Athens ;  and  then 
fellows  the  very  natural  question,  why  should  a 
G^eek  model  have  been  chosen  for  an  edifice,  the 
oi:^ect,  and  pu;rpose,  and  name  of  which  are  so 
completely,  essentially,  exclusively  gothic  ?  What, 
IB  Heiaf  en's  name,  has  the  Theseum  to  do  on  the 
banks  of  the  Danube  ?  It  is  true  that  the  purity 
oi  forms  in  the  Greek  architecture,  the  effect  of  the 
continuous  lines  and  the  massy  Doric  columns, 
must  be  grand  and  beautiful  to  the  eye,  place  the 
object  where  you  will ;  and  in  the  situation  de- 
tigned  for  it,  particularly  imposing ;  but  surely  it 
i»  not  appropriate ; — ^the  name,  and  the  form,  and 
thier  purpose,  are  all  at  variance— throwing  our  most 
ehenshed  associations  into  strange  confusion.  Nor 
could  the  explanations  and  eloquent  reasoning  with 

'  *  The  first  stone  of  the  Valhalla  was  laid  by  the  King  of  Ba- 
fltria,  on  the  18th  of  October,  1880. 
20 
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which  my  ol^jecttons  were  met,  succeed  in  convlno- 
ing*  me  of  the  pn^riety  of  ihe  design,  wyie^l 
acknowledged  its  magnificence.  The  sculptor 
Mayer  showed  me  a  group  of  figures  for  one  <^  the 
pediments  a£  this  Gre^  Valhalla,  admirably  afH- 
propriate  to  the  pui^ose  of  die  building — ^bnt  not 
to  the  building  itself.  It  represents  Herman  intro- 
duced by  Hermoda  (or  Mercury)  into  the  Yalhallay 
and  received  by  Odin  and  Freya.  Iduna  advances 
to  meet  the  hero,  presenting  the  apples  <^  im- 
mortality, and  one  of  the  Vahlkiiie  pours  out  the 
mead,  to  r^:esh  the  soul  of  ^e  Einheriar.*  To 
the  right  of  this  group  are  several  figures  repre- 
senting the  chief  epochs^  in  the  history  of  Oermany; 

This  de^gn  wants  unity ;  and  it  is  a  manifest  in- 
congruity to  allude  to  the  introduction  of  Chrni*' 
tianity,  where  the  mythological  Vidhalla  forms  tte 
chief  point  of  interest;  notwithstanding,  it  gavd 
me  exceeding  pleasure,  as  furnishing  an  unanawet^ 
able  proof  of  the  possible  application  of  sculpturd 
on  a  grand  scale,  to  the  forma  of  romantic  or  gothio 
poetry :  all  the  figures,  the  accompaniments,  attri^ 
butes,  are  staictly  Teutonic ;  the  effect  of  the  whtAt 
is  grand  and  interesrting ;  but  what  would  it  be  on 
a  Greek  temple  ?  would  it  not  appear  misplaced 
and  discordant  ?  i 

I  am  informed,  that  of  the  two  pediments  of  the 
Valhalla,  one  will  be  given  to  Bauch  of  Beiiin, 
and  the  other  to  Schwanthaler.  * ) 

*  The  EUnheriar  aie  the  souls  of  heroes  admitted  into  th^ 
Valhallft.  '  't 
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Hie  sculptor  Ban<lel,  with  his  quick  eye,  his 
ftn^e  brow,  his  animated,  benevolent  faee,  and  his 
vapid  movements,  looks  like  what  he  is — ^a  genius.  - 
.  In  his  atelier  I  saw  aom&  things,  just  like  what  I 
see  in  idl  the  ateliers  of  young  sculptors— -cold  im- 
kadons,  feeble  versicms  of  mythological  subjects-:- 
liHit  I  saw  some  other  things  so  fresh  and  beautiful 
m  feeling,  as  to  impress  me  with  a  high  idea  of  his 
poetical  and  creative  power.  I  longed  to  bring  to 
England  one  or  two  casts  of  his  charming  Cupid 
Ftenseroso,  of  which  the  original  marble  is  at  Han- 
over.  There  is  also  a  very  exquiate  bas-relief 
of  Adam  and  Eve  sleeping :  the  good  angel  watch- 
ing on  (me  side,  and  the  evil  angel  on  the  other. 
This  lovely  group  is  the  commencement  of  a  series 
of  bas-reliefs,  designed,  I  believe,  for  a  firieze,  and 
not  yet  completed,  representing  the  four  ages  of 
the  world :  the  age  of  innocence ;  the  heroic  age, 
or  age  of  physical  power ;  the  age  of  poetry,  and 
ihe  age  of  philosophy.  This  new  version  oi  the 
old  idea  interested  me,  and  it  is  developed  and 
treated  with  much  grace  and  originality.  Bandel 
told  us  that  he  is  just  gc»ng,  with  his  beautiful  'wife 
and  two  or  three  little  children,  to  settle  at  Carrara 
£or  a  few  years.  The  marble  quarries  there  are 
now  colonized  by  young  sculptors  of  every  nation. 

:..  «  *  ♦  * 

The  king  of  Bavaria  has  a  gallery  of  beauties, 
(the  portraits  of  some  of  the  most  beautiful  women 
o(  Germany  and  Italy,)  which  he  shuts  up  from 
the  public  eye,  like  any  grand  Turk — and  neitiier 
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bribery  nor  interest  can  procure  admission.  A 
lovely  woman  to  yrhom  I  was  speaking  of  it  yestei^ 
day,  and  who  has  been  admitted  in  effigy  into  this 
harem,  seemed  to  consider  the  compliment  rather 
equivocal.  "  Depend  upon  it,  my  dear,"  said  she, 
'.*  that  fifty  years  hence  we  shall  be  all  confound^ 
together,  .as  the  king's  very  intimate  Mends  ;  and 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not  ambitious  of  the 
honor,  mere  particularly  as  there  are  some  of  my 
illustrious  companions  in  charms  who  are  enough 
to  throw  discredit  on  the  whole  set !  " 

I  saw  in  Stieler's  ateHer  two  portraits  for- Has 
collection :  one,  a  wolnan  of  rank — a  dark  beaitfyi: 
the  other,  a  servant  girl  here,  with  a  head  like  onb 
oi£  Rafi^lle's  angels,  almost  divine ;  she  is  paiirted 
in  the  httte  fils^ree  silver  cap,  the  embrcudered 
boddice,  and  silk  handkerchief  crossed  over  the 
bosom,  the  costume  of  the  women  of  Munich^  to 
which  the  king  is  extremely  partial.  I  am  assured 
that  this  young  girl,  who  is  not  more  than  seven- 
teen, is  as  remarkable  for  her  piety,  simplicity,  and 
spotless  reputation,  as  for  her  singular  beauty.  I 
have  seen  her,  and  the  picture  merely  does  her 
justice.  Several  other  women  of  the  bourgeoisie 
hav^  been  pointed  out  to  me  as  included  in  the 
king's  collection.  One  of  these,  the  daughteiyl 
believe,  of  an  herb-woman,  is  certainly  one  of  tffib 
most  exquisite  creatures  I  ever  beheld.  Ou  the 
'  whole,  I  should  say,  that  the  lower  orders  of  ^te 
people  of  Munich  are  the  handsomest  race  I  hate 
seen  in  Germany.  •  _.• 
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>  Stieler  is  tlie  court  and  fashionable  portrait 
punter  here— rthe  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  of  Munich 
'-^that  is,  in  the  estimation  qf  the  Grermans.  He 
is  an  accomplished  man,  with  amiable  manners, 
.and  a  talent  for  rising  in  the  world;  or,  as  I 
heard  some  one  call  it,  the  organ  of  getting- 
oniveness.  For  the  elaborate  finish  of  his  por- 
traits, for  expertness  and  delicacy  of  hand,  for  re- 
semblance and  exquisite  drawing,  I  suppose  he  has 
few  equals ;  but  he  has  also,  in  perfection,  what  I 
consider  the  faulty  peculiarities  of  the  Grerman 
sohod.  Stieler's  artificial  roses  are  too  natural: 
fait  caps,  and  embroidered  scarfs,  and  jewelled 
bracelets,  are  more  real  than  the  things  themselves 
'—-or  seem  so ;  for  certainly  I  never  gave  to  the 
Teal  objects  the  attention  and  the  adoriration  they 
challenge  in  ]ps  pictures.  The  fiunous  bunch  of 
grapes,  which  tempted  the  birds  to  peck,  could  be 
nothing  compiured  to  the  felt  of  Prince  Charles's 
hat  in  Stieler's  portrait :  it  actually  invites  the  hat- 
brush.  Strange  perversion  of  power  in  the  artist  1 
stranger  perversion  0f  taste  in  those  who  admire 
i*  J — Ma  paziema  ! 

«  «  «  « 

The  Due  de*  Leuchtenberg  opens  his  small  but 
beautifnl  gallery  twice  a  week :  Mondays  and 
•Thursdays.  The  doors  are  thrown  open  and  every 
respectable  person  may  walk  in,  without  distinction 
or  ceremony.  It  is  a  delightfill  morning  lounge ; 
there  are  not  more  than  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pictures— enough  to  excite  and  gratify,  not  satiate, 
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admimtion.  The  first  nK»n  ccsitains  a  coBect]0ia^ 
of  painti&gB  hy  modem  and  living  artists  of  Faw<a>| 
Grermany,  and  Italy^  There  is  a  lovely  little  pioh 
tare  by  Madame  de  Freyberg  .of  the  Maries  at  thi^ 
sepulchre  of  Christ ;  and  by  Heinrich  J^ss,  a  groK^ 
of  the  three  Christian  graces— Faith,  Hope,  aa»4 
Charily,  seated  under  the  German  oak,  and  painted 
with  great  simplieity  4md  sentiment ;  of  his  cel^ 
brated  broUier,  Peter  fiess^  and  Wagenbauer,.  tm^ 
Jacob  Domer,  and  Quaglio,  there  are  beautiful 
specimens.  The  French  pictures  did  not  please 
me :  Girodef  s  picture  of  Os^im  and  the*  Freai^ 
heroes  is  a  monstrous  ccmibination  of  all  mannet 
of  affectations* 

I  should  not  forget  a  fine  portrait  of  NafK>le<Mi^ 
by  Appiani^  crowned  with 'laurel;  and  another 
picture,  which  represents  him  throned,  with  all.t^ 
insignia  of  state  and  power,  and  supported  c^ 
either  side  by  Victory  and  Peace.  For  a  moment 
we  pause  before  that  proud  form,  to  think  of  all  he 
was,  all  he  might  have  been — to  draw  a  moral  Scorn 
the  fate  of  selfishness.         « 

He  rose  by  blood,  he  built  on  man's  distress, 
And  th'  inheritance  of  desolation, left 
To  great  expecting  hopes.* 

Among  the  pictures  of  the  old  masters  there  are 
many  fine  ones,  and  three  or  four  of  pec\diar  ia- 
terest    There  is  the  famous  head  by  Bronsine^ 
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gldnerally  entitled,  Petrarch's  Laura,  but  assuredly 
ftithout  the  slightest  pretensions  to  authentioity. 
'Phe  face  is  that  of  a  prim,  starched  precieuse,  to 
which  the  peculiar  style  of  this  old  portriut  painter, 
M4th  his  literal  nature,  his  hardness,  and  leaden 
^3c3oring,  imparts  additional  coldness  and  rigidity. 

But  the  finest  pibture  in  the  gallery — perhaps 
one  of  the  finest  in  the  world — ^is  the  Madonna  and 
Child  of  Murillo :  one  of  tiioee  rare  productions  of 
mind  which  baffle  the  copyist,  and  defy  the  en- 
gnkTer, — which  it  is  worth  making  a  pilgrimage 
hoA,  to  gaze  on.  How  true  it  is  that  **  a  thing  of 
beiuity  is  a  joy  forever ! " 

When  I  look  at  Murillo's  roguish,  ragged  beggar- 
h6^  in  the  royal  gallery,  and  then  at  the  Leuch- 
tdnberg  gallery  torn  to  contemplate  his  Madonna 
diid  his  ascending  angel,  both  of  such  unearthly 
imd  inspired  beauty,  a  feeling  of  the  wondrous 
grasp  and  versatility  of  the  man's  mind  almost 
iflakes  me  giddy. 

The  lithographic  press  of  Munich  is  celebrated 
all  over  Europe.  Aloys  Senefelder,  the  inventor 
of  the  art,  has  the  direction  of  the  works,  with  a 
well-merited  pension,  and  the  title  of  Inspector  of 
Lithography.* 

*  lithography  was  inyented  at  Munich  between  1796  and 
VfdS,  for  80  long  were  repeated  experiments  tried  before  the  art 
ftboame  lueftil  or  general.  Senefelder,  the  inventor,  was  an 
^•etov,  and  the  sen  of  an  actor.  The  first  occasion  of  the  inren- 
tion  was  his  wish  to  print  a  little  drama  of  his  own,  in  some 
manner  less  expensive  than  the  usual  method  of  type.  The  first 
■neoessful  experiment  was  the  printing  of  some  music,  published 
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♦  ♦  *  *  r.'lo 

The  people  of..  Munich  are  not  only  a  w^Vs 
dressed  and  well-looking,  but  a  social,  kind-hearted^ 
race.  The  number  of  unions,  or  societies,  instituted  i 
for  benevolent  or  festive  purposes,  is,  for  the  sub^ 
of  the  place,  almost  incredible.^  I  had  a  catalogue 

(1796)  by  Gleissner,  one  of  the  king  of  Bavaria's  band :  tlie  first 
drawing  attempted  was  a  vignette  to  a  sheet  of  music.    In  the' 
course  of  his  attempts  to  pursue  and  perfect  his  disoovezyvSeia* 
felder  was  reduced  to  such  poverty,  that  he  offered  himsdf  Uf 
enlist  for  a  common  soldier,  and,  luckily,  was  refused.    He  again 
took  heart,  and,  supi>orted  1±j:t)ugh  every  diflBculty  and  dis- 
couragement by  his  own  strong  and  enthnsiastie  mind,  bctuft^i 
length  overcame  all  obstacles,  and  has  lived  to  see  bis  inv^ti9i^' . 
established  and  spread  over  the  whole  civilized  world.    Hitherto,^ 
I  believe,  the  stone  used  by  lithographers  is  found  only  in  B&^^ 
vaxia,  whence  it  is  sent  to  every  part  of  Europe  and  Amerita^^ 
and  forms  a  most  profitable  article  oi  commeroe.    ^?he  princij^f^' . 
quarries  are  at  Solenholfen,  on  the  Danube,  about  fifty  mitofl 
from  Munich. 

Senefekler  has  published  a  little  memoir  of  the  origin  and  pn>< . 
gress  of  the  invention,  in  which  he  relates  with  great  drnpUotty 
the  hardship,  and  misery,  and  contumely  he  encountered  befora 
he  could  bring  it  into  use.  He  concludes  with  an  earnest  prayw^ 
"  t^at  it  may  contribute  to  the  benefit  and  improvement  of  nMiB«  - 
kind,  and  that  it  may  never  be  abused  to  any  cUshonorabto  or^ 
immoral  purpose." 

If  I  remember  rightly,  a  detailed  history  of  the  art  was  giiram.  • 
in  one  of  the  early  numbers  of  the  Foreign  Review. 

*  The  population  of  Munich  is  estimated  at  about  60,€0d»  -  It  -^ 
does  not  enter  into  my  plan,  at  present,  to  give  any  detaited:' 
account  of  the  public  institutions,  whether  academies,  sohootei^  h 
hospitals,  or  prisons;  yet  I  cannot  but  mention  the  pztoon  at:  ~ 
Munich,  which  more  than  pays  its  own  expenses,  instead  9t  •'^ 
being  a  burthen  to  the  state;  the  admirable  hospital  ibr^tbe..* 
poor,  in  which  aU  who  cannot  find  work  elsewhere,  are  provMeA 
with  occupation ;  two  large  hospitals  for  the  sick  poor,  in  irtiieh'-: 
rooms  and  attendance  are  also  provided  for  tiiose  who  4»  na^fi 


d  by  Google 


LITERATURE,  AND  OHARACTER.  313 

« 

of  more  than  forty  given  to  me  this  morning ;  they 
are  for  all  ranks  and  profisssions,  and  there  is 
sbareeiy  a  person  in  the  city  who  is  not  enlisted 
into  one  or  more  of  these  communities.  Some  have 
reading-rooms  and  well-fumished  libraries,  to  which 
strangers  are  at  once  introduced,  gratis ;  they  give 
balls  and  concerts  during  the  winter,  which  not 
o^ily  include  their  own  members  and  their  friends, 
but  one  society  will  sometimes  invite  and  entertain 
aYiother. 

Hie  young  artists  of  Munich,  who  constitute  a 
moBerous  body,  formed  themselves  into  an  associa- 
tion, and  gave  very  elegant  balls  and  concerts,  at 
first  among  themselves  and  their  immediate  friends 
and  oonnexions;  but  the  circle  increased — ^these 
balls  became  more  and  more  splendid — even  the 


choose  to  be  a  burthen  to  their  friends,  nor  yet  dependent  on 
chavitjr;  the  orphan  school;  the  female  school,  endowed  by  the 
kieg;  the  foundling  and  lying-in  hospitals,  establishments  un- 
happily most  necessary  \n  Munich,  and  certainly  most  admirably 
conducted. '  These,  and  innumerable  private  societies  for  the 
asslBtanee,  the  education,  and  the  impromnent  of  the  lower 
classes,  ought  to  recelTC  the  attention  of  erery  intelligent  tray- 
ellar. 

There  are  no  poor  laws  in  operation  at  Munich,  no  mendicity 
■odietieB,  no  tract,  and  soup,  and  blanket  charities;  yet  pauper- 
igdkf  mendicity,  and  staaration,  are  nearly  unknown.  For  the 
system  of  r^ulations  by  which  these  evils  have  been  repressed 
or  altogether  remedied,  I  believe  Bavaria  is  indebted  to  tbo 
oeMrated  American,  Count  Rumftnrd,  who  was  in  the  service  of 
th»Iate  king,  Max-Joseph,  from  1790  to  1799. 

Several  new  manufactories  have  lately  been  established,  par- 
tlcillaiAy  of  glass  and  porcelain,  and  the  latter  is  carried  to  a 
hi^  degree  of  perfection. 
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king  and  the  royal  family  frequently  honored  Ibem 
with  their  presence.  It  became  a  point  of  koiMr 
to  exceed  in  elegance  and  prc^usion  all  the  enfeiv 
tainments  given  by  the  other  societies  o£  Mnnioh. 
Every  body  danced,  praised,  and  enjoyed  them- 
selves. At  length  it  occurred  to  some  of  the  most 
considerate  and  kind-hearted  of  the  people,  tiiift 
these  young  men  were  going  beyond  their  means  to 
entertain  their  friends  and  feUow-citiEenSi  It  had 
evidently  become  a  matter  of  great  expense,  And 
perhaps  ostentation,  and  they  resolved  to  put  dowa 
this  competition  at  once.  An  association  wm 
formed  of  persons  of  all  classes,  and  they  gonm  a 
fl^te  to  the  painters  of  Munich,  which  eclipsed  it 
magnificence  every  thing  of  the  kind  before  «*> 
since.  It  was  a  ball  and  supper,  on  the  most  ample 
and  splendid  scale,  and  took  place  at  the  OdeoiL 
Each  lady's  ticket  contained  the  name  of  the  eava- 
lier,  to  whose  especial  protection  and  gallantry  she 
was  consigned  for  the  evening ;  and  so  much  tacU 
was  shown  in  this  arrangement,  that  I  am  told  vei^ 
few  were  discontented  with  their  lot.  Nearly  ihme 
thousand  persons  were  present,  and  it  was  ike  moAth 
of  February ;  yet  every  lady  on  entering  the  room 
was  presented  by  her  cavalier  with  a  bouquet  of 
hot-house  flowers ;  and  the  S&lle  de  I'Odeon  wcifi 
adorned  with  a  profusion  of  plants  and  flowering 
shrubs,  collected  from  all  the  conservatories,  private 
and  public,  within  twenty  miles  of  the  capital.  Tife 
king,  the  queen,  their  family  and  suite,  and  nuM^ 
of  the    principal  nobles  were  invited,  with,  <idf 
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'oodrse,  a  large  portion  of  the*  gentry  and  trades- 
people of  Munich ;  but,  notwithstanding  the  mis- 
-ceHaneous  nature  of  the  assemblage,  and  the  im- 
mense number  of  persons  present,  all  was  harmony, 
«nd  good-br6eding,  and  gaiety.  This  f§te  produced 
the  desired  result;  the  young  painters  took  the 
Irint,  and  though  they  still  give  balls,  which  are . 
exceedingly  pleasant,  they  are  on  a  more  modest 
«eale  than  heretofore. 

The  Liederkranz  (literally,  the  circle,  or  garland 
2of  song)  is  a  society  of  musicians — amateurs  and 
"professors— who  give  concerts  here,  at  which  the 
jcompositions  of  the  members  are  occasionally  per- 
(fbrmed.  One  of  Ihese  concerts  (Fest-Production) 
"todc  place  this  evening  at  the  Odeon ;  and  having 
tdnly  received,  as  a  stranger,  my  ticket  of  invitation, 
I  w^at  early  with  a  very  pleasant  party. 

The  immense  room  was  crowded  in  every  part, 
and  presented  a  most  brilliant  spectacle,  from  the 
number  of  military  costumes,  and  the  glittering 
head-dresses  of  the  Munich  girls.  Our  hosts  formed 
the  orchestra.  The  king  and  queen  had  been  in- 
•vited,  and  had  agnified  their  gracious  intention  of 
jbeing  present  The  first  row  of  seats  was  assigned 
to  them;  but  no  other  distinction  was  made  between 
(the  royal  family  and  the  rest  of  the  company. 
\  .The  king  is  generally  punctual  on  these  occa- 
sions, but  from  some  accident  he  was  this  evening 
delayed,  and  we  had  to  wait  tis  arrival  about  ten 
fBinutes;  the  company  were  all  assembled — ser- 
vants were  already  parading  up  and  down  the  room 
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with  tray8,  heaped  with  ices  and  refireshments— ^-the 
orchestra  stood  up,  with  fiddle-sticks  suspended} 
the  chorus,  with  mouths  half  open — and  the  cdti^ 
ductor,  Stuntz,  brandished  his  roll  of  music.  A1 
length  a  side  door  was  thrown  open :  a  vmce  aii'' 
nounced  **the  king;"  the  trumpets  sounded  a 
salute;  and  all  the  people  rose  and  remaiifcki 
standing  until  the  royal  guests  were  seated.  The 
king  entered  first,  the  queen  hanging  on  his  arm.' 
The  duke  Bernard  of  Saxe-Weimar,  and  life 
duchess,*  followed ;  then  the  princess  Matilda, 
leading  her  younger  brother  and  sister,  prince 
Luitpold  and  the  princess  Adelgonde ; — the  fbrmer 
a  fine  boy  of  about  twelve  yea?s  old,  the  latter  a 
pretty  little  girl  of  about  seven  or  eight :  a  single 
lady  of  honor ;  the  Baron  de  Freyberg,  as  princi- 
pal equerry ;  the  minister  von  Schencke,  and  one 
or  two  other  officers  of  the  household  were  in 
attendance.  The  king  bowed  to  the  gentlemen  in 
the  orchestra,  then  to  the  company,  and  in  a  few 
moments  all  were  seated. 

The  music  was  entirely  vocal,  consisting  of  ccoh 
certed  peces  only,  for  three  or  more  voices,  and  bA 
were  executed  in  perfection.  I  observed  several 
little  boys  and  young  girls,  of  twelve  or  fourteen^' 
singing  in  the  chorusses,  apparently  much  to  ih^ 
own  satisfaction — certaunly  to  ours.  Their  voieetti 
were  delicious,  and  perfectly  well  managed,  an$ 
their  merry  laughing  faces  were  equidly  pleasafit^ 
to  look  upon.  ' .  /i 

^  Ida  of  Saxe-Bfeiningen,  sister  of  the  G[ii6en  of  Xni^iid.'"  '^ 

Digitized  by  Google 


LITERATURE,   AND   CHARACTER.  317 

n.{yi^  ^^^  first  a  grand  loyal  anthem,  cmnposed 
for  the  occasion  by  Lenz,  in  which  the  king  and 
qiii^n,  and  their  children,  were  separately  apostro- 
p)lized.  Prince  Maxunilian,  now  upon  his  travels, 
apid  jroung  King  Otto,  "  far  off  upon  the  throne  of 
Pellas,"  were  not  forgotten ;  and  as  the  princess 
Jd^tilda  has  lately  been  verlobt  (betrothed)  to  the 
l^ecreditary  prince  of  Hesse-Darmstadt,  they  put* 
tlie  Futur  into  a  couplet,  with  great  effect  It 
^ems  that  this  marriage  has  been  for  some  time 
in  negotiation;  its  course  did  not  "run  quite 
fflnooth,''  and  the  heart  of  the  young  princess  is 
spp|)osed  to  be  more  deeply  interested  in  the  affair 
^aa  is  usual  in  royal  alliances.  She  is  also  very 
generally  beloved,  so  that  when  the  chorus  sang, 

"  Hoch  lebe  Ludwig  und  Mathilde ! 
Ein  Herz  stets  Brautigam  und  Braut!  " 

aU  eyes  were  turned  towards  her  with  a  smiling 
expression  of  sympathy  and  kindness,  which  really 
touched  me.  As  I  sat,  I  could  only  see  her  side- 
ftce,  which  was  declined.  There  was  also  an 
oUvsion  to  the  late  King  Max-Joseph,  "  das  beste 
l^erz,"  who  died  about  j&ve  years  ago,  and  who 
i^piears  to  have  been  absolutely  adored  by  his 
]^/^Ofie.  All  this  passed  off  very  well,  and  was 
^r^tly  applauded.  At  the  conclusion  the  king 
laifi  from  his  seat,  and  said  something  courteous 
and  good-natured  to  the  orchestra,  and  then  sat 
down.     The  other  pieces  were  by  old  Schack,  (the 

Digitized  by  Google 


ai8  SKETCHES  OF  ABT, 

intimate  friend  of  Mozart,)  Stuntz,  Chelarfl,  AiMi 
Marschner ;  a  drinking  song  by  Hayden,  and  tm^ 
of  the  chorusses  in  the  Cosi'fan  Tutte  were  aW 
introduced.  The  whole  concluded  with  the  "  son^ 
of  the  heroes  in  the  Valhalla)''  composed  by  Sttyitz. 

Between  the  acts  there  was  an  interval  c£  at 
least  half  an  hour,  during  which  the  queen  «qm| 
the  princess  Matilda  widked  up  and  down  in  front 
of  the  orchestra,  entered  into  conversation  witli^ 
the  ladies  who  were  seated  near,  and  those  whom 
the  rules  of  etiquette  allowed  to  approach  unsunftH 
moned  and  pay  their  respects.  Tlie  king,  mean*; 
while  walked  round  the  room  unattended,  speaking 
to  diflferent  people,  and  addressing  the  young  bour- 
geoises, whose  looks  or  whose  tcMlette  pleased  him, 
with  a  bow  and  a  smile ;  while  they  simpered  and 
blushed,  and  drew  themselves  up  when  he  had 
passed. 

As  I  see  the  king  frequently,  his  face  is  famiHsr 
to  me,  but  to-night  he  looked  particularly  well,  €md 
had  on  a  better  coat  than  he  usually  condescends 
to  wear, — quite  plain,  however,  and  without  any^ 
order  or  dec<M*ation.  He  is  now  in  his  forty-seventfc 
year,  not  handsome,  with  a  small  well-formed  head^ 
an  intelligent  brow,  and  a  quick  penetrating  eye* 
His  figure  is  dight  and  well-made,  his  movemeots' 
quick,  and  his  manner  lively — at  times  even  abrt^t 
and  impatient  His  utterance  is  often  so  rapid  as 
to  be  scarcely  intelligible  to  those  who  are  most 
accustomed  to  him.  I  oflen  meet  him  walking 
arm-in-arm  with  M.  de  Schenke,  M.  de  Klenze, 
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fod  others  of  his  friends — ^for  apparendy  thi^  eccea- 
^iu,  accomplished  sovereign  has  friends^  though  I 
1p!q}ieve  he  is  not  so  popular  as  his  father  was  before 

The  queen  (Theresa,  princess  of  Saxe-Hilburg- 
kausen)  has  a  sweet  open  countenance,  and  a 
pleasing,  elegant  figure.  The  princess  Matilda, 
ipho  is  now  nineteen,  is  the  e:](press  image  of  her 
mother,  whom  she  resembles  in  her  amiable  dispo- 
sition, as  well  as  her  person ;  her  figure  is  very 
piretty,  and  her  deportment  graceful.  She  looked 
pensive  this  evening,  which  was  attributed  by  the 
gpod  people  around jne  to  the  recent  departure  of 
the  prince  (rf  Hesse-Darmstadt,  who  has  been  here 
foe  some  time  paying  his  court. 
.  About  ten,  the  concert  was  over.  The  king  and 
(|i}e^n  remained  a  few  minutes  in  conversation 
with  t^ose  around  them,  without  displaying  any 
tmgracious  hurry  to  depart ;  and  the  whole  scene 
left  a  pleasant  impression  upon  my  fancy.  To  an 
liuglish  traveller  in  Grermany  nothing  is  more 
striking  than  the  easy  familiar  terms  on  which  the 
sovereign  and  his  family  mingle  with  the  people 
on  these  and  the  like  occasions ;  it  certainly  would 
QOt  answer  in  England :  but  as  they  say  in  this 
QsqNressive  language — Ldndlichy  sittlich* 

Hiurdchy  OcU  28,  1883. 

f  f  It  is  difficult  to  translate  this  laconic  proverb,  because  we 
have  not  the  corresponding  words  in  English :  the  meaning  may 
be  Tendered — '•  according  to  the  country^  so  are  the  manners.'''* 
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NUREMBERG. 

Nuremberg — with  its  long,  narrow,  winding 
involved  streets,  its  precipitous  ascents  and  de^ 
scents,  its  completely  gothic  physiognomy — ^is  l)y 
far  the  strangest  old  city  I  ever  beheld;  it  has 
retained  in  every  part  th6  aspect  of  the  middle 
ages.  No  two  houses  resemble  each  other;  yet, 
differing  in  form,  in  color,  in  height,  in  ornament^ 
all  have  a  family  likeness ;  and  with  their  peaked 
and  carved  gabels,  and  projecting  centraT  baico- 
nies,  and  painted  fronts,  stand  up  in  a  row,  like 
so  many  tall,  gaunt,  stately  old  maids,  with  the 
toques  and  stomachers  of  the  Jast  century.  In  the 
upper  part  of  the  town,  we  find  here  and  there  4 
new  house,  built,  or  rebuilt,  in  a  more  moder^ 
fashion ;  and  even  a  gay  modem  theatre,  and  an 
unfinished  modem  church;  but  these,  instead  of 
being  embellishments,  look  ill-favored  and  mean, 
like  patches  of  new  cloth  on  a  rich  old  brocade. 
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Age  18  here,  but  it  does  not  suggest  tlie  idea  of 
dilapidation  or  decay,  rather  of  something  which 
has  been  put  under  a  glass-case,  and  preserved  with 
care  from  all  extraneous  influences.  The  buildings 
are  so  ancient,  the  fashions  of  society  so  antiquated, 
the  people  so  penetrated  with  veneration  for  them- 
selves and  their  city,  that  in  the  few  days  I  spent 
there,  I  began  to  feel  quite  old  too — ^my  mind  was 
wrinkled  up,  as  it  were,  with  a  reverence  for  the 
past  I  wondered  that  people  condescended  to  talk 
of  any  event  more  recent  than  the  thirty  years' 
war,  and  the  defence  of  Gustavus  Adolphus ;  *  and 
all  names  of  modem  date,  even  of  greatest  mark, 
were  forgotten  in  the  fame  of  Albert  Durer,  Hans 
Sachs,  and  Peter  Vischer:  the  trio  of  worthies, 
which,  in  the  estimation  or  imagination  of  the  Nu- 
rembergers,  still  live  with  the  freshness  of  a  yester- 
day's remembrance,  and  leave  no  room  for  the 
heroes  of  to-day.  My  enthusiasm  for  Albert  Durer 
was  all  ready  prepared,  and  warm  as  even  the  Nu- 
tembergers  could  desire ;  but  I  confess,  that  of  that 
renowned  cobbler  and  meister-singer,  Hans  Sachs, 
I  knew  little  but  what  I  had  learnt  from  the  pretty 
comedy  bearing  his  name,  which  I  had  seen  at 
Manheim ;  and  of  the  illustrious  Peter  Vischer  I 
could  only  remember  that  I  had  seen,  in  the 
Academy  at  Munich,  certain  casts  from  his  figures, 
"Which  had  particularly  struck  me.  Yet  to  visit 
Niiremberg  without  some  previous  knowledge  of 


•  Wben  the  dty  was  besieged  by  Wallenstein,  in  1682. 
21 
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these  luminaries  of  the  middle  ages,  is  to  lose  muq^ 
of  that  pleasure  of  association,  without  which  ih^ 
eye  wearies  of  the  singular,  and  the  mind  become 
satiated  with  change. 

Nuremberg  was  the  gothic  Athens :  it  was  never 
the  seat  of  government,  but  as  a  free  imperial  city 
it  was  independent  and  self-governed,  and  took  the 
lead  in  arts  and  in  literature.  Here  it  was  thait 
clocks  and  watches,  maps  and  musical  in8trument9, 
were  manufactured  for  all  Grermany ;  here,  in  that 
truly  Grerman  spirit  of  pedantry  and  simplicitji 
were  music,  painting,  and  poetry,  at  once  honored 
as  sciences,  and  cultivated  as  handicrafts,  each  hav<r 
ing  its  guild,  or  corporation,  duly  chartered,  lika 
the  other  trades  of  this  flourishing  city,  and  re- 
quiring, by  the  institution  of  the  magistracy,  a 
regular  apprenticeship.  It  was  here  that,  on  the 
first  discovery  of  printing,  a  literary  barber  and 
meister-singer  (Hans  Foltz)  set  up  a  printing-press 
in  his  own  house  ;  and  it  was  but  the  natural  coq- 
sequence  of  all  this  industry,  mental  activity,  and 
social  cultivation,  that  Nuremberg  should  have 
been  one  of  the  first  cities  which  declared  for  the 
Reformation. 

But  what  is  most  curious  and  striking  in  this  old 
city,  is  to  see  it  stationary,  while  time  and  change 
are  working  such  miracles  and  transformations 
everywhere  else.  The  house  where  Martin  Be^ 
haim,  four  centuries  ago,  invented  the  sphere,  and 
drew  the  first  geographical  chart,  is  still  the  house 
of  a  map-seller.    In  the  house  where  cards  wero 
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fiiist  manufactured,  cards  are  now  sold.  In  the 
very  shops  where  clocks  and  watches  were  first 
«een,  you  may  still  buy  clocks  and  watches.  The 
same  families  have  inhabited  the  same  mansions 
from  one  generation  to  another  for  four  or  five 
centuries.  The  great  manufactories  of  those  toys, 
commonly  called  Dutch  toys,  are  at  Nuremberg. 
I  visited  the  wholesale  depdt  of  Pestelmayer,  and 
it  is  true  that  it  would  cut  a  poor  figure  compared 
to  some  of  our  great  Birmingham  show-rooms ;  but 
the  enormous  scale  on  which  this  commerce  is  con- 
ducted, the  hundreds  of  wagon-loads  and  ship-loads 
of  these  trifles  and^imcracks,  which  find  their  way 
to  every  part  of  the  known  world,  even  to  America 
and  China,  must  interest  a  thinking  mind.  Nothing 
gave  me  a  more  comprehensive  idea  of  the  value 
of  the  whole,  than  a  complaint  which  I  heard  from 
a  Nuremberger,  (and  which,  though  seriously  made, 
sounded  not  a  little  ludicrous,)  of  the  falling  ofi*  in 
the  trade  of  pill-boxes !  he  said  that  since  the 
fashionable  people  of  I^ndon  and  Paris  had  taken 
to  paper  pill-boxes,  the  millions  of  wooden  or  chip 
boxes  which  used  to  be  annually  sent  from  Nurem- 
berg to  all  parts  of  Europe  were  no  longer  re- 
quired; and  he  computed  the  consequent  falling 
off  of  the  profits  at  many  thousand  florins. 

Nuremberg  was  rendered  so  agreeable  to  me  by 
the  kindness  and  hospitality  I  met  with,  that  instead 
df  merely  passing  through  it,  I  spent  some  days 
wandering  about  its  precincts ;  and  as  it  is  not  very 
frequently  visited  by  the  English,  I  shall  note  a 
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few  of  the  objects  which  have  dwelt  on  my  mem<Hy, 
premising,  that  for  the  artist  and  the  antiquarian  ^t 
affords  inexhaustible  materials. 

The  whole  city,  which  is  isery  large,  lies  crowded 
and  compact  within  its  walls ;  but  the  fortificatioios, 
once  the  wonder  of  all  Germany,  and  their  three 
hundred  and  sixty-five  towers,  once  the  glory  and 
safeguard  of  the  inhabitants,  exist  no  longer.  Four 
huge  circular  towers  stand  at  the  principal  gates^-r 
four  huge  towers  of  almost  dateless  antiquity,  as^ 
blackened  with  age,  but  of  such  admirable  con- 
struction, that  the  masonry  appears,  firom  its  entire 
ness  and  smoothness,  as  if  rais0d  yesterday.  The 
old  castie,  or  fortress,  which  stands  on  a  he^^ 
commanding  the  town  and  a  glorious  view^  is  a 
strange,  dismantied,  incongruous  heap  of  buildiiagf. 
It  happened  that  in  the  summer  of  1883,  the  king 
of  Bavaria,  accompanied  by  the  queen  and  the 
princess  Matilda,  had  paid  his  good  city  of  Nurem- 
berg a  visit,  and  had  been  most  royally  entertained 
by  the  inhabitants:  the  apartments  in  the  old 
castle,  long  abandoned  to  the  rats  and  spiders,  had 
been  prepared  for  the  royal  guests,  and,  when  I 
saw  it,  three  or  four  months  afterwards,  nothing 
could  be  more  uncouth  and  fantastical  than  the 
effect  of  these  irregular  rooms,  with  all  manner  of 
angles,  with  their  carved  worm-eaten  ceilings,  theil* 
curious  latticed  and  painted  windows,  and  mo0t 
preposterous  stoves,  now  all  tricked  out  with  0:e^ 
paint  here  and  there,  and  hung  with  gay  glazQ^ 
papers  of  the  most  modem  fashion,  and  th^  mppt 
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'gimdy  patterns.  Even  the  chapel,  with  its  four  old 
-jpillars,  which,  according  to  the  legend,  had  been 
brought  by  Old  Nick  himself  from  Rome,  and  the 
♦effigy  of  the  monk  who  had  cheated  his  infernal 
-  adversary  by  saying  the  Litanies  faster  than  had 
ever  been  known  before  or  since,  had,  in  honor  of 
^tfee  king's  visit,  received  a  new  coat  of  paint. 
There  are  some  very  curious  old  pictures  in  the 
caslie,  (which  luckily  were  not  repainted  for  the 
-same  grand  occasion,)  among  them  an  original  ppr- 
ttsat  of  Albert  Durer.  In  the  court-yard  of  the 
-fortress  stands  an  extraordinary  relic — the  old  lime- 
tree  planted  hy  the  Empress  Cunegunde,  wife  of 
'^  Emperor  Henry  III. ;  every  thing  is  done  to 
preserve  it  from  decay,  and  it  still  bears  its  leafy 
•licmors,  after  beholding  the  revolution  of  seven 
■<J€nturies. 

From  the  fortress  we  look  down  upon  the  house 
of  Albert  Durer,  which  is  preserved  with  religious 
care ;  it  has  been  hired  by  a  society  of  artists,  who 
use  it  a&a  club-room :  his  effigy  in  stone  is  5ver  the 
door.  In  every  house  there  is  a  picture  or  print  of 
him ;  or  copies,  or  engravings  from  his  works,  and 
liis  head  hangs  in  every  print  shop.  The  street  in 
which  he  lived  is  called  by  his  name,  and  the  in- 
iabitants  have  moreover  built  a  fountain  to  his 
honor,  and  planted  trees  around  it ; — in  short,  Al- 
1)ert  Durer  is  wherever  we  look — wherever  we 
feove.  What  can  Fuseli  mean  by  saying  that  Al- 
wrt  Durer  "  was  a  man  of  extreme  ingenuity  with- 
tJUt  being  a  genius  ?  **    Does  the  man  of  mere  in- 
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genuity  step  before  his  age  as  Albert  Durer  did;  *■ 
not  as  an  artist  only,  but  as  a  man  of  science  ?  fe^ 
not  genius  the  creative  power  ?  and  did  not  Albert 
Durer  possess  this  power  in  an  extraordinary  de- 
gree ?  Could  Fuseli  have  seen  his  four  apostlea 
now  in  the  gallery  of  Munich,  when  he  said  that 
Albert  Durer  never  had  more  than  an  occasional 
glimpse  of  the  sublime  ? 

Fuselifas  an  artist^  is  an  example  of  what  I  have 
seen  in  other  minds,  otherwise  directed.  The 
stronger  the  faculties,  the  more  of  original  power 
in  the  mind,  the  less  diffused  is  the  sympathy,  and 
the  more  is  the  judgment  swayed  by  the  individual 
^character.  Thus  Fuseli,  in  his  remarks  on  paint- 
ers— excellent  and  eloquent  as  they  are — scarcely 
ever  does  justice  to  those  who  excel  in  color.  He 
perceives  and  admits  the  excellence,  but  he  shows 
in  his  criticisms,  as  in  his  pictures,  that  the  faculty 
was  wanting  to  feel  and  appreciate  it :  his  remarks 
on  Correggio  and  Rubens  are  a  proof  of  this.  In 
listening  to  the  criticisms  of  an  author  on  literature 
— of  a  painter  on  pictures — ^and,  generally,  to  t^e 
opinion  which  one  individual  expresses  of  the 
character  and  actions  of  another,  it  is  wise  to  take 
into  consideration  the  modification  of  mind  in  the 
person  who  speaks,  and  how  far  it  may,  or  mttst, 
influence,  even  where  it  does  not  absolutely  distort, 
the  judgment ;  so  many  minds  are  what  the  Gei^ 
mans  call  one-sided  I  The  education,  habite,  men- 
tal existence  of  the  individual,  are  the  refracting 
medium  through  which  the  rays  of  truth  pass  t^ 
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tlte  mind,  more  or  less  bent  or  absorbed  in  their 
pdssage.  We  should  make  philosophical  allowance 
for  different  degrees  of  density. 

Hans  Sachs,*  the  old  poet  of  Nuremberg,  did  as 
much  for  the  Reformation*  by  his  songs  and  satires, 
as  Luther  and  the  doctors  by  their  preaching ;  be- 
sides being  one  of  the  worshipful  company  of 
meister-singers,  he  found  time  to  make  shoes,  and 
even  enrich  himself  by  his  trade :  he  informs  us 
himself  that  he  had  composed  and  written  with  his 
own  hand  "  four  thousand  two  hundred  mastership 
^ngs ;  two  hundred  and  eight  comedies,  tragedies, 
and  farces;  one  thousand  seven  hundred  fables, 
tales,  and  miscellaneous  poems ;  and  seventy-three 
devotional,  military,  and  love  songs."  It  is  said  he 
excelled  in  humor,  but  it  was  such  as  might  have 
been  expected  from  the  times — it  was  vigorous  and 
coarse.  **  Hans,"  says  the  critic,  "  tells  his  tale  like 
a  convivial  burgher,  fond  of  his  can,  and  still  fonder 
of  his  drollery .**!  If  this  be  the  case,  his  house 
has  received  a  very  appropriate  designation :  it  is 
now  an  ale-house,  from  which,  as  I  looked  up,  the 
mixed  odors*  of  beer  and  tobacco,  and  the  sound 
of  voices  singing  in  chorus,  streamed  through  the 
old  latticed  windows.  "  Drollery  "  and  "  the  can  " 
t^ere  as  rife  in  the  dwelling  of  the  immortal  shoe- 
maker as  they  would  have  been  in  his  own  days, 
and  in  his  own  jovial  presence. 

*  Bom  at  Nuremberg  in  1494. 

t  See  the  admirable  "  Essay  on  the  Early  Qerman  and  Northern 
Fbetary,**  already  alluded  to. 
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In  the  church  of  St.  Sibbald,  now  the  cbie€ 
Protestant  church,  I  was  surprised  to  find  thai 
most  of  the  Boman  Catholic  symbols  and  relics  re*- 
mained  undisturbed:  the  large  crucifix,  the  (M 
pictures  of  the  saints  and*Madonnas  had  been  re^ 
erentially  preserved.  The  perpetual  light  whi^ 
had  been  vowed  four  centuries  ago  by  one  of  th* 
Tucher  family,  was  still  burning  over  his  tomb ;  no 
puritanic  zeid  had  quenched  that  tiny  flamed  its 
chased  silver  lamp ;  and  through  successive  general 
tions,  and  all  revolutions  of  politics  and  religioii, 
maintained  and  fed  by  the  pious  honesty  of  tlnfe 
descendants,  it  still  shone  on, 

Like  the  bright  lamp  that  lay  in  Kildare's  holy  fane, 
And  burned  through  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm! 

In  this  Protestant  church,  even  the  shrine  of  8U 
Sibbald  has  kept  its  place,  if  not  to  the  honor  an4 
glory  of  the  saint,  at  least  to  the  honor  and  glory 
of  the  city  of  Nuremberg ;  it  is  considered  as  the 
chef-d'oeuvre  of  Peter  Vischer,  a  famous  sculptM* 
and  caster  in  bronze,  contemporary  with  Albert 
Durer.  It  was  begun  in  1506,  and  finished  in  1519, 
and  is  adorned  with  ninety-six  figures,  among  whi^k 
the  twelve  apostles,  all  varying  in  character  and 
attitude,  are  really  miracles  of  grace,  power,  and 
expression ;  the  base  of  the  shrine  rests  upon  ok 
gigantic  snails,  and  the  whole  is  cast  in  bronze^ 
and  finished  with  exquisite  skill  and  fancy.  At 
one  end  of  this  extraordinary  composition  the 
artificer  has  placed  his  own  figure,  not  obtmsivelyy 
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^t  retired,  in  a  sort  of  nidie ;  he  is  represented  in 
iu&  .working  dress,  witk  his  cap,  leather  apron,  and 
4x>o1b  in  his  hand.  According  to  tradition,  he  was 
pmd  for  his  work  by  the  pound  weight,  twenty 
^Iden  (or  florins)  for  every  hundred  weight  of 
inetal;  and  the  whole  weighs  one  hundred  and 
twenty  centners,  or  hundred  weight 
,  The  man  who  showed  us  this  shrine  was  de- 
,0oeaded  from  Peter  Vischer,  lived  in  the  same 
^use  which  he  and  his  sons  l^^d  fcHrmerly  inhab- 
ited, and  carried  on  the  same  trade,  that  of  a  smith 
4bnd  brass-founder. 

The  Moritz-Kapel,  near  the  church,  is  an  old 
gothic  chapel  once  dedicated  to  St.  Maurice,  now 
converted  into  a  public  gallery  of  pictures  of  the 
old  German  school.  The  collection  is  exceedingly 
oicrious;  there  are  about  one  hundred  and  forty 
pictidres,  and  besides  specimens  of  Mabuse,  Albert 
Durer,  Van  Eyck,  Martin  Schoen,  Lucas  Kranach, 
and  the  two  Holbeins,  I  remember  some  portraits 
by  a  certain  Hans  Grimmer,  which  impressed  me 
by  their  truth  and  fine  painting.  It  appears  from 
tibds  collection  that  for  some  time  after  Albert  Durer, 
tbe  German  painters  continued  to  paint  on  a  gold 
ground.  Eulmbach,  whose  heads  are  quite  mar- 
vellous for  finish  and  expression,  generally  did  so. 
Iliis  gallery  owes  its  existence  to  the  present  king, 
and  has  been  well  arranged  by  the  architect  Hei- 
deldofT  and  professor  von  Dillis  of  Munich. 

.In  the  market-place  of  Nuremberg  stands  the 
JSchonebmnnen,  that  is,  the  beautiful  fountain ;  it 
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bears  the  date  1355,  and  in  st^le  resembles  Hie 
crosses  which  Edward  I.  erected  to  Queen  Eleanotv 
but  is  of  more  elabwate  beauty ;  it  is  covered  with 
gothic  figures,  carved  by  one  of  the  most  ancient  «f 
the  German  sculptors,  Schonhdfer,  who  modestly 
styles  himself  a  stone-cutter.  Here  we  see,  piaeed 
amicably  close,  Julius  Gsesar,  Godfrey  of  Boulogne, 
Judas  MaccabaBus,  Alexander  the  Great,  HectOir 
of  Troy,  Charlemagne,  and  king  David:  all  ©Id 
acquaintances,  ceiteinly,  but  whom  we  might  have 
supposed  that  notlnng  but  the  day  of  judgment 
could  ever  have  assembled  together  in  company.  ' 
Talking  of  the  day  of  judgment  reminds  me  of 
the  extraordinary  cemetery  of  Nuremberg,  certainly 
.as  unlike  every  other  cemetery,  as  Nuremberg  te 
unlike  every  other  city.  Imagine  upon  a  rising 
ground,  an  open  space  of  about  four  acres,  camr 
pletely  covered  with  enormous  slabs,  or  rather 
blocks  of  solid  stone,  about  a  foot  and  a  half  in 
thickness,  seven  feet  in  length,  and  four  in  breaddi, 
laid  horizontally,  and  just  allowing  space  for  a 
single  person  to  move  between  them.  The  naoie, 
and  the  armorial  bearings  of  the  dead,  cast  in 
bronze,  and  sometimes  rich  sculpture,  decorate 
these  tombs :  I  remember  one,  to  the  memory  of  ft 
beautiful  girl,  who  was  killed  as  she  lay  asleep  ha 
her  father's  garden  by  a  lizard  creeping  into  her' 
mouth.  The  story  is  represented  in  bronze  bass^ 
relief,  and  the  lizard  is  so  constructed  as  to  move 
when  touched.  From  this  I  shrunk  with  disgust, 
and  turned  to  the  sepulchre  of  a  famous  worthy^ 
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flfriio  measured  the  distance  from  Nuremberg  to 
Jike  holy  sepulchre  with  his  garter :  the  implement 
jof  his  pious  enterprise,  twisted  into  a  sort  of  true- 
love  knot,  is  carved  on  his  tomb.  Two  days 
afterwards  I  entered  the  dominions  of  a  reigning 
monarch,  who  is  at  this  present  moment  per- 
forming a  journey  to  Jerusalem  round  the  walls 
of  his  room.  *  How  long-lived  are  the  follies  of 
mankind!  Have,  then,  five  centuries  made  so 
little  difference  ? 

The  tombs  of  Albert  Durer,  Hans  Sachs,  and 
Sandraart,  were  pointed  out  to  me,  resembling  the 
test  in  size  and  form.  I  was  assured  that  these 
huge  sepulchral  stones  exceed  three  thousand  in 
liumber,  and  the  whole  aspect  of  this  singular 
burial-place  is,  in  truth,  beyond  measure  striking 
— ^I  could  almost  add,  appalling. 

I  was  not  a  little  surprised  and  interested  to  find 
that  the  principal  Gazette  of  Nuremberg,  which 
has  a  wide  circulation  throug)i  all  this  part  of 
Germany,  extending  even  to  Frankfort,  Munich, 
Dresden,  and  Leipsig,  is  entirely  in  female  hands. 
Madame  de  Schaden  is  the  proprietor,  and  the 
responsible  editor  of  the  paper ;  she  has  the  print- 
ing apparatus  and  ofiices  under  her  own  roof,  and 
t^ugh  advanced  in  years,  conducts  the  whole  con- 
cern with  a  degree  of  activity,  spirit,  and  talent, 
which  delighted  me.     The  circulation  of  this  paper 


*  Frederic  Augustas,  the  present  king  of  Saxony.    He  is,  how- 
ever, in  his  dotage,  being  now  in  his  eighty-fifth  year. 
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amounts  to  about  four  tbousand :  a  trifling  number 
compared  to  our  papers,  but  a  large  number  in 
this  economical  country,  where  the  same  paper  is 
generally  read  by  fifty  or  sixty  persons  at  least. 

***** 

All  travellers  agree  that  benevolence  and  in- 
tegrity are  the  national  characteristics  of  the  Ger- 
mans. Of  their  honesty  I  had  daily  proofs :  I  do 
not  consider  that  I  was  ever  imposed  upon  or 
overcharged  during  my  journey  except  once,  and 
then  it  was  by  a  Frenchman.  Their  benevolence 
is  displayed  in  the  treatment  of  animals,  paMens 
larly  ^  their  horses.  It  was  somewhere  between' 
Nuremberg  and  Hof,  that,  for  the  first  and  a/hlf 
time,  I  saw  a  postilion  flog  his  horse  nnmerciMty,' 
or  at  least  unreasonably.  The  Germans  v«y 
seldom  beat  their  horses:  they  talk  to  them,  if^ 
monstrate,  encourage,  or  upbraid  them.  I  hare 
frequently  known  a  voiturier,  or  a  postilion,  go  i 
whole  stage — ^which  is  seldom  less  than  fifteeik 
English  miles — ^at  a  very  fair  pace,  without  onc^ 
even  reusing  the  whip ;  and  have  often  witnessed-j 
not  without  amusement,  long  conversations  betweesd' 
a  driver  and  his  steed — ^the  man,  with  his  attili' 
thrown  over  the  animal's  neck,  discoursing  in  a' 
strange  jargon,  and  the  intelligent  brute  turning 
his  eye  on  his  master  with  such  a  responsive  fex-^* 
pression!  In  this  part  of  Grermany  there  is- »* 
popular  verse  repeated  by  the  postilions,  wWei^ 
may  be  called  the  German  rule  of  the  road*  Rijp 
the  horse  who  speaks —  *   '^ 
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, J . ,  .         Berg  auf,  ubertrieb  mich  nicht ; 
Berg  ab,  ubereil  mich  nicht ; 
Auf  ebenen  Weg,  verschone  mich  nicht; 
Im  Stall,  vergiss  mich  nicht. 

which  is,  literally, 

Up  hill,  overdrive  me  not; 
Down  hill,  hurry  me  not; 
On  level  ground,  spare  me  not; 
In  the  stable,  forget  me  not. 

The  German  postilions  form  a  very  numerous  and 
distinet  class ;  they  wear  a  half-military  costume — 
s^  laced  or  embroidered  jacket,  across  which  is 
invariably  slung  the  bugle-horn,  with  its  parti- 
Qcdored  cord  and  tassels :  huge  jack-boots,  and  a 
smart  glazed  hat,  not  unfrequently  surmounted 
with  a  feather  (as  in  Hesse  Cassel  and  Saxe 
Weimar)  complete  their  appearance.  They  are 
lA  the  direct  service  and  pay  of  the  government; 
they  must  have  an  excellent  character  for  fidelity 
and  good  conduct  before  they  are  engaged,  and 
l^e  slightest  failing  in  duty  or  punctuality,  subjects 
them  to  severe  punishment ;  thus  they  enjoy  some 
degree  of  respectability  as  a  body,  and  Marschner 
thought  it  not  unworthy  of  his  talents  to  compose 
a  fine  piece  of  music,  which  he  called  The  Postil- 
ion's "  Morgen-lied,"  or  morning  song.  I  found 
^em  generally  a  good-humored,  honest  set  of  men ; 
obliging,  but  not  servile  or  cringing ;  they  are  not 
allowed  to  smoke  without  the  express  leave  of  the 
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traveller,  nor  to  stop  or  delay  on  the  road  on  any 
pretence  whatever.  In  short,  though  the  hurley 
German  postilions  do  not  present  the  neat  compact 
turn-out  of  an  English  post-boy,  nor  the  horses 
any  thing  like  the  speed  of  "  Newman's  greys,"  or 
the  Brighton  Age,  and  though  the  traveller  must 
now  and  then  submit  to  arbitrary  laws  and  indi- 
vidual inconvenience;  still,  the  travelling  regula- 
tions all  over  Germany,  more  especially  in  Prussia, 
are  so  precise,  so  admirable,  and  so  strictly  enforced, 
that  no  where  could  an  unprotected  female  journey 
with  more  complete  comfort  and  security.  This  I 
have  proved  by  experience,  after  having  tried 
every  diiFerent  mode  of  conveyance  in  Prussia, 
Bavaria,  Baden,  Saxony,  and  Hesse.  My  road 
expenses,  for  myself  and  an  attendant,  seldom 
exceeded  a  napoleon  a^lay. 
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in. 

MEMORANDA  AT  DRESDEN.^ 

Beautiful,  stately  Dresden !  if  not  the  queen, 
the  fine  lady  of  the  (xennan  cities  I  Surrounded 
with  what  is  most  enchanting  in  nature,  and 
adorned  with  what  is  most  enchanting  in  art,  she 

*  The  description  of  Dresden  and  its  environs,  in  Russel's  Tour 
in  Glennany,  is  one  of  the  best  ^rritten  passages  in  that  amusing 
book — so  admirably  graphic  and  fitithfol,  that  nothing  can  be 
added  to  it  05  a  description,  therefore  I  have  efitkced  those'  notes 
which  it  has  rendered  superfluous.  It  must,  however,  be 
remembered  by  those  who  refer  to  Mr.  Russel's  work,  that  a 
revolution  has  taken  place  by  which  the  king,  now  follen  into 
absolute  dotage,  has  been  removed  from  the  direct  administra- 
tion of  the  government,  and  &  much  more  popular  and  liberal 
tone  prevails  in  the  Estates :  the  two  princes,  nephews  of  the 
king,  whom  Mr.  Russel  mentions  as  "  persons  of  whom  scarcely 
uiy  body  thinks  of  speaking  at  all,"  have  slnee  made  themselves 
extremely  conspicuous; — ^Prince  Frederic  has  been  declared 
regent,  and  is  apparently  much  respected  and  beloved;  and 
Prince  John  has  distinguished  himself  as  a  speaker  in  the  As- 
sembly of  the  States,  and  takes  the  liberal  side  on  most  ocoasioits. 
A  spirit  of  amelioration  is  at  work  in  Dresden,  as  elsewhere,  and 
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sits  by  the  Elbe  like  a  fair  one  in  romaao^i 
wreathing  her  towery  diadem — so  oftea  aeoth^^ 
by  war — with  the  vine  and  the  myrtle,  and  loofe 
ing  on  her  own  beauty  imaged  in  the  river  floo4» 
which,  after  rolling  an  impetuous  torrent  through 
the  mountain  gorges,  here  seems  to  pause  and 
spread  itself  into  a  lucid  mirror  to  catch  the  reflec- 
tion of  her  airy  magnificence.  No  doubt  misery 
and  evil  dwell  in  Dresden,  as  in  all  the  congref- 
gated  societies  of  men,  but  no  where  are  they  lem 
obtrusive.  The  city  has  all  the  advantages,  and 
hone  of  the  disadvantages,  of  a  capital;  the 
treasures  of  art  accumulated  here — ^the  mild  gov* 
emment,  the  delightful  climate,  the  beauty  of  the 
environs,  and  the  cheerfulness  and  simplicity  of 
social  intercourse,  have  rendered  it  a  favoritQ 
residence  for  artists  and  literary  characters,  aa<i 
to  foreigners  one  of  the  most  captivating  places  in 
the  world.  How  often  have  I  stood  in  the  open 
space  in  front  of  the  gorgeous  Italian  church,  or 
on  the  summit  of  the  flight  of  steps  leading  to  the 
public  walk,  gazing  upon  the  noble  bridge  which 
bestrides  the  majestic  Elbe,  and  connects  the  ne^ 
and  the  old  town ;  or,  pursuing  with  enchanted  ej^ 
the  winding  course  of  the  river  to  the  foot  of  tho9Q 


the  ten  or  twelre  jean  wfaieh  have  elapsed  ibice  Mr.  Bium1W> 
Tisit  haye  not  psMed  away  irithont  some  mlntaxy  nhe»g<f,t 
while  more  are  evidently  at  hand. 

Ur.  Russel  speaks  of  the  secrecy  with  which  the  sittings  of  the' 
Chambers  were  then  oondocted:  they  are  now  pnblie,  and  «|RH 
debates  are  printed  in  the  Oaoette  at  oonsiderabte  length.  ,  r 
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ctndolatilig  purple  hills,  covered  with  villas  and 
Vineyards,  till  a  feeling  of  quiet  grateful  enjoyment 
has  stolen  over  me,  like  that  which  Wordsworth 
describes — 

Felt  in  the  blood,  and  felt  along  the  heart, 
And  passing  even  into  my  purer  mind 
With  tranquil  restoration. 

But  it  is  not  only  the  natural  beauties  of  the  scene 
wMch  strike  a  stranger;  the  city  itself  has  this 
peculiarity  in  common  with  Florence,  to  which  it 
has  been  so  often  compared,  that  instead  of  being 
an  accident  in  the  landscape — a  dim,  smoky,  care- 
haunted  spot  upon  the  all-lovely  face  of  nature — 
3  discord  in  the  soothing  harmony  of  that  quiet 
enchanting  scene  which  steals  like  music  over  the 
fatncy ; — ^it  is  rather  a  charm  the  more — an  orna- 
ment— a  crowning  splendor — a  fulfilling  and  com- 
pleting chord.  Its  unrivalled  elegance  and  neat- 
ness, a  general  air  of  cheerfulness  combined  with  a 
certain  dignity  and  tranquillity,  the  purity  and 
elasticity  of  the  atmosphere,  the  brilliant  shops,  the 
well-dressed  women,  and  the  lively  looks  and  good- 
liumored  alertness  of  the  people,  who,  like  the 
Korentines,  are  more  remarkable  for  their  tact 
and  acuteness  than  for  their  personal  attractions ; — 
all  these  advantages  render  Dresden,  though  cer- 
•tahity  one  of  the  smallest,  and  by  no  means  one 
of  the  richest  capitals  in  Europe,  one  of  the  most 
delightful  residences  on  the  continent  I  am  struck, 
too,  by  the  silver-toned  voices  of  the  women,  and 
22 
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the  courtesy  and  vivacity  of  the  men ;  for  in  B^ ; 
varia  the  intonation  is  broad  and  harsh,  and  ^h»i 
people,  though  frank,  and  honest,  and  good-ns^urod,: 
are  rather  slow,  and  not  particularly  polished  i*, 
their  demeanor. 

It  is  the  general  aspect  of  Dresden  which  cham^ 
us :  it  is  not  distinguished  by  any  vast  or  striking 
architectural  decorations,  if  we  except  the  Italian 
church,  which,  with  all  its  thousand  faults  of  styl^e^ 
pleases  from  its  beautiful  situation  and  its  exceect*^- 
ing  richness.  This  is  the  only  Boiaaii  Catholic 
church  in  Dresden  :  for  it  is  curious  enough,  thM 
while  the  national  religion,  or,  if  I  may  so  use  the 
word,  the  state  religion,  is  Protestant — the  court, 
religion  is  Catholic ;  the  royal  family  having  beea 
for  several  generations  of  that  persuasion ;  *  but 
this  has  caused  neither  intolerance  on  the  one  haxMl, 
nor  jealousy  on  the  other.  The  Saxons,  the  fix^ 
who  hailed  and  embraced  the  doctrines  of  Luther^ 
seem  quite  content  to  allow  their  anointed  king  to 
go  to  heaven  his  own  way ;  and  though  the  prioat^ 
who  surround  him  are,  ot  course,  mindful  to  kee^ 
up  their  own  influence,  there  is  no  spirit  of  prose* 
lytism;  and  I  believe  the  most  perfect  equali^* 
with  regard  to  religious  matters  prevails  here*- 
The  Catholic  church  is  almost  always  half-full  of 
Protestants,  attracted  by  the  delicious  music,  for  aljL 
the  corps  d'opera  sing*  in  the  choir.  High  mafH:^ 
begins  about  the  time  that  the  sermon  is  over  in, 

•  Augustus  II.  abjured  the  Protestant  religion  in  1700,  In 
order  to  obtain  the  oiown  of  Poland. 
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tbe  other  churches,  and  you  see  the  Protestants 
htttrying  from  their  own  service,  crowding  in  'at 
the  portab  of  the  Catholic  church,  and  taking  their 
places,  the  men  on  one  side  and  the  women  on  the 
other,  with  looks  of  infinite  gravity  and  devotion : 
tlie  king  being  always  present,  it-would  here  be  a 
breach  of  etiquette  to  behave  as  I  have  often  seen 
the  English  behave  in  the  Catholic  churches — ^pre- 
cisely as  if  in  a  theatre.  But  if  the  good  old  mon- 
arch imagines  that  his  heretic  subjects  are  to  be 
converted  by  Cesi's  *  divine  voice,  he  is  wonder- 
ffdly  mistaken. 

The  people  of  Dresden  have  always  been  dis- 
tinguished by  their  love  of  music ;  I  was  therefore 
rather  surprised  to  find  here  a  little  paltry  theatre, 
ugly  \vithout,  and  mean  within ;  a  new  edifice  has 
been  for  some  time  in  contempl&tion,  therefore  to 
decorate  or  repair  the  old  one  may  seem  super- 
dtious.  That  it  is  not  nearly  large  enough  for  the 
place  is  its  worst  fault.  I  have  never  been  in  it 
that  it  was  not  crowded  to  sufibcation.  At  this 
time  Bellini's  opera,  /  Capellettij  is  the  rage  at 
Dresden,  or  rather  Madame  Deviient's  impersona- 
tion of  the  Romeo,  has  completely  turned  all  heads 
and  melted  all  hearts — ^that  are  fusible.  Bellini  is 
only  one  of  the  thousand  and  one  imitators  of  Bos- 
sini ;  and  the  Capelletti  only  the  last  of  the  thousand 
and  one  versions  of  Romeo  and  Juliet ;  and  De- 
TTient  is  not  generally  heard  to  the  greatest  ad- 
vantage in  the  modem  Italian  music ;  but  her  con-' 
*  The  first  tenor  at  DreMien  in  1888. 

Digitized  by  Google 


340  SKETCHE6   OF   AHT, 

ception  of  the  part  of  Komeo  is  new  and  bel6i^ 
to  herself;  like  a  woman  of  feeling  and  genius  ske 
has  put  her  stamp  upon  it :  it  is  quite  distinct  &om 
the  same  character  as  represented  by  Pasta  and 
Malibran — character  perhaps  I  should  not  say,  fin* 
in  the  lyjical  drama  there  is  properly  no  room  'fin- 
any  such  gradual  development  of  individual  senti- 
ments and  motives ;  a  powerful  and  graceful  sketch, 
of  which  the  outline  is  filled  up  bymu6ie,is  c^ 
that  the  artist  is  required  to  give ;  and  within  thib 
boundary  a  more  beautiful  delineation  of  youth^ 
fervid  passion  I  never  beheld:  if  Devrient  must 
yield  to  Pasta  in  grandeur,  and  to  Mstlibran  in 
versatility  of  power  and  liquid  flexibility  of  voice> 
she  yields  to  neither  in  pathos,  to  neither  intdst- 
licious  modulation,  to  neither  in  passion,  power,  aad 
originaUty,  though  in  her,  in  a  still  greater  degree^ 
the  talent  of  the  artist  is  modified  by  individual 
temperament.  Like  other  gifted  women,  who  are 
blessed  or  cursed  with  a  most  excitable  nervous 
system,  Devrient  is  a  good  deal  under  the  influence 
of  moods  of  feeling  and  temper,  and  in  the  per- 
formance of  her  favorite  parts,  (as  this  of  Borneo, 
the  Armida,  Emmeline  in  the  Sweitzer  Familiey) 
is  subject  to  inequalities,  which  are  not  caprieea; 
but  arise  from  an  exuberance  of  soul  and  x>ower^ 
and  only  render  her  performance  more  intereitiitg< 
Every  night  that  I  have  seen  her  since  n^iy  arrival 
here,  even  in  parts  which  are  unworthy  of  her,  Itf 
in  the  ^'^  Eagle's  Nest,"  *  has  increased  my  estimate 
*  An  opera  by  Franz  Glaaer  of ,  Berlin.    The  suli^t,  wlikb  ift 
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d  her  talents ;  and  last  night  when  I  saw  her  for 
^e  third  time  in  the  Romeo,  she  certainly  sur^ 
passed  herself.  The  duet  with  Juliet,  (Madlle. 
Schneider,)  at  the  end  of  the  first  act,  threw  the 
■whole  audience  into  a  tumult  of  admiration  ;  they 
inrariably  encore  this  touching  and  impassioned 
scene,  which  is  really  a  positive  cruelty,  besides 
.being  a  piece  of  stupidity ;  for  though  it  may  be  as 
weU  sung  the  second  time,  it  must  suffer  in  effect 
^rOm  the  repetition.  The  music,  though  very 
pretty,  is  in  itself  nothing,  without  the  situation 
and  sentiment ;  and  after  the  senses  and  imagina- 
tion have  been  wound  up  to  the  most  thrilling  ex- 
4atement  by  tones  of  melting  affection  and  despair, 
aiid  Romeo  and  Juliet  have  been  finally  torn 
asunder  by  a  flinty-hearted  stick  of  a  father,  with  a 
black  cloak  and  a  bass  voice — selon  les  regies — ^it  is 
ridiculous  to  see  them  come  back  from  opposite 
sides  of  the  stage,  bow  to  the  audience,  and  then, 
throwing  themselves  into  each  other's  arms,  pour 
out  the  same  passionate  strains  of  love  and  sorrow. 
As  to  Bevrient's  acting  in  the  last  scene,  I  think 
even  Pasta's  Romeo  would  have  seemed  colorless 
beside  hers ;  and  this  arises  perhaps  from  the  char- 
acter of  the  music,  from  the  very  different  style 
ifi  which  Zingarelli  and  BeUini  have  treated  their* 
last  scene.     The  former  has  made  Romeo  tender 

^l|e  well-known  story  of  the  mother  who  delivers  her  in&nt 
when  carried  away  by  the  eagle;  or  rather  vulture  of  the  Alps, 
might  make  a  good  melodrama,  but  is  not  fit  for  an  opera — and 
tiieaiYuic  is  tramante  and  monotonous. 


d  by  Google 


842  SKETCHES  OF  ART, 

and  plMntive,  and  Pasta  accordingly  subdued  hepr 
conception  to  this  tone ;  but  Bellini  has  thrown 
into  the  same  scene  more  animation,  and  more  va- 
rious effect.*  Devrient,  thus  enabled  to  color  more 
highly,  has  gone  beyond  the  composer.  There  wts 
a  flush  of  poetry  and  passion,  a  heart-breakk^ 
struggle  of  love  and  life  against  an  overwhelming 
destiny,  which  thrilled  me.  Never  did  I  h^ar  a»y 
one  sing  so  completely  fi*om  her  own  soul  ad  iMs 
astonishing  creature.  In  certain  tones  and  pfts- 
sages  her  voice  issued  from  the  depths  of  her  boscNin 
as  if  steeped  in  tears ;  and  her  countenance,  wlian 
she  hears  Juliet  sigh  from  the  tomb,  was  suob  ^ 
sudden  and  divine  gleam  of  expression  as  I  have 
never  seen  on  any  face  but  Fanny  KemUe'ai  I 
was  not  surprised  to  learn  that  Madame  Devrient 
is  generally  ill  after  her  performance,  and  ui^nUe 
to  sing  in  tibiis  part  more  than  once  or  twice  a  we^. 
«  «  «  « 

Tieck  is  the  literary  Colossus  of  Dresden ;  per- 
haps I  should  say  of  Grermany.  There  are  those 
who  dispute  his  infallibility  as  a  critic ;  there  are 
those  who  will  not  walk  under  the  banners  of  his 
philosophy ;  but  since  the  death  of  Goethe,  I  be- 

,  *  Zingarelli  confpofled  his  Romeo  e  Oiulietta  in  1797 :  Belliid 
produced  the  Capelletti  at  Venice  in  1832,  for  our  silver-voiced 
Caradori  and  the  contr^alto  Giudita  Grisi,  sister  of  that  a(oe«»m- 
plished  singer,  Giulietta  Grisi.  Thirty-five  years  are  ma  t^  in 
the  history  of  mnsic.  Of  the  two  operas,  Bellini's  is  the  most 
e£Fective,  from  the  number  of  the  concerted  pieces,  without  con- 
taining a  single  air  which  can  be  placed  in  oomparison  with  fivo 
or  six  in  SSngarelli's  opera. 
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lieve  Ludwig  Tieck  holds  undisputed  the  first  rank 
as  an  original  poet,  and  powerful  writer,  and  has 
iracceeded,  by  right  divine,  to  the  vacant  throne 
of  genius.    His  house  in  the  Altmarkt,  (the  tall 

*^red  house  at  the  southeast  corner,)  henceforth  bon- 
aecrated  by  that  power  which  can  "  hallow  in  the 
core  of  human  hearts  even  the  ruin  of  a  wall,**  * 
is  the  resort  of  all  the  enlightened  strangers  who 

'  dock  to  Dresden :  even  those  who  know  nothing 
of  Tieck  but  his  name,  deem  an  introduction  to 
him  as  indispensable  as  a  visit  to  the  Madonna  del 
Sfsto.  To  the  English,  he  is  particularly  interest- 
ing ;  his  knowledge  of  our  language  and  literature, 
aitd  especially  of  our  older  writers,  is  profound. 

'  Endued  with  an  imagination  which  luxuriates  in 

'  the  world  of  marvels,  which  "  dwells  delightedly 
midst  fays  £ind  talismans,**  and  embraces  in  its  range 
of  power  what  is  highest,  deepest,  most  subtle,  most 
practical — ^gifted  with  a  creative  spirit,  forever 
moving  and  working  within  the  illimitable  universe 
of  fancy,  Tieck  is  yet  one  of  the  most  poignant 
satirists  and  profound  critics  of  the  age.  He  has 
for  the  last  twenty  years  devoted  his  time  and 
talents,  in  conjunction  with  Schlegel,  to  the  study, 
translation,  and  illustration  of  Shakspeare.  The 
combination  of  these  two  minds  has  done  perhaps 
what  no  single  mind  could  have  effected  in  devel- 

'  oping,  elucidating,  and  clothing  in  a  new  language 
the  creations  of  that  mjghty  and  inspired  being. 

*  Lord  Byron. 
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It  is  to  be  hoped  that  some  translator  will  rise  itp 
among  us  to  do  justice  in  return  to  Tieck.  No  ow 
tells  a  fairy  tale  like  him :  the  earnest  simplicity 
of  style  and  manner  is  so  exquisite  that  he  always 
giv«s  the  idea  of  one  whose  hair  was  on  end  at  his 
own  wonders,  who  was  entangled  by  the  spell  of 
his  own  enchantments.  A  few  of  these  lighter 
productions  (his  Volksm'archen,  or  popular  Tales,) 
have  been  rendered  into  our  language ;  but  those 
of  his  works  which  have  given  him  the  highest 
estimation  among  his  own  countrymen  still  remmn 
a  sealed  fountain  to  English'  readiers.*  ^   ^' 

It  was  with  some  trepidation  I  found  myself  in 
the  presence  of  this  extraordinary  man.  NotwiA- 
standing  his  profound  knowledge  of  our  latlgoage, 


*  "  Tieck,"  iays  Carlyle,  '^  is  a  poet  bom  as  well  as  made.  He 
is  no  mere  obserrlst  and  compiler,  rendering  back  to  ns,  with 
additions  or  subtractions,  the  beauty  which  existing  things  ha^re 
of  themselves  presented  to  him ;  but  a.  true  Maker,  to  whom  the 
actual  and  external  is  but  the  excitement  for  ideal  creations, 
representing  and  ennobling  its  effects.  His  feeling  or  knowledge, 
his  lore  or  scorn,  his  gay  humor  or  solemn  earnestness;  all  the 
riches  of  his  inward  world  are  pervaded  and  mastered  by  tha 
living  energy  of  the  soul  which  possesses  them,  and  their  finer 
essence  is  wafted  to  us  in  his  poetry,  like  Arabian  odors,  on  the 
wings  of  the  wind.  But  this  may  be  said  of  all  true  poets ;  and 
each  is  distinguished  from  all,  by  his  individual  chareoterioUEdb'. 
Among  Tieck 's,  one  of  the  most  remarkable  is  his  combinatloa 
of  so  many  gifts,  in  such  full  and  simple  harmony.  His  ridicule 
does  not  obstruct  his  adoration ;  his  gay  southwn  flinoy  lives  in 
union  with  a  northern  heart;  with  the  moods  of  a  longing  an4  > 
impassioned  spirit,  he  seems  deeply  conversant;  and  a  stiU 
imagination,  in  the  highest  sense  of  that  word,  reigns  over  all 
his  poetk;  world." 
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^e  rarely  speaks  English,  and,  like  Alfieri,  be  will 
not  speak  French.  I  addressed  him  in  English, 
^pd  he  spoke  tft  me  in  German.  The  conversation 
in  my  first  visit  fell  very  naturally  upon  Shakspeare, 
^  I  had  been  looking  over  his  admirable  new 
translation  of  Macbeth,  which  he  had  just  com- 
pleted. Macbeth  led  us  to  the  English  theatre  and 
English  acting — to  Mrs.  Siddons  and  the  Kembles, 
and  the  actual  character  and  state  of  our  stage. 

While  he  spoke  I  could  not  help  looking  at  his 
head,  which  is  wonderfully  fine ;  the  noble  breadth 
and  amplitude  of  his  brow,  and  his  quiet,  but  pene- 
trating eye,  with  an  expression  of  latent  humor 
hovering  round  his  lips,  formed  altogether  a  strik- 
ing physiognomy.  The  numerous  prints  and  por- 
traits of  Tleck  which  are  scattered  over  Germany 
are  very  defective  as  resemblances.  They  have  a 
heavy  look ;  they  give  the  weigtjt  and  power  of  his 
head,  but  nothing  of  ikejinesse  which  lurks  in  the 
lower  part  of  his  face.  His  manner  is  courteous, 
and  his  voice  particularly  sweet  and  winning*  He 
is  apparentiy  fond  of  the  society  of  women ;  or  the 
women  are  fond  of  his  society,  for  in  the  evening 
his  room  is  generally  crowded  with  fair  worshippers. 
Xet  Tieck,  like  Goethe,  is  accused  of  entertaining 
scNOie  unworthy  sentiments  with  regard  to  the  sex ; 
atid  is  also  said,  like  Goethe,  not  to  have  upheld  us 
i^  his  writings,  as  the  true  philosopher,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  true  poet,  ought  to  have  done.  It 
id  a  fact  upon  which  I  shall  take  an  opportunity  of 
enlarging,  that  almost  all  the  greatest  men  who 
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have  lived  in  the' world,  whether  poete,  philosophei^ 
artists,  or  statesmen,  have  derived  their  fi(ien4!al 
and  physical  organization,  more  irom  the  mother's 
than  the  father's  side ;  and  the  same  is  true,  to- 
happily,  of  those  who  have  been  in  an  extraordi- 
nary d^ree  perverted.  And  does  not  this  lead  us 
to  some  awful  considerations  on  the  importance  of 
the  moral  and  physical  well-being  of  women,  and 
their  present  condition  in  society,  as  a  branch  t)f 
legislation  and  politics,  which  must  ere  long  be 
modified  ?  Let  our  lords  and  masters  reflect,  liiat 
if  an  extensive  influence  for  good  or  for  evil  be  not 
denied  to  us,  an  influence  commencing  not  only 
with,  but  before  the  birth  of  their  children,  it  is 
time  that  the  manifold  mischiefs  and  miseries  lurk- 
ing in  the  bosom  of  society,  and  of  which  woman 
is  at  once  the  wretched  instrument  and'  more 
wretched  victim,  be  looked  to.  Sometimes  1 4un 
•induced  to  think  that  Tieck  is  misinterpreted  or 
libelled  by  those  who  pretend  to  take  the  tone  from 
his  writings  and  opinions:  it  is  evident  tliat  he 
delights  in  being  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  admir- 
ing women,  therefore  he  must  in  his  heart  honor 
and  reverence  us  as  being  morally  equal  with  man, 
for  who  could  suspect  the  great  Tieck  of  that  paltry 
coxcombry  which  can  be  gratified  hy  the  adulation 
of  inferior  beings  ? 

Tieck's  extraordinary  talent  for  reading  aloud  is 
much  and  deservedly  celebrated :  he  gives  drams^ 
readings  two  or  three  times  a  week  when  his  health 
and  his  avocations  aUow  this  exertion ;  the  c^th- 
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pany  assemble  at  six,  and  it  is  advisable  to  be 
punctual  to  the  moment ;  soon  afterwards  tea  is 
served :  he  begins  to  read  at  seven  precisely,  when 
the  doors  are  closed  against  all  intrusion  whatever, 
and  he  reads  through  a  whole  play  without  pause, 
rest,  omission^  or  interruption.  Thus  I  heard  him 
read  Julius  Ciesar  and  the  Midsummer  Night's 
Dream,  (in  the  German  translation  by  himself  and 
Schlegel,)  and  except  Mrs.  Siddons,  I  never  heard 
any  thing  comparable  as  dramatic  reading.  His 
voice  is  rich,  and  capable  of  great  variety  of 
modulation.  I  observed  that  the  humorous  and 
declemaatory  passages  were  rather  better  than  the 
pathetic  and  tender  passages :  he  was  quite  at  home 
among  the  elves  and  clowns  in  the  Midsummer 
Night's  Dream,  of  which  he  gave  the  fantastic  and 
eomic  parts  with  indescribable  humor  and  effect 
As  to  the  translation,  I  could  only  judge  of  its 
marvellous  fidelity,  which  enabled  me  to  follow  him, 
word  for  word, — ^but  the  Germans  themselves  arc 
equally  enchanted  by  its  vigor,  and  elegance,  and 
poelical  coloring. 

«  «  ♦  ♦ 

The  far-famed  gallery  of  Dresden  is,  of  course, 
'the  first  and  grand  attraction  to  a  stranger. 

The  regulation  of  this  gallery,  and  the  difficulty 
of  obtaining  admission,  struck  me  at  first  as  rather 
^  inhospitable  and  ill-natured.  In  the  summer  months 
it  is  open  to  the  public  two  days  in  the  week ;  but 
during  the  winter  months,  from  September  to 
.March,  it  is  closed.    In  order  to  obtain  admittance. 
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during  this  recess^  you  must  pay  three  dollars  ^ 
one  of  the  principal  keepers  on  duty,  and  a  gratuft)^ 
to  the  porter, — ^in  all  about  half-a-guinea.  Having' 
once  paid  this  sum,  you  are  free  to  enter  whenever 
the  gallery  has  been  opened  for  another  party.  The 
ceremony  is,  to  send  the  laquais-de-place  at  nine  in 
the  morning  to  inquire  whether  the  gallery  will  be 
open  in  the  course  of  the  day;  if  the  answer  be  in 
the  affirmatiTse,  it  is  advisable  to  make  your  appear- 
ance as  early  as  possible,  and  I  believe  you  may 
stay  as  long  as  you  please ;  (at  least  I  did ;)  nothing 
more  is  afterwards  demanded,  though  something 
may  perhaps  be  expected— if  you  are  a  very  fre- 
quent visitor.  All  this  is  rather  ungracious.  It  ik' 
true  that  the  gallery  is  not  a  national,  but  a  royal 
gallery, — ^that  it  was  founded  and  enriched  by 
princes  for  their  private  recreation  ;  that  Augustus 
III.  purchased  the  Modena  gallery  for  his  kin^y 
pleasure;  that  from  the  original  construction  of  the 
building  it  is  impossible  to  heat  it  with  stoves,  with- 
out incurring  some  risk,  and  that  to  oblige  the  poor 
professors  and  attendants  to  linger  benumbed  and 
shivering  in  the  gallery  from  morning  to  night  is 
cruel.  In  fact,  it  would  be  difficult  to  give  an  idea 
of  the  deadly  cold  which  prevails  in  the  inner  gal-  ' 
lery,  where  the  beams  of  the  sun  scarcely  ever' 
penetrate.  And  it  may  happen  that  only  a  chance 
visitor,  or  one  or  two  strangers,  may  ask  adnuttance ' 
in  the  course  of  the  day.  fiut  poor  as  Saxony 
now  is,— drained,  and  exhausted,  and  maimed  by  '■ 
successive  wars,  and  trampled  by  successive  eoii-" 
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^uerors,  this  glorious  gallery,  which  Frederic 
spared,  and  Napoleon  left  inviolate,  remains  the 
chief  attraction  to  strangers;  and  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  there  is  good  policy  in  making 
admittance  to  its  treasures  a  matter  of  difficulty, 
yexation,  and  expense.  There  would  be  little 
fear,  if  all  strangers  were  as  obstinate  and  enthu- 
siastic as  myself, — ^for,  to  confess  the  truth,  I  know 
not  what  obstacle,  or  difficulty,  or  inconvenience, 
could  have  kept  me  out ;  if  all  legal  avenues  had 
been  hermetically  sealed,  I  would  have  prayed, 
bribed,  persevered,  till  I  had  attained  my  purpose,  . 
and  after  travelling  three  hundred  miles  to  achieve 
an  object,  what  are  a  few  dollars  ?  But  still  it  is 
imgracious,  and  methinks,  in  this  courteous  and 
liberal  capital  these  regulations  ought  to  be  re- 
formed or  modified. 

On  entering  the  gallery  for  the  first  time,  I 
walked  straight  forward,  without  pausing,  or  turn- 
ing to  the  right  or  the  left,  into  the  Raffaelle-room, 
and  looked  round  for  the  Madonna  del  Sisto, — 
literally  with  a  kind  of  misgiving.  Familiar  as  the 
form  might  be  to  the  eye  and  the  fancy,  £tx>m 
numerous  copies  and  prints,  still  the  unknown 
original  held  a  sanctuary  in  my  imagination,  like 
the  mystic  Isis  behind  her  veil :  and  it  seemed  that 
whatever  I  beheld  of  lovely,  or  perfect,  or  soul- 
speaking  in  art,  had  an  unrevealed  rival  in  my 
imagination  :  something  was  beyond — there  was  a 
cnterion  of  possible  excellence  as  yet  only  con- 
jectured— ^for  I  had  not  seen  the  Madonna  del  Sisto. 
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Now,  when  I  was  aboat  to  lift  my  eyes  to  it,  1 
literally  hesitated — ^I  drew  a  long  sigh,  as  if  resrgn- 

ing  myself  to  disappointment,  and  looked ^Yep ! 

there  she  was  indeed  1  that  divinest  image  that  ever 
shaped  itself  in  palpable  hues  and  forms  to  the  liv- 
ing eye !  What  a  revelation  o£  ineffable  grace, 
and  purity,  and  truth,  and  goodness  !  There  is  no 
use  attempting  to  say  any  thing  about  it ;  too  much 
has  already  been  said  and  written — and  what  are 
words  ?  After  gazing  on  it  again  and  again,  day 
after  day,  I  feel  that  to  attempt  to  describe  the  im- 
pression is  like  mea^^ring  the  infinite,  and  sounding 
the  unfathomable.  When  I  looked  up  at  it  to-day 
it  gave  me  the  idea,  or  rather  the  feeling,  of  a 
vision  descending  and  floating  down  upon  me.  The 
head  of  the  virgin  is  quite  superhuman :  to  say 
that  it  is  beautiful,  gives  no  idea  of  it  Some  of 
Correggio's  and  Guido's  virgins — the  vir^n  of 
Murillo  at*  the  Leuchtenberg  palace — have  more 
beauty,  in  the  common  meaning  of  the  word ;  but 
every  other  female  face,  however  lovely,  however 
majestic,  would,  I  am  convinced,  appear  eillier 
trite  or  exaggerated,  if  brought  into  immediate 
comparison  with  this  divine  countenance.  There 
is  such  a  blessed  calm  in  every  feature  I  and  tiie 
eyes,  beaming  with  a  kind  of  internal  light,  look 
straight  out  of  the  picture — ^not  at  you  or  me — ^not 
at  any  thing  belonging  to  this  world, — but  through 
and  through  the  universe.  The  unearthly  Child  is 
a  sublime  vision  of  power  and  grandeur,  and  seems 
not  so  much  supported  as  enthroned  in  her  arms, 
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aiid  what  fitter  throne  for  the  Divinity  than  a 
woman's  bosom  ftill  of  •innocence  and  love  ?  The 
e:xpression  in  the  face  of  St  Barbara,  who  looks 
down,  has  been  differently  interpreted :  to  me  she 
seems  to  be  giving  a  last  look  at  the  earth,  above 
which  the  group  is  raised  as  on  a  hovering  cloud. 
St  Sixtus  is  evidently  pleading  in  all  the  combined 
fervour  of  faith,  hope,  and  charity,  for  the  congre- 
gation of  sinners,  who  are  supposed  to  be  kneeling 
before  the  picture — that  i^,  for  us — to  whom  he 
points.  Finally,  the  cherubs  below,  with  their  up- 
ward look  of  rapture  and  wonder,  blending  the 
most  childish  innocence  with  a  sublime  inspiration, 
complete  the  harmonious  whole,  uniting  heaven 
with  earth. 

While  I  stood  in  contemplation  of  this  all-perfect 
work,  I  felt  the  impression  of  its  loveliness  in  my 
deepest  heart,  not  only  without  the  power,  but  with- 
out the  thought  or  wish  to  give  it  voice  or  words, 
till  some  lines  of  Shelley's — lines  which  were  not, 
but,  methinks,  ought  to  have  been,  inspired  by  the 
Madonna — came,  uncalled,  floating  through  my 
memory — 

Seraph  of  Heaven !  too  gentle  to  be  human, 
VeUing  beneath  that  radiant  form  of  woman 
All  that  is  insupportable  in  thee, 
Of  light,  and  love,  and  immortality ! 
Sweet  Benediction  in  the  eternal  curse ! 
Veil'd  Glory  of  this  lampless  universe! 
Thon  Harmony  of  Nature's  art ! 
I  measure 
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The  world  of  fancies,  seeking  one  like  thee, 
And  find — alas  I  mine  o^  infirmity !  * 

On  the  first  morning  I  spent  in  the  gallery,  a 
most  benevolent-looking  old  gentleman  came  up  to 
me,  and  half  lifting  his  velvet  cap  from  his  gray 
hairs,  courteously  saluted  me  by  name.  I  replied, 
without  knowing  at  the  moment  to  whom  I  spoke. 
It  was  Bottigar,  the  most  formidable — no,  not  for- 
midable — ^but  the  most  erudite  scholar,  critic,  anti- 
quarian, in  Germany.  Bottigar,  I  do  believe,  has 
read  every  book  that  ever  was  written ;  knows 
every  thing  that  ever  was  known ;  and  is  ac- 
quainted with  every  body,  who  is  any  body,  in 
the  four  quarters  of  the  world.  He  is  not  the 
author  of  any  large  work,  but  his  writings,  in  a 
variety  of  form,  on  art,  ancient  and  modem, — on 
literature,  on  the  cl^issics,  on  the  stage,  are  known 
over  all  Germany ;  and  in  his  best  days  few  have 
exercised  so  wide  an  influence  over  opinion  and 
literature.  It  is  said,  that  in  his  latter  years  bis 
criticism  has  been  too  vague,  his  praise  too  indis- 
criminate, to  be  trusted ;  but  I  know  not  why  this 
should  excite  indignation,  though  it  may  produce 
mistrust ;  in  B6ttigar*s  conformation,  benevolence 
must  always  have  been  prominent,  and  in  the  de- 
cline of  his  life — ^for  he  is  now  seventy-eight — ^this 
natural  courtesy  combining  with  a  good  deal  of 
vanity  and  imagination,  would  necessarily  produce 
the  result  of  extreme  mildness, — a  disposition  to 

•  Fide  Shelley's  Epipsychidioa 
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see,  or  try  to  see,  all  en  beau.  The  happier  for 
him,  and  the  pleasanter  for  others.  We  were 
standing  together  in  the  ix)om  with  the  Madonna, 
but  I  did  not  allude  to  it,  nor  attempt  to  express 
by  a  word  the  impression  it  had  made  on  me ;  but 
he  seemed  to  understand  my  silence ;  he  after- 
w£u^ds  told  me  that  it  is  ascertained  that  Raffaelle 
employed  only  three  months  in  executing  this 
picture  :  it  was  thrown  upon  his  canvas  in  a  glow 
of  inspiration,  and  is  painted  very  lightly  and 
thinly.  When  Palmeroli,  the  Italian  restorer,  was 
brought  here  at  an  expense  of  more  than  three 
thousand  ducats,  he  ventured  to  clean  and  retouch 
the  background  and  accessories,  but  dared  not 
touch  the  figures  of  the  Virgin  and  the  Child, 
which  retain  their  sombre  tint.  This  has  perhaps 
1  destroyed  the  harmony  of  the  general  effect,  but 
^  if  the  man  mistrusted  himself  he  was  right:  in 
such  a  case,  however,  he  had  better  have  let  the 
background  alone.  In  taking  down  the  picture 
for  the  purpose  of  cleaning,  it  was  discovered  that 
a  part  of  the  original  canvas,  about  a  quarter  of  a 
yard,  was  turned  back  in  order  to  make  it  fit  the 
frame.  Every  one  must  have  observed,  tiiat  in 
Miiller's  engraving,  and  all  the  known  copies  of 
this  Madonna,  ihe  head  is  too  near  the  top  of  the 
picture,  so  as  to  mar  the  just  proportion.  This  is 
now  amended :  the  veil,  or  curtain,  which  appears 
to  have  been  just  drawn  aside  to  disclose  the  celes- 
tial vision,  does  not  now  reach  the  boundary  of  the 
28 
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picture,  as  heretofore ;  the  original  effect  is  rettanMj 
and  it  is  infinitely  better.  •  t 

As  if  to  produce  a  surfeit  of  excellence,  tlie  &^m 
CorreggioB  hang  together  in  the  same  foom  with 
the  Bafiaelle.*  They  are  the  Madonna  di  San 
Creorgio;  the  Madonna  di  San  Francisco;  the 
Madonna  di  Santo  Sabastiano;  the  famous  Na- 
tivity, called  La  Notte ;  and  the  small  Magdalene 
reading,  of  wj^h  there  exist  an  incalculable  num- 
ber of  c<^>ie8  and  prints.  I  know  not  that  any 
thing  can  be  added  to  what  has  been  said  a  huor 
dred  times  over  of  these  wondrous  pieces  of  poetry. 
Their  excellence  and  value,  as  unequalled  produo* 
tions  of  art,  may  not  perhaps  be  understood  l^ 
all, — ^the  poetical  charm,  the  something  more  than 
meets  the  eye,  is  not  perhaps  equally  felt  by  ftU, 
— ^but  the  sentiment  is  intelligible  to  every  nundy 
and  goes  at  once  to  every  heart ;  the  most  unedo- 
,  cated  eye,  the  merest  tyro  in  art,  gazes  with  de- 
light on  the  Notte;  and  the  Magdalene  reading 
has  given  perhaps  more  pleasure  than  any  known 
picture, — it  is  so  quiet,  so  simple,  so  touching,  in 
its  heavenly  beauty !  Those  who  may  not  per- 
fectly understand  what  artists  mean  when  they 
dwell    with    rapture    on    Correggio's    wonderM 

*  Mr.  Russel  is  quite  right  in  his  observation  that  the  Cor- 
tegg^oe  are  hung  too  near  together :  the  &ct  is,  that  in  the  Dree* 
den  gallery,  the  pictures  are  not  well  hung,  nor  wdl  aarranget; 
there  is  too  little  light  in  the  inner  gallery,  and  too  much  in  tbfr 
outer  gallery.  Lastly,  the  numbers  are  so  confused  that  I  found 
the  catalogue  of  little  use.  A  new  arrangement  and  a  new  cata- 
logue, by  Professor  MatthaY,  are  in  contemplation. 
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ebiftro-scuro,  should  look  close  into  this  little  pic- 
ture, which  hangs  at  a  convenient  height:  they 
'will  perceive  that  they  can  look  through  the 
shadows  into  the  substance,— as  it  might  be,  into 
jthe  flesh  and  blood ; — ^the  shadows  seem  acci- 
dental— as  if  between  the  eye  and  the  colours,  and 
not  incorporated  with  them ;  in  this  lies  the  inim- 
itable excellence  of  this  master. 

The  Magdalene  was  once  surrounded  by  a  rich 
firame  of  silver  gilt,  chased,  and  adorned  with 
gems,  turquoises,  and  pearls :  but  some  years  ago 
a  tibief  found  means  to  enter  at  the  window,  and 
carried  oiF  the  picture  for  the  sake  of  the  frame. 
A  reward  of  two  hundred  ducats  and  a  pardon 
were  offered  for  the  picture  only,  and  in  a  fort- 
night afterwards  it  was  happily  restored  to  the 
gaUery  uninjured;  but  I  did  not  hear  that  the 
frame  and  jewels  were  ever  recovered. 

Of  Corre^o's  larger  pictures,  I  think  the  Ma- 
donna di  San  Georgio  pleased  me  most.  The 
Virgin  is  seated  on  a  throne,  holding  the  sacred 
Infant,  who  extends  his  arms  and  smiles  out  upon 
the  world  he  has  come  to  save.  On  the  right 
stands  St  Greorge,  his  foot  on  the  dragon's  head ; 
b^nd  him  St  Peter  Martyr;  on  the  left,  St. 
Greminiano  and  St  Jqhn  the  Baptist  In  the 
front  of  the  picture  two  heavenly  boys  are  playing 
with  the  sword  and  helmet  of  St  George,  which 
he  has  apparently  cast  down  at  the  foot  of  the 
throne.  All  in  this  picture  is  grand  and  sublime, 
in  the  feeling,  the  forms,  the  colouring,  the  expres* 
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aon.  But  what,  says  »>  wiseacre  of  a  eritH^ 
rublung  up  his  school  cfarcmologj,  what  have  St. 
Francis,  and  St  Greoirge,  and  St  John  the  Baptisty 
to  do  in  the  same  pietuare  with  the  Yii^n  Mary  ? 
Did  not  St  George  live  nine  hundred  years  aftel* 
St  John  ?  and  St  Frauds  five  hundred  years 
after  St  George  ?  and  so  on.  Yet  dus  is  properly 
no  anachronism — ^no  violation  of  the  proprieties 
of  action,  place,  or  time.  These  and  similar  pic- 
tures, as  the  St  Jerome  at  Parma,  and  Raffaelle^s 
Madonna,  are  not  to  be  considered  as  historical 
paintings,  but  as  grand  pieces  of  lyricid  and  sacred 
poetry.  In  this  particular  picture,  which  was  an 
altarpiece  in  the  church  of  Our  Lady  at  Panna,  we 
have  in  St  Ge(»*ge  the  representation  of  reli^ous 
magnanimity;  in  St  John,  religious  enthusiast*; 
in  St  Geminiani,  religious  munificence;  in  S& 
Peter,  Mart3rr,  religious  fortitude ;  smd  these  are 
grouped  round  the  most  lovely  imperscmation  of 
innocence,  chastity,  and  heavenly  love.  Such,  as 
it  appears  to  me,  is  the  true  intuition  and  significa^ 
tion  of  this  and  similar  pictures. 

But  in  the  "  Notte"  (the  Nativity)  the  ease  is 
different.  It  is  properly  an  historical  picture ;  and 
if  Correggio  had  placed  St  Greorge,  or  St  Franoidr, 
or  the  Magdalene,  as  spectators,  we  might  dien 
exclaim  at  the  absurdity  of  the  anachronism ;  but 
here  Corre^o  has  converted  the  literal  repre* 
sentation  of  a  circumstance  in  sacred  history  into 
a  divine  piece  of  poetry,  when  he  gave  us  tiitlt 
emanation  of  supernatural  light,  strewning  frott 
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ike  focm  cf  ^  celestial  Child,  and  illmninating 
t^  extatic  face  of  the  virgin  mother,  who  bends 
over  her  infant  unda^zled  ;  while  another  female 
-drtaws  back,  veiling  her  eyes  with  her  hand,  as  if 
unable  to  endure  the  radiance.  Far  off,  through 
the  gloom  of  night,  we  see  the  morning  just  break- 
ing along  the  eastern  horizon — emblem  of  the 
"  day-spring  from  on  high.'* 

This  is  precisely  one  of  those  pictures  of  which 
no  c<^y  or  engraving  could  convey  any  adequate' 
idea;  the  sentiment  of  maternity  (in  which  Cor- 
Teg§po  excelled)  is  so  exquisitely  tender,  and  the 
coloring  so  inconoer^aMy  transparent  and  delicate. 

I  suppose  it  is  a  sort  of  treason  to  say  that  in  the 
MadoBna  di  San  Francisco,  the  fece  of  the  virgin 
is  ifeinctured  with  affectation ;  but  such  was  and  is 
m^  impression. 

If  I  were  to  plan  a  new  Dresden  gallery,  the 
Madonna  del  Sisto  and  the  "  Notte"  should  each 
have  a  sanctuary  apart,  and  be  lighted  from  above ; 
at  present  they  are  ill-placed  for  effect. 

When  I  could  move  firom  the  Kaffaelle  room,  I 
took  advants^e  of  the  presence  and  attendance  of 
Professor  Matthai,  (who  is  himself  a  painter  .of 
eminence  here,)  and  went  through  a  regular  course 
o£  the  Italian  schools  of  painting,  beginning  with 
Giotto.  The  collection  is  extremely  rich  in  the 
eady  Ferarese  and  Venetian  painters,  and  it  was 
most  interesting  thus  to  trace  the  gradual  improve- 
ment and  development  of  the  school  of  colorists 
through  Squarcione,  Mantegna,  the  Bellini,  Gior- 
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gione,  Paris  Bordone,  Palma,  and  Titian;  waiaJk 
richness  became  exuberance,  and  power  TeTg0d 
upon  excess  in  Paul  Veronese  and  Tintoretta      »;> 

Certainly,  I  feel  no  inclination  to  turn  my  fui%^ 
book  into  a  catalc^ue ;  but  I  must  mention  Titan's 
Christo  della  Moneta.' — such  a  head! — so  jmh» 
from  any  irace  of  passion ! — so  refined,  so  iiit^ 
lectual,  so  benevolent !  The  only  head  of  Christ  I 
ever  entirely  approved. 

Here  they  have  GiorgicMie's  master-piece*-the  * 
meeting  of  Bachel  and  Jacdb;    and   the  ihre^ 
daughters  of  Palnaa,  half4engths,  in  the  samd  pie* 
ture.    The  centre  one,  Yiolante,  is  a  most  ktveljr 
head. 

There  is  here  an  extraordinary  pietuie ;  1^ 
Titian,  representing  Lucrezia  Borgia,  preaeajtefl 
by  her  husband  to  the  Madonna.  The  pmlltaits 
are  the  size  of  life,  half-lengths.  I  looked  in  Yam 
in  the  countenance  of  Lucrezia  for  some  traee^ 
some  testimony  of  the  crimes  imputed  to  her  ^  b^ 
she  is  a  fair,  golden-haired,  gentle-looking  creatiu^ 
with  a  feeble  and  vapid  expression.  The  head  of 
her  husband,  Alphonso,  is  fine  and  faH  of  poweiv 
There  are,  I  suppose,  not  less  than  fourteen  or 
fifteen  pictures  by  Titian.  .-..; 

The  Concina  family,  by  Paul  Veronese,  esteeai^ 
his  finest  production,  is  in  the  Dresden  galleryi 
with  ten  others  of  the  same  master.  Of  Chodo, 
there  are  ten  pictures,  particularly  that  extraor^ 
nary  one,  called  Ninus  and  Semiramis,  life  siz^ 
Of  the  Carracci,  at  least  eight  or  nine,  partio^aHy 
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ilief  genius  of  Fame,  which  should  be  compared 
^Mtb  that  of  Guido.  There  are  numerous  pictures 
of  Albano  and  Ribera ;  but  very  few  specimens  of 
Balvator  Rosa  and  Dmnenichino. 
^  On  the  whole,  I  suppose  that  no  gallery,  except 
that  of  Florence,  can  compete  with  the  Dresden 
gallery  in  the  treasures  of  Italian  art  In  all, 
there  are  five  hundred  and  thirty-four  Italian 
pictures. 

I  pass  over  the  Flemish,  Dutch,  and  French 
|)wc;tures,  which  fill  the  outer  gallery :  these  exceed 
the  Italian  school  in  number,  and  many  of  them 
arc  of  surpassing  merit  and  value,  but,  having  just 
come  from  Munich,  where  the  eye  and  fancy  are 
both  ^tiated  with  this  class  of  .pictures,  I  gave  my 
iiMendon  principally  to  the  Italian  masters. 

There  is  one  room  here  entirely  filled  with  the 
crayon  paintings  of  Rosalba,  including  a  few  by 
Liotard.  Among  them  is  a  very  interesting  head 
of  Metastasio,  painted  when  he  was  young.  He 
faa»  fair  hair  and  blue  eyes,  with  small  features, 
jMdd  an  expression  of  mingled  sensibility  and  acute- 
nesB :  no  power. 

Ro6alfoa>  Carriera,  perha^  the  finest  crayon 
painter  who  ever  existed,  was  a  Venetian,  bom  at 
C^kiozza  in  1675.  She  was  an  admirable  creature 
m  every  respect,  possessing  many  accomplishments, 
besides  the  beautiful  art  in  which  she  excelled. 
Several  anecdotes  are  preserved  which  prove  the 
sweetness  of  her  disposition,  and  the  clear  simplicity 
of  her  mind.     Spence,  who  knew  her  personally. 
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calls  her  "  ihe  moet  modest  of  psdnters ;  '*  yet  sfee 
used  to  say  playfully,  "  I  am  oharmed  with  eveiy 
thing  I  do,  for  eight  hours  after  it  is  d<»ie !  **  This 
was  natural  while  the  excitement  of  conce|)^on 
was  fresh  upon  the  mind.  No  one,  however,  could 
be  more  fastidious  and  difimilt  about  their  own 
works  than  Bosalba.  She  w^  not  only  an  ob- 
server of  countenance  by  ppo^sssion,  but  a  most 
acute  observer  of  character,  as  revealed  in  all  its 
external  indici^ons.  She  said  of  8iit  God^y 
Eneller,  after  he  had  paid  her  a  visit,  "I  con- 
cluded he  could  not  be  religious,  for  he  has  no 
modesty/*  The  general  philosophical  truth  con*- 
prised  in  tii^ese  few  W(nrd8  is  ikot  less  admirable 
than  the  acuteness  of  the  remark,  as  applied  to 
Kneller-^a  professed  Peptic,  and  the  most  setf- 
sufficient  coxcomb  of  his  lime. 

Bosalba  was  invited  at  different  times  to  almost 
all  the  courts  of  Europe,  and  painted  most  of  the 
distinguished  persons  of  her  time  at  Vienna,  Dre^ 
den,  Berlin,  and  Paris ;  the  lady-like  refinements 
of  her  mind  and  manners,  which  also  marked  her 
style  of  painting,  recommended  her  not  less  than 
her  talents.  She  used,  after  her  return  to  Italy, 
to  say  her  prayers  in  German,  "  foepause  the  lan- 
guage was  so  expressive."  * 

Rosalba  became  blind  before  her  death,  which 
occurred  in  1767.  Her  works  in  the  Dresden 
gallery  amount  to  at  least  one  hundred  and  Mty— 

Spence. 
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pj^iBie^ally  portraits — ^but  i^ere  are  also  some  ex- 
quisite fancy  heads. 

Thinking  of  Rosalba,  reminds  me  that  there  are 
.  some  pretty  stories  told  of  women,  who  have  ex- 
.  oelled  as  professed  artists.  In  general  the  conscious 
power  (^maintaining  themselves,  habits  of  attention 
aiud  manual  industry,  the  application  of  our  femi- 
nine superfluity  of  sensibility  and  imagination  to  a 
tangible  result — have  produced  fine  characters. 
.Thje  dau^iter  of  Tintoretto,  when  invited  to  the 
qp^urts  of  Maximilian  and  Philip  II.  refused  to 
leave  her  fatiber.  Yiolante  Siries  of  Florence  gave 
a  ^mailar  proof  oi  filisd  affection;  and  when  the 
grand  duke  commanded  her  to  paint  her  own 
.portrait  for  the  Florentine  gallery,  where  it  now 
hmgh  she  introduced  the  portrsut  of  her  father, 
because  he  had  been  her  first  instructor  in  art 
When  Henrietta  Waiters,  the  famous  Dutch  minia- 
ture painter,  was  invited  by  Peter  the  Great  and 
Frederic,  to  their  respective  courts,  wilh  magnifi- 
c^ent  promises  of  favor  and  patronage,  she  steadily 
xeifosed;  and  when  Peter,  who  had  no  idea  of 
giving  way  to  obstacles,  particularly  in  the  female 
form,  pressed  upon  he^n  person  the  most  splendid 
ofifers,  and  demanded  the  reason  of  her  refiisal,  she 
replied,  <hat  she  was  contented  with  her  lot,  and 
could  not  bear  the  idea  of  living  out  of  a  free 
country. 

Maria  von  Osterwyck,  one  of  the  most  admirable 
flower  painters,  had  a  lover,  to  whom  she  was  a 
li^le  partial,  but  his  idleness  and  dissipation  dis* 
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tressed  her.  At  length  she  promised  to  gnro  laAM 
her  hand  on  condition  that  during  one  year^-ie 
would  work  regularly  ten  hoiirs  a  day,  obsers^Bg 
that  it  was  only  what  she  had  done  herself  fk)ni:  a 
very  early  age.  He  agreed;  and  took  a  honas 
opposite  to  her  that  she  might  witness  his  industrj^^ 
but  habit  was  too  strong,  his  love  or  his  resolutkm 
failed,  and  he  broke  the  compact  She  r^sed  tb 
be  his  wife;  and  no  entreaties  could  afler^niitdi 
alter  her  determination  never  to  acc^t  tiie  naati 
who  had  shown  so  little  strength  of  character,  And 
so  little  real  love.  She  was  a  wise  woman,  and^  as 
the  event  showed,  not  a  heartless  one.  She  di«d 
unmarried,  though  surrounded  by  suitors. 

It  was  the  fate  of  Elizabeth  Sirani,  one  of^lie 
most  beautiful  women,  as  well  as  one  of  the  moit 
exquisite  painters  of  her  time,  to  live  in  the  midst 
of  those  deadly  feuds  between  the  pupils  of  Gnido 
and  those  of  Domenichino,  and  she  was  ponsoiicd 
at  the  age  of  twenty-six.  She  left  behind  her  dne 
hundred  and  fifty  pictures,  an  astonishing  number 
if  we  consider  the  age  at  which  the  world  tns 
deprived  of  this  wonderftil  creature,  for  they  axe 
finished  with  the  utmost  cf^e  in  every  part.  lAet*' 
donnas  and  Magdalenes  were  her  &vorite  subjeetii. 
She  died  in  1526.  Her  best  pictures  are  at  Flo»» 
ence.  •  -   " 

Sofonisba  Angusciola  had  two  sisters,  Lucia  and 
Europa,  almost  as  gifted,  though  not  quite  so  cele- 
brated as  herself:  these  three  "virtuous  gentle- 
women," as  Vasari  calls  them,  lived  together, p 
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tbc:  most  delightfal  sisterly  union.  One  of  Sofo- 
eisba's  most  beautiful  pictures  represents  her  two 
9sters  playing  at  chess,  attended  by  the  old  duenna, 
who  accompanied  them  every  where.  When  Sofo- 
Bisba  was  invited  to  the  court  of  Spain,  in  1560, 
she  ■  took  her  sisters  with  her — ^in  short,  they  were 
inseparable.  They  were  all  accomplished  women. 
'♦We  hear,"  said  the  pope,  in  a  complimentary 
letter  to  Sofonisba,  on  one  of  her  pictures,  "  that 
this  your  great  talent  is  among  the  least  you 
possess;"  which  letter  is  said  by  Vasari  to  be  a 
saffioient  proof  of  the  genius  of  Sofonisba — as  if 
tbet  holy  Father's  infallibility  extended  to  painting ! 
Luckily  we  have  proofs  more  undeniable  in  her 
own  most  lovely  works — glowing  with  life  like 
titose  of  Titian  ;  and  in  the  testimony  of  Vandyke, 
who  said  of  her  in  her  later  years,  that  "he  had 
learned  more  from  one  old  blind  woman  in  Italy 
^laa  from  all  the  masters  of  his  art" 
'  It  is  worth  remarking,  that  almost  all  the  women 
who  have  attained  celebrity  in  painting,  have  ex- 
eelled  in  portraiture.  The  characteristic  of  Rosalba 
is  an  exceeding  elegance ;  of  Angelica  Kauffman 
exceeding  grace;  but  she  wants  nerve.  Lavinia 
FDntana  threw  a  look  of  sensibility  into  her  most 
masculine  heads — she  died  broken-hearted  for  the 
loss  of  an  only  son,  whose  portrait  is  her  mastex^ 
piece.*     The  Sofonisba  had  most  dignity,  and  in 

*  Land  says,  that  many  of  the  works  of  Lavinia  Fontana 
might  easily  pass  for  those  of  Quido ; — her  best  works  are  at  Bo» 
logna.    She  died  in  1614. 
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her  own  portrait  *  a  certain  dignified  simplicity  lii 
the  air  and  attitude  strikes  us  immediately.  Gen- 
tileschi  has  most  power :  she  was  a  gifted,  bat  a 
profligate  woman.  All  those  whom  I  have  men- 
tioned were  women  of  undoubted  genius ;  for  they 
have  each  a  style  apart,  peculiar,  and  tinted  by 
their  individual  character :  but  all,  except  Genti- 
leschi,  were  feminine  painters.  Tliey  succeeded 
best  in  feminine  portraits,  and  when  they  painted 
history  they  were  only  admirable  in  that  class  of 
subjects  which  came  within  the  province  of  their 
sex;  beyond  that  boundary  they  became  fade, 
insipid,  or  exaggerated :  tbus  Elizabeth  Sirani's 
Annunciation  is  exquisite,  and  ber  Crucifixion 
feeble ;  Angelica  Kaufiman's  Nymphs  and  Madon- 
nas are  lovely;  but  h«r  picture  of  the  warrior 
Herman,  returning  home  after  the  del^t  ut  t)ie 
Boman  legions,  is  cold  and  ineffective.  The  r^ah 
of  these  reflections  is,  that  there  is  a  walk  of  art  in 
which  women  may  attsdn  perfection,  and  excel  the 
other  sex;  as  there  is  another  department  from 
which  they  are  excluded.  You  must  change  l^e 
physical  organization  of  the  race  of  women  before 
we  produce  a  Rubens  or  a  Michael  Angelo.  Then, 
on  the  other  hand,  I  fancy,  no  man  could  paint 
like  Louisa  Sharpe,  any  more  than  write  like  Mts. 
Hemans.  Louisa  Sharpe,  and  her  raster,  are,  m 
painting,  just  what  Mrs.  Hemans  is  in  poetry ;  we 
see  in  their  works  the  same  characteristics — ^no 

*  At  A]thorpe. 
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foebl^ness,  no  littleness  of  design  or  manner, 
nothing  vapid,  trivial,  or  affected, — ^and  nothing 
masculine ;  all  is  super-eminently,  essentially  femi- 
n^e^  in  subject,  style,  and  sentiment.  I  wish  to 
combat  in  every  way  that  oft-repeated,  but  most 
failse  ccmipliment  unthinkingly  paid  to  women,  that 
genius  is  of  no  sex;  there  may  be  equality  of 
power,  but  in  its  quality  and  application  there  will 
and,  must  be  difference  and  distinction.  If  men 
would  but  remember  this  truth,  they  would  cease 
to  treat  with  ridicule  and  jealousy  the  attainments 
and  aspirations  of  women,  knowing  that  there 
never  could  be  real  competition  or  rivalry.  K 
women  would  admit  this  truth,  they  would  not 
presume  out  of  their  sphere : — but  then  we  come 
tp  the  necessity  for  some  key  to  the  knowledge  of 
ouiselves  and  others — some  scale  for  the  just  esti- 
mation of  our  own  qualities  and  powers,  compared 
with  those,  of  others — ^the  great  secret  of  self- 
regulation  and  happiness — the  beginning,  middle, 
a^d  end  of  all  education. 

But  to  return  from  this  tirade.  I  wish  my  va- 
grant pen  were  less  discursive. 

In  the  works  of  art,  the  presence  of  a  power,  felt 
rather  than  perceived,  and  kept  subordinate  to  the 
sentiment  of  grace,  should  mark  the  female  mind 
and  hand.  This  is  what  I  love  in  Kosalba,  in  our 
ixsm  Mrs.  Carpenter,  in  Madame  de  Freyberg, 
and  in  Eliza  and  Louisa  Sharpe:  in  the  latter 
there  is  a  high  tone  of  moral  as  well  as  poetical 
feeling.  Thus  her  picture  of  the  young  girl  coming 
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oat  of  church  after  disturbing  the  equaninuty'df^'ft 
whole  congregation  by  her  fine  lady  airs  and  ^al&t 
silk  attire,  is  a  charming  and  most  gracefal  sstii^ 
on  the  foibles  of  her  sex.  The  idea,  howeveif ,  fe 
taken  from  the  Spectator.  But  Louisa  Sharpe  c&A 
also  create.  Of  another  lovely  picture, — ^that  (ft 
the  young,  forsaken,  disconsolate,  repentant  moth^, 
who  sits  drooping  over  her  child,  "  with  looks  bow«d 
down  in  penetrative  shame,**  while  one  or  two  of 
the  rigidly-righteous  of  her  own  sex  turn  from  hei^ 
with  a  scornful  and  upbraiding  air — ^I  believe  th« 
subject  is  original ;  but  it  is  obviously  one  which 
never  could  have  occurred,  except  to  the  most 
consciously  pure  as  well  as  the  gentlest  and  kindest 
heart  in  the  world.  Never  was  a  more  beatitiM 
and  Christian  lesson  conveyed  by  woman  to  woman; 
at  once  a  warning  to  our  weakness,  and  a  rebuke 
to  our  pride.* 

Apropos  of  female  artists :  I  met  here  with  a  lady 
of  noble  birth  and  high  rank,  the  Countess  Juhe 
von  Egloffstein,  f  who,  in  spite  of  the  prejudices 
still  prevailing  in  Germany,  has  devoted  herself  to 


*  The  Miss  Sharpes  were  at  Dresden  while  I  was  there,  and 
their  names  and  some  of  their  works  were  fresh  in  my  mind  and 
eye  when  I  wrote  the  abore;  but  I  tliink  it  &ir  to  add,  that  i> 
had  not  the  opportunity  I  could  haye  wished  of  cultiyating  thel^ 
acquaintance.  These  three  sisters,  all  so  talented,  and  so  insep- 
arable,—all  artists,  and  bound  together  in  affectionate  com-' 
munion  of  hearts  and  interests,  reminded  me  of  tho  SoAmiAtt. 
and  her  sisters. 

t  She  is  the  "Julie"  celebrated  in  some  of  Qoethe's  mino^ 
poems. 
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paiiitiiig  as  a  precession.  Her  vocatioii  for  the  art 
w&fi  early  displayed,  but  combated  and  discouraged 
f^;  derogatory  to  her  rank  and  station ;  she  was  for 
pdai^y  years  demoiselle  cThonneur  to  the  grand 
Quchess  Luise  of  Weimar.  Under  all  these  cir- 
cumstances, it  required  real  strength  of  mind  to 
take  the  step  she  has  taken ;  but  a  less  decided 
eoorse  could  not  well  have  emancipated  ^her  from 
trammels,  the  force  of  which  can  hardly  be  esti- 
ipat^  out  of  Grermany.  A  recent  journey -^o  Italy, . 
undertaken  on  account  of  her  health,  fixed  her 
determination,  and  her  destiny  for  life. 

In  looking  over  her  drawings  and  pictures,  I  was 
particularly  struck  by  one  singularity,  which  yet, 
oa  reflection,  appears  perfectly  comprehensible. 
This  high-born  and  court-bred  woman  shows  a 
d^cided  predilection  for  the  picturesque  in  humble 
life,  and  seems  to  have  turned  to  simple  nature  in 
perfect  simplicity  of  heart  Being  self-taught  and 
self-formed,  there  is  nothing  mannered  or  conven- 
tional in  her  style ;  and  I  do  hope  she  will  assert 
the  privilege  of  genius,  and,  looking  only  into 
nature  out  of  her  own  heart  and  soul,  form  and 
keep  a  style  to  herself.  I  remember  one  little 
picture,  painted  either  for  the  queen  of  England 
or  the  queen  of  Bavaria,  representing  a  young 
Neapolitan  peasant,  seated  at  her  cottage  door, 
contemplating  her  child,  cradled  at  her  feet^  while 
the  fishing  bark  of  her  husband  is  sailing  away  in 
the  distance.  In  this  little  bit  of  natural  poetry 
there  was  no  seeking  after  effect,  no  prettiness,  no 
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pretension ;  but  a  quiet  genuine  simplicity  of  Mkti. 
ing,  which  surprised  while  it  pleased  me.  Wliea  Jf 
have  looked  at  the  Countess  JuUe  in  her  paintisigt^ 
room,  surrounded  by  her  drawings,  models,  ca8t»---r 
all  the  powers  of  her  exuberant  enthusiastie  mnk4 
flowing  free  in  their  natural  (firection,  I  ha^e  jfek- 
at  once  pleasure,  and  admiration,  and  respect.  It 
should  seem  that  the  enei^  of  spirit  and  real 
magnanimity  of  mind  which  could  trample  over 
social  prejudices,  not  the  less  strong  because  maai* 
festly  absurd,  united  to  genius  and  perseverance* 
may,  if  life  be  granted,  safefy  draw  upon  fotority 

both  for  success  and  for  fame. 

«  «  «  « 

I  consider  my  introductioB  to  Moritz  Retzsch  aa 
one  of  the  most  memorable  and  agreeal^  incideuts 
of  my  short  sojourn  at  Dresden. 

This  eztraordinsuy  genius,  who  is  almost  as 
popular  and  interesting  in  England  as  in  his  own 
country,  seems  to  have  receiyed  from  Nature  a 
double  porticHi  of  the  inventive  faculty — ^that  rarest 
of  all  her  good  gifb,  even  to  those  who  are  her 
especial  favorites.  As  his  published  works,  by  which 
he  is  principally  known  in  England,  (the  Outlines 
to  the  Faust,  to  Shakspeare,  to  Schiller's  Song  of 
the  Bell,  &c.)  are  illustrations  of  the  ideas  oi  others, 
few  but  those  who  may  possess  some  of  his  original 
drawings  are  aware,  that  Ketzsch  is  himself  a  poet 
of  the  iirst  order,  using  his  glorious  power  of 
graphic  delineation  to  throw  into  form  the  conce^ 
tions,  thoughts,  aspirations,  of  his  own  glowing. 
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ioidgination  and  fertile  fancy.  Retzsch  was  bom 
a*  Dresden  in  1779,  and  has  never,  I  believe,  been 
fat  irom  his  native  place.  From  childhood  he  was 
a  fttngolar  being,  giving  early  indications  of  his 
imitative  power  by  drawing  or  carving  in  wood, 
resemblances  of  the  objects- which  struck  his  atten- 
tion, without  the  slightest  idea  in  himself  or  others 
of  becoming  eventually  an  artist ;  and  I  have  even 
Beafrd  that,  when  he  was  quite  a  youth,  his  enthu- 
eiastie  mind,  laboring  with  a  power  which  he  felt 
rather  than  ktiew,  his  love  of  the  wilder  aspects  of 
nature,  and  impatience  of  the  restndnts  of  artificial 
life,  had  nearly  induced  him  to  become  a  huntsman 
or  forester  (Jager)  in  the  royal  service.  However, 
at  the  age  of  twenty,  his  love  of  art  became  a  de- 
cided vocation.  The  little  property  he  had  in- 
herited or  accumulated  was  dissipated  during  that 
war,  which  swept  like  a  whirlwind  over  all  Ger- 
many, overwhelming  prince  and  peasant,  artist, 
mechanic,  in  one  wide-spreading  desolation.  Since 
that  time  Retzsch  has  depended  on  his  talents 
alone — content  to  live  poor  in  a  poor  country.  He 
h^,  by  the  exertion  of  his  talents,  achieved  for 
himself  a  small  independence,  and  contributed  to 
the  support  of  a  large  family  of  relations,  also 
ruined  by  the  casualties  of  war. '  His  usual  i^esi- 
dence  is  at  his  own  pretty  littie  farm  or  vineyard  a 
few  miles  from  Dresden.  When  in  the  town,  where 
his  duties  as  professor  of  the  Academy  frequently 
caH  him,  he  lodges  in  a  small  house  in  the  Neu- 
siadt,  close  upon  the  banks  of  the  Elbe,  in  a  retired 

24 
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and  beautiful  situation.     Thither  I  was  conductor 

by  our  mutual  friend,  N ,  whose  appreciation 

of  Retz8ch*s  talents,  and  knowledge  of  his  peculiar- 
ities, rendered  him  the  best  possible  intermediator 
on  this  occasion. 

The  professor  received  us  in  a  room  which  ap- 
peared to  answer  many  purposes,  being  obviou^ 
a  sleeping  as  well  as  a  sitting-roc»n,  but  perfectly 
neat.  I  saw  at  once  that  there  was  every  whem  a 
woman's  superintending  eye  and  thoughtful  car^; 
but  did  not  know  at  the  moment  that  he  was  mar- 
ried. He  received  us  with  open-hearted  fr^nkpess, 
at  the  same  time  throwing  on  the  stranger  one  q( 
those  quick  glances  which  seemed  to  look  through 
me  :  in  return,  I  contemplated  him  with  inezpteaa- 
ible  interest  His  figure  is  rather  larger,  and  more 
portly  than  I  had  expected ;  but  I  admired  his  fine 
Titanic  head,  so  large,  and  so  sublime  in  its  e^- 
pression ;  his  light  blue  eye,  wild  and  wide,  which 
seemed  to  drink  in  meaning  and  flash  out  light ;  his 
hair  profuse,  grizzled,  and  flowing  in  masses  round 
his  head :  and  his  expanded  brow  full  of  po^ry 
and  power.  In  his  deportment  he  is  a  mere  child 
of  nature,  simple,  careless,  saying  just  what  he 
feels  and  thinks  at  the  moment,  without  regard  %a 
forms ;  yet  pleasing  from  the  benevolent  earnest- 
ness of  his  manner,  and  intuitively  polite  without 
being  polished. 

After  some  conversation,  he  took  us  into  his 
painting  room.  As  a  colorist,  I  believe  his  style  is 
criticized,  and  open  to  criticism ;  it  is  at  lea^t  siii- 
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''gd\B,t ;  but  I  must  confess  that  while  I  was  looking 
over  his  things  I  was  engrossed  by  the  one  con- 
viction;— that  while  his  peculiar  merits,  and  the 
preference  of  one  manner  to  another  may  be  a 
matter  of  argument  or  taste,  it  is  certain,  and  in- 
disputable, that  no  one  paints  like  Retzsch,  and 
that,  in  the  original  power  and  fertility  of  con- 
ception,  in  the  quantity  of  mind  which  he  brings  to 
bear  upon  his  subject,  he  is  in  his  own  style  un- 
equalled and  inimitable.  I  was  rather  surprised 
to  see  in  some  of  his  designs  and  pencil  drawings, 
the  most  elaborate  delicacy  of  touch,^  and  most 
finished  execution  of  parts,  combined  with  a  fancy 
^hich  seems  to  run  wild  over  his  paper  or  his  can- 
vaB;  but  only  seems — ^for  it  must  be  remarked,  that 
-with  all  this  luxuriance  of  imagination,  there  is  no 
exaggeration,  either  of  form  or  feeling;  he  is 
peculiar,  fantastic,  even  extravagant — but  never 
false  in  sentiment  or  expression.  The  reason  is, 
that  in  Retzsch's  character  the  moral  sentiments 
are  strongly  developed ;  where  they  are  deficient, 
let  the  artist  who  aims  at  the  highest  poetical  de- 
partment of  excellence  despair ;  for  no  possession 
of  creative  talent,  nor  professional  skill,  nor  con- 
Tentional  taste,  will  supply  that  main  deficiency. 

I  saw  in  Retzsch's  atelier  many  things  novel, 
beautiful,  and  interesting ;  but  will  note  only  a  few, 
which  have  dwelt  upon  my  memory,  as  being  char- 
acteristic of  the  man  as  well  as  the  artist. 

There  was,  on  a  small  panel,  the  head  of  an 
ai^el  smiling.    He  said  he  was  often  pursued  by 
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dark  fkncies,  haunted  by  mekncboly  forebodnig% 
desponding  over  himself  and  his  art,  "  and  he  re- 
solved to  create  an  angel  for  himself,  which  should 
smile  upon  him  out  of  heaven."  So  he  painted 
this  most  lovely  head,  in  which  the  radiant  spirit 
of  joy  seems  to  beam  from  every  feature  at  once ; 
and  I  thought  while  I  looked  upon  it,  that  it  were 
enough  to  exorcise  a  whole  legion  of  blue  devik. 
It  is  rarely  that  we  can  associate  the  mirthful  wiUi 
the  beautiful  and  the  sublime — even  I  could  have 
deemed  it  next  to  impossible;  but  the  effulgent 
cheerfulness  of  this  divine  face  corrected  that  idea, 
which,  after  all,  is  not  in  bright  lovely  nature,  but 
in  the  shadow  which  the  mighty  spirit  of  HvRBan- 
ity  casts  from  his  wings,  as  he  hangs  brooding  over 
her  between  heaven  and  earth. 

Afterwards  he  placed  upon  his  easel  a  wondrous 
face,  which  made  me  shrink  back — not  with  terror, 
for  it  was  perfectly  beautiful — ^but  with  awe,  f<Mr  it 
was  unspeakably  fearful :  the  hair  streamed  back 
from  the  pale  brow — the  orbs  of  sight  appeared  at 
first  two  dark,  hollow,  unfiithomable  spaces,  like 
those  in  a  skull;  but  when  I  drew  nearer,  and 
looked  attentively,  two  lovely  living  eyes  looked 
at  me  again  out  of  the  depth  of  shadow,  as  if  from 
the  bottom  of  an  abyss.  The  mouth  was  divinely 
sweet,  but  sad,  and  the  softest  repose  rested  cm 
every  feature.  This,  he  told  me,  was  the  Airasx. 
OF  Death  :  it  was  the  original  conception  of  a 
head  for  the  large  picture  now  at  Vienna^  repre- 
senting the   Angel  of  Death  bearing  aklt  tmg 
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r\el]ltdren  into  the  regions  of  the  blessed :  the  heavens 
Opetiing  above,  and  the  earth  and  stars  sinking 
beneath  his  feet. 

The  next  thing  which  struck  me  was  a  small 
picture — ^two  satyrs  butting  at  each  other,  while  a 
shepherd  carries  off  the  nymph  for  whom  they  are 
contejiding.  lliis  was  most  admirable  for  its 
grotesque  power  and  spirit,  and,  moreover,  ex- 
trtoely  well  colored.  Another  in  the  same  style 
r^resented  a  satyr  sitting  on  a  wine-skin,  out  of 
which  he  drinks;  two  arch-looking  nymphs  are 
stealing  on  him  from  behind,  and  one  of  them 
pierces  the  wine-skin  with  her  hunting-spear. 

There  was  a  portrait  of  himself,  but  I  would  not 
laud  it — ^in  fact,  he  has  not  done  himself  justice. 
Only  a  colossal  bust,  in  the  same  style,  and  wrought 
^mth  the  same  feeling  as  Dannecker's  bust  of  Schil- 
ler, could  convey  to  posterity  an  adequate  idea  of 
the  head  and  countenance  of  Retzsch.  I  com- 
plmiented  him  on  the  effect  which  his  Hamlet  had 
produced  in  England ;  he  told  me,  that  it  had  been 
his  wish  to  illustrate  the  Midsummer  Night's  Dream, 
or  the  Tempest,  rather  than  Macbeth :  the  former 
he  will  still  undertake,  and,  in  truth,  if  any  one 
succeeds  in  embodying  a  just  idea  of  a  Miranda,  a 
Caliban,  a  Titania,  and  the  poetical  burlesque  of 
Ike  Athenian  clowns,  it  will  be  Retzsch,  whose 
genius  embraces  at  once  the  grotesque,  the  comic, 
-tiie  wild,  the  wonderful,  the  fanciful,  the  elegant ! 

A  few  days  afterwards  we  accepted  Retzsch's 
invitation  to  visit  him  at  his  campagna—^for  whether 
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it  were  farm-house,  villa,  or  vineyard,  or  all  together, 
I  could  not  well  decide.  The  drive  was  delicious*  •' 
The  road  wound  along  the  banks  of  the  magnificent 
Elbe,  the  gently-swelling  hills,  all  laid  out  in  vino-* 
yards,  rising  on  our  right ;  and  though  it  was  in 
November,  the  air  was  soft  as  summer.  Reteschy 
who  had  perceived  our  approach  from  his  wipdow, 
came  out  to  meet  us — ^took  me  under  his  arm  as  tf 
we  had  been  fiiends  of  twenty  years'  standing,  and' 
leading  me  into  his  picturesque  domicUe,  intro-' 
duced  me  to  his  wife — as  pretty  a  piece  of  domestic 
poetry  as  one  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day.  She 
was  the  daughter  of  a  vine-dresser,  whom  Retzsch 
fell  in  love  with  while  she  was  yet  almost  a  child, 
and  educated  for  his  wife — ^at  least  so  runs  the  tale. 
At  the  first  glance  I  detected  the  original  of  that 
countenance  which,  more  or  less  idealized,  runs 
through  all  his  representations  of  female  youth  and 
beauty :  here  was  the  model,  both  in  feature  and 
expression ;  she  smiled  upon  us  a  most  cordial  wel-> 
come,  regaled  us  with  delicious  coffee  and  cakes 
prepared  by  herself,  then  taking  up  her  knitting" 
sat  down  beside  us ;  and  while  I  turned  over  ad- 
miringly the  beautiful  designs  with  which  her  hus- 
band had  decorated  her  album,  the  looks  of  venersK 
tion  and  love  with  which  she  regarded  him,  and 
the  expression  of  kindly,  delighted  sympathy  witb 
which  she  smiled  upon  me,  I  shall  not  easily  forgets 
As  for  the  album  itself,  queens  might  have  envied 
her  such  homage :  and  what  would  not  a  dilettante 
collector  have  given  for  such  a  possession ! 
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I  remember  two  or  three  of  these  designs  which 
mast  serve  to  give  an  idea  of  the  rest : — 1st.  The 
good  Genius  descending  to  bless  his  wife. — 2d. 
The  birthday  of  his  wife — a  lovely  female  infant  is 
arieep  under  a  vine,  which  is  wreathed  round  the 
tree  of  life ;  the  spirits  of  the  four  elements  are 
bringing  votive  gifts  with  which  they  endow  her. 
3d.  The  Enigma  of  Human  Life.  The  Grenius  of 
Humanity  ia  reclining  on  the  back  of  a  gigantic 
sphistx,  of  which  the  features  are  averted,  and 
partly  veiled  by  a  cloud;  he  holds  a  rose  half- 
withered  in  his  hand,  and  looks  up  with  a  divine 
ectpresBion  towards  two  butterflies  which  have 
escaped  from  the  chrysalis  state,  and  are  spirting 
above  his  head ;  at  his  feet  are  a  dead  bird  and 
reptile— emblematical  of  sin  and  death.  4th.  The 
Gemus  of  Art,  represented  as  a  young  Apollo,  turns, 
with  a  melancholy,  abstracted  air,  the  handle  of  a 
barrel-organ,  while  Vulgarity,  Ignorance,  and 
Folly,  listen  with  approbation ;  meaotime  his  lyre 
and  his  palette  lie  neglected  at  his  feet,  together 
with  an  empty  purse  and  wallet :  the  mixture  of 
pathos,  poetry,  and  satire,  in  this  little  drawing,  can 
hiutlly  be  described  in  words.  6th.  Hope,  repre- 
b^nted  by  a  lovely  group  of  playful  children,  who 
are  peeping  under  a  hat  for  a  butterfly,  which  they 
£liiey  they  have  caught,  but  which  has  escaped, 
and  is  hovering  above  their  reach.  6th.  Tempta- 
tioa  presented  to  youth  and  innocence  by  an  evil 
^irit,  while  a  good  genius  warns  them  to  beware. 
In  this  drawing,  the  figures  of  the  boy  and  girl, 
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1;mt  more  particularly  of  the  latter,  appeared  €b 
Bae  of  the  most  consummate  and  touching  beaut^T- 
7th.  His  wife  walking  on  a  windy  day :  a  number 
of  little  sylphs  are  agitating  her  drapery,  lining 
the  tresses  of  her  hair,  playing  with  her  sash ;  white 
another  party  have  flown  off  with  her  hat,  and  a^e 
bearing  it  away  in  triumph. 

After  spending  three  or  fpur  hours  delight&i^, 
we  droye  home  in  silence  by  the  gleaming,  mur- 
muring river,  and  beneath  the  light  of  t^e  silent 
stars.  On  a  subsequent  visit,  Eetzsch  showed  me 
many  more  of  these  delicious  phanUme,  or  ftmoiee, 
as  he  termed  them, — or  more  truly,  little  pieoes  of 
moral  and  lyrical  poetry,  thrown  in0  palpable 
form,  speaking  in  the  universal  language  of  the 
eye  to  the  universal  heart  oi  man.  I  remember, 
in  particular,  one  of  striking  and  even  of  aq>{>alt* 
ing  interest.  The  Genius  of  Humanity  and  the 
Spirit  of  Evil  are  playing  at  chess  for  the  souls  oi 
men :  the  Genius  of  Humanity  has  lost  to  his  in- 
fernal adversary  some  of  his  principal  pieces^—^ 
love,  humility,  innocence,  and  lastly,  peace  of 
mind ; — ^but  he  still  retains  faith,  truth,  and  forti- 
tude*, and  is  sitting  in  a  contemplative  attitude, 
considering  his  next  move;  hb  adversary,  who 
opposes  him  with  pride,  avarice,  irreligion,  luxuiy, 
and  a  host  of  evil  passions,  looks  at  him  with  a 
MephistophUes  expression,  anticipating  his  devilish 
triumph.  The  pawns  on  the  one  side  are  prayeri 
— on  the  other  doubts.  A  little  behind  standfil  the 
Angel  of  conscience  as  arbitrator.     In  this  most 
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.f^qiii^te  allegory,  so  beautiftilty,  so  clearly  con- 
yeyed  to  the  heart,  there  lurked  a  deeper  morid 
tthan  in  many  a  sermon. 

There  was  another  beautiM  little  allegory  of 
Love  in  the  character  of  a  Picklock,  opening,  or 
trying  to  open,  a  variety  of  albums,  lettered,  the 
**  Human  Heart,  No.  1 ;  Humim  Heart,  No.  2 ;  ** 
while  Philosophy  lights  him  with  her  lantern. 
There  were  besides  many  otlier  designs  of  equal 
poetry,  beauty,  and  moral  interest — ^I  think,  a 
whole  portfolio  full  of  them. 

I  endeavored  to  persuade  Betzsch  that  he  could 
mot  do  better  than  publish  some  of  these  exquisite 
Fancies f  and  when  I  lefl  him  he  entertained  the  idea 
of  doing  so  at  some  future  period.  To  adopt  his 
own  language,  the  Genius  of  Art  could  not  present 
to  the  Genius  of  Humanity  a  more  delightful  and  a 
more  profitaUe  gift.* 

«  «  «  « 

The  following  list  of  Grerman  painters  compre- 
hends those  only  whose  works  I  had  an  opportunity 
of  considering,  and  who  appeared  to  me  to  possess 
decided  merit  I  might  easily  have  extended  this 
catalogue  to  thrice  its  length,  had  I  included  all 
Uiose  whose  names  were  given  to  me  as  being  dis- 
tinguished and  celebrated  among  their  own  coun- 
U*ymen.  From  Munich  alone  I  brought  a  list  of 
two  hundred  artists,  and  from  other  parts  of  Ger- 
DCiany  nearly  as  many  more.     But  in  confining  my- 

•  since  this  was  written,  in  November,  1833,  Retzsch  has  sent 
•f«r  to  England  a  series  of  these  Faneus  for  publication. 
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self  to  those  whose  productions  I  saw,  I  adhet<e^ti# 
a  princq)le  which,  after  all,  seems  to  be  the  best?"^ 
viz :  never  to  speak  but  of  what  we  know ;  9sA 
then  only  of  the  individual  impression :  it  is  ne^ei^ 
sary  to  know  so  many  things  before  we  can  grre^ 
with  confidence,  an  opinion  about  any  one  thing! 

While  the  literary  intercourse  between  England 
and  Grermany  increases  every  day,  and  a  mutual 
esteem  and  understanding  is  the  natoral  conse^ 
quence  of  this  approximation  of  mind,  there  is  'a 
singular  and  mutual  ignorance  in  all  matters  appei" 
taining  to  art,  and  consequently,  a  good  deal  of  in- 
justice and  prejudice  on  both  sides.  The  OenooaAs 
were  amazed  and  incredulous,  when  I  infbrm^ 
them  that  in  England  there  are  many  admirers  o( 
art,  to  whom  the  very  names  of  Schnorr,  Ov^f** 
beckj  Rauch,  Peter  Hess,  Wach,  Wagenbauer,  and 
even  their  great  Cornelius,  are  unknown;  and  i 
met  with  very  clever,  well-informed  Grermans,  who 
had,  by  some  chance,  heard  of  Sir  Thomas  Laif- 
rence,  and  knew  sometkitig  of  Wilkie,  Turner,  aoS 
Martin,  from  the  engravings  after  their  works ; 
who  thought  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  and  his  engraver 
Reynolds  one  •  and  the  same  person ;  and  of  Ca^ 
cott,  Landseer,  Etty,  and  Hilton,  and  others  of  imt 
shining  lights,  they  knew  nothing  at  all.  I  mus^ 
say,  however,  that  they  have  generally  a  more  jwfc* 
idea  of  English  art  than  we  have  of  German  art, 
and  their  veneration  for  Flaxman,  like  their  ven- 
eration for  Shakspeare,  is  a  sort  of  enthusiasm  all 
over  Germany.    Those  who  have  contemplated  th» 
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•etual  state  of  art,  and  compared  the .  prevalent 
tastes  and  feelings  in  both  countries,  will  allow  that 
aiufih  advantage  would  result  from  a  better  mutual 
understanding.  We  English  accuse  the  German 
m'tists  of  mannerism,  of  a  formal,  hard,  and  elab- 
orate execution, — a  pedantic  style  of  composition 
IukI  sundry  other  sins.  The  Germans  accuse  us, 
in  return,  of  excessive  coarseness  and  carelessness, 
a  loose  sketchy  style ^f  execution,  and  a  general 
inattention  to  truth  of  character.*  "  You  English 
have  no  school  of  art,"  was  often  said  to  me ;  I 
could  have  replied-^if  it  had  not  been  a  solecism  in 
grammar — "  You  Germans  have  too  much  school." 
The  "  esprit  de  secte,"  which  in  Grermany  has 
broken  up  tlieir  poetry,  literature,  and  philosophy 
into  schisms  and  schools,  descends  unhappily  to  art, 
and  every  professor,  to  use  the  Highland  expres- 
sion, has  his  tail. 

At  the  same  time,  we  cannot  deny  to  the  Ger- 
mans the  merit  of  great  earnestness  of  feeling,  and 
that  characteristic  integrity  of  purpose  which  they 
throw  into  every  thing  they  undertake  or  perform. 
Art  with  them,  is  oftener  held  in  honor,  and  pur- 
sued truly  for  its  own  sake,  than  among  us:  too 
many  of  our  English  artists  consider  their  lofty  and 
noble  vocation,  simply  as  the  means  to  an  end,  be 
tjiat  end  fame  or  gain.  Generally  speaking,  too, 
» 
*  We  have  among  ug  a  young  G«nnan  painter,  (Theodor  ron 
Hoist,)  who,  uniting  the  exuberant  enthusiasm  and  rich  imagi- 
nation of  his  country  with  a  just  appreciation  of  the  style  ci 
Sn^^ish  art,  ii  likely  to  achieve  great  tilings. 
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the  German  artists  are  men  of  superior  cultiTatio^ 
so  that  when  the  creative  inspiration  falls  updA 
them,  the  material  on  which  to  work  is  already 
stored  up :  "  nothing  can  come  of  nothing,**  and 
the  sunbeams  descend  in  vain  on  the  richest  soO, 
where  the  seed  has  not  been  sown. 

It  is  oertain  that  we  have  not  in  England  any 
historical  painters  who  hav«  given  evidence  of  their 
genius  on  so  grand  a  scale  as  some  of  the  historical 
painters  of  Germany  have  recently  done.  We 
know  that  it  is  not  the  genius,  but  the  opportunity 
which  has  been  wanting,  but  we  cannot  ask  foreign- 
ers to  admit  this, — ^they  can  only  judge  from  results, 
and  they  must  either  suppose  us  to  be  without  emi- 
nent men  in  the  higher  walks  qf  art, — or  they 
must  wonder,  with  their  magnificent  ideas  of  the 
incalculable  wealth  of  our  nobles,  the  prodigal  ex- 
penditure of  our  rulers,  and  the  grandeur  of  our 
public  institutions,  that  painting  has  not  oftener 
been  summoned  in  aid  of  her  eldest  sister  archi- 
tecture. On  the  other  hand,  their  school  of  poiv 
tr»ture  and  landscape  is  decidedly  inferior  to  ours. 
Not  only  have  they  no  landscape  painters  who  can 
compare  with  Calcott  and  Turner,  but  they  do  not 
appear  to  have  imagined  the  kind  of  excellence 
achieved  by  these  wonderful  artists.  I  should  say, 
generally,  that  their  most  beautiful  landscapes  ip^ant 
atmosphere.  I  used  to  feel  while  looking  at  them 
as  if  I  were  in  the  exhausted  receiver  of  an  air- 
pump.  Of  their  portraits  I  have  already  spokeil ; 
the  eye  which  has  rested  in  delight  upon  <me  ef 
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Wilkie's  or  Phillips's  fine  manly  portraits,  (not  to 
men^on  Reynolds,  Gainsborough,  Bomney,  and 
i»awrence,)  cannot  easily  be  reconciled  to  the 
bard,  frittered  manner  of  som^  <^  the  most  ad- 
mired of  the  German  painters ;  it  is  a  difference 
of  taste,  which  I  will  not  call  natural  but  national ; 
— ^the  remains  of  the  old  gothie  school  which,  as 
the  study  of  Italian  art  beccnnes  more  diffused,  will 
be  modified  or  pass  away. 


fflSTORY. 

Peter  Cornelius,  bom  at  Dusseldorf  in  1778,  was 
for  a  considerable  time  the  director  (president)  of 
the  academy  there,  and  is  now  the  director  of  the 
academy  of  art  at  Munich :  much  of  his  time,  how- 
ever, is  spent  in  Italy.  The  Germans  esteem  him 
their  best  historical  painter.  He  has  inyention, 
expression,  and  power,  but  appears  to  me  rather 
deficient  in  the  feeling  of  beauty  and  tenderness. 
His  grand  works  are  the  fresco  painting  in  the 
Glyptothek  at  Munich,  already  described. 

Friederich  Overbeck,  bom  at  Lubeck  in  1 789 : 
he  excels  in  scriptural  subjects,  which  he  treats 
irith  infinite  grandeur  and  simplicity  of  feeling. 

Wilhelm  Wach,  bom  at  Berlin  in  1787:  first 
painter  to  the  king  of  Prussia  and  professor  in  the 
at^emy  of  Berlin  :  esteemed  one  of  the  best  paint- 
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ers  and  most  accomplislied  men  in  Germany.  IM 
having  visited  Berlin,  where  his  finest  works  ex^ 
I  have  as  yet  seen  but  one  picture  by  this  paints — 
the  head  of  an  angel,  at  the  psdace  of  Petersteiti, 
sublimely  conceived,  and  most  admirably  painted. 
In  the  style  of  color,  in  the  singular  combinatioki  of 
grand  feeling  and  delicate  execution,  this  picture 
reminded  me  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

Professor  Julius  Schnorr  von  Carolsfeld,  bom  at 
Leipsig  in  1 794.  His  frescos  from  the  Mbelungen 
Lied  in  the  new  palace  at  Munich  have  been 
already  mentioned  at  length. 

Professor  Heinrich  Hesse :  the  frescos  in  the 
Koyal  Chapel  at  Munich,  already  described. 

Wilhelm  Tischbein,  bom  at  Heyna  in  1761.  He 
is  director  of  the  academy  at  Naples,  and  hi^y 
celebrated.  He  must  not  be  confounded  with  his 
uncle,  a  mediocre  artist,  who  was  the  court  painter 
of  Hesse  Cassel,  and  whose  pictures  swarm  in  all 
the  palaces  there. 

Philip  Veit,  of  Frankfort — ^fresco  painter. 

Joseph  Schlotthauer,  professor  of  historical  and 
fresco  painting  at  Munich.  (I  believe  this  artist  it 
dead.     He  held  a  high  rank.) 

,  Clement  Zimmermann,  now  employed  in  the 
Pinakothek,  and  in  the  new  palace  at  Munii^ 
where  he  takes  a  high  rank  as  painter,  and  is  not 
less  distinguished  by  his  general  information,  and 
his  frank  and  amiable  character. 

Moritz  Retzsch  of  Dresden.  ^ 

Professor  Vogel,  of  Dresden,  principal  paintev 
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\M  the  king  of  Saxony.     He  paints  in  fresco  and 
;hiatory,  but  excels  in  porti*aits. 
-    Steiler,  of  Munich,  court  painter  to  the  king  of 
3avaria,  esteemed  one  of  the  best  portrait  painters 
m  Germany. 

Goetzenberger,  fresco  painter.  He  is  employed 
in.  painting  the  University  Hall  at  Bonn. 

Eduard  Bendeman,  of  Berlin.  I  saw  at  the  ex- 
hibition of  the  Kunstverein  at  Dusseldorf,  a  fine 
^  picture  by  this  painter — "  The  Hebrews  in  Exile." 

"  By  the  waters  of  Babylon  we  sat  down  and  wept." 

The  coloring  I  thought  rather  hard,  but  the  con- 
ception and  drawing  were  in  a  grand  style. 

Wilhelm  Schadow,  director  of  the  academy  at 
2>tt8seldorf. 

Hetzsch  of  Stuttgardt 

The  brothers  Riepenhausen,  of  Gottingen,  resi- 
dent at  Bome.  They  are  celebrated  for  their  de* 
signs  of  the  pictures  of  Polygnotus,  as  described  by 
Pausanius. 

Eoehler.  He  exhibited  at  the  Kunstverein  at 
Dusseldorf  a  picture  of  "  Rebecca  at  the  well," 
very  weU  executed. 

Ernst  Forster,  of  Altenburg,  employed  in  the 
palace  at  Munich.  This  clever  young  painter 
married  the  daughter  of  Jean  Paul  Bichter. 
.  Gaasen,  of  Coblentz ;  Hiltensberger,  of  Suabia ; 
Hermann,  of  Dresden  ;  Foltz,  of  Bingen  ;  Kaul- 
bach,  of  Munich ;  Eugene  Neurather,  of  Munich ; 
Wilhelm  Rockel,  of  S^hleissheim ;  Von  Schwind, 
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(I  believe  of  Munich ;)  Wilhelm  Lindensehnudfty 
of  Mayence*  All  these  painters  are  at  present  in 
the  service  of  the  king  of  Bavaria.  ; 

Julius  Hiibnef  of  Breslaw — portraits ;  Greven, 
of  Cologne — ^portraits. 

SMALL    SUBJECTS    AND    CONVERSATION    PIECES. 

Peter  Hess,  of  Munich,  one  of  the  most  eoEdnent 
painters  in  Grermany.  In  his  choice  of  sul^eets  he 
reminded  me  sometimes  of  Eastlake,  and  som»tiiDe« 
of  Wilkie,  and  his  style  is  rather  in  Wilkie's  first 
manner.  His  pictures  are  full  of  spirit,  truth,  and 
character. 

Dominique  Quaglio,  of  Munich.  Interions,  &c. 
He  also  ranks  very  high :  he  reminds  me  of  Erasee. 

Major  General  von  Heydeck,  of  Muntek^  aa 
amateur  painter  of  merited  celebrity.  In  the  col- 
lection of  M.  de  Klenze,  and  in  the  Leuchtenbei^ 
Gallery,  there  are  some  small  battle  pieces,  scenes 
in  Greece  and  Spain,  and  other  subjects  by  von 
Heydeck,  very  admirably  painted. 

F.  Miiller,  of  Cassel.  At  the  exlnbition  at  Dns- 
seldorf  I  saw  a  picture  by  this  artist,  *'  A  rustio 
bridal  procession  in  the  Campagna,"  painted  with 
a  freedom  and  lightness  of  pencil  not  common 
among  the  German  artists. 

Pluddeman,  of  Colberg. 

T.  B.  Sonderland,  of  Dusseldorf.  Fain  and 
merrymakings. 

H.  Rustige.  The  same  subjects.  Both  are  good 
artists. 


d  by  Google 


LITERATURR,   AND   CHARACTER.  385 

.  H.  Kretzschmar,  of  Pomerania.  His  picture  of 
**  Little  Red  Eidinghood,"  (Rothkappchen,)  at  the 
Kunstverein,  at  Dusseldorf,  had  great  merit. 

Adolf  Schrotte.  Rustic  scenes  in  the  Dutch 
manner. 

LANDSCAPE. 

Dahl,  a  Norwegian  settled  at  Dresden,  esteemed 
one  of  the  best  landscape  painters  in  Germany. 
There  is  a  very  fine  searpiece  by  this  artist  in  the 
possession  of  the  Countess  von  Seebach  at  Dresden, 
^«rith,  however,  all  the  characteristic  peculiarities 
of  the  Grerman  school. 

T.  D.  Passavant,  of  Frankfort 

Friedrich,  of  Dresden,  one  of  the  most  poetical 
of  the  German  landscape  painters.  He  is  rather  a 
mannerist  in  color,  like  Turner,  but  in  the  oppo- 
site excess :  his  genius  revels  in  gloom,  as  that  of 
Turner  revels  in  light 

Professor  von  Dillis,  of  Munich. 

Max  Wagenbauer,  of  Munich.  He  is  called 
most  deservedly,  the  German  Paul  Potter. 

Jacob  Dorner,  of  Munich.  A  charming  painter ; 
perhaps  a  little  too  minute  in  his  finishing. 

Catel,  of  Dusseldorf.  Scenes  on  the  Mediten^a- 
nean.  This  painter  resides  chiefly  in  Italy;  but 
in  the  collection  of  M.  de  Klenze  I  saw  some 
admirable  specimens  of  his  works. 

Rothman,  of  Heidelberg.  I  saw  some  pictures 
and  sketches  by  this  young  painter,  full  of  genius 
and  feeling. 

Fries,  of  Munich*,  a  young  painter  of  great 
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promise.  He  put  an  end  to  his  own  life,  while  I 
was  at  Munich,  in  a  fit  of  delirium,  caused  by 
fever,  and  was  very  generally  lamented. 

Wilhehn  Schirmer,  of  Juliers,  an  exceedingly 
fine  landscape  painter. 

Andreas  Achenbach,  of  Dusseldorf :  he  has  also 
great  merit 


There  are  several  female  artists  in  Germany, 
of  more  or  less  celebrity.  The  Baroness  von 
Freyberg  (bom  Electrina  Stuntz)  holds  the  first 
rank  in  original  talent.  She  resides  near  Munich, 
but  no  longer  paints  professionally. 

The  Countess  Julie  von  Egloffstein  has  also  the 
rare  gift  of  original  and  creative  genius. 

Luise  Sidlar,  of  Weimar;  Madlle.  de  Winkel 
and  Madame  de  Loqueyssie,  of  Dresden,  are  distin- 
guished in  their  art    The  two  latter  are  exquisite 


In  architecture,  Leo  von  Klenze  and  Professcw 
Girtner,  of  Munich ;  and  Heideloff  of  Nuremberg, 
are  deservedly  celebrated  in  Germany. 

The  most  distinguished  sculptors  in  Germany 
are  Christian  Bauch,  and  Christian  Friedrich 
Tieck,  of  Berlin ;  Johan  Heiprich  von  Dannecker, 
of  Stuttgardt;  Schwanthaler,  Eberhardt,  Bandel, 
Kirchmayer,  Mayer,  all  of  Munich ;  Keitchel,  of 
Dresden ;  and  Imhoff,  of  Cologne.  Those  of  their 
works  which  I  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  have 
been  mentioned  in  the  course  of  these  sketches. 
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Who  that  has  exulted  over  the  heroic  reign  of 
our  gorgeous  Elizabeth,  or  wept  over  the  fate  of 
Mary  Stuart,  but  will  remember  the  name  of  the 
only  woman  whose  high  and  haughty  spirit  outfaced 
the  lion  port  of  one  queen,  and  whose  audacity 
trampled  over  the  sorrows  of  the  other — 

"Brow-beating  her  fair  form,  and  troubling  her  sweet 
pride  V" 

But  this  i^  anticipation.  If  it  be  so  laudable, 
according  to  the  excellent,  oft  quoted  advice  of 
the  giant  Moulineau,  to  begin  at  the  beginning,* 
what  must  it  be  to  improve  upon  the  precept? 
for  so,  in  relating  the  fallen  and  fading  glories  of 
Hardwicke,  do  I  intend  to  exceed  even  "  mon  ami 
le  Belier,**  in  historic  accuracy,  and  take  up  our 
tale  at  a  period  ere  Hardwicke  itself— the  Hard- 
wicke that  now  stands — ^had  a  beginning. 

•  "Bdier!  mon  ami!  commence  par  le  commencement?'' — 
Contes  de  Hamilton. 
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There  lived,  then,  in  the  days  of  queen  Bqss,  a 
woman  well  worthy  to  be  her  majesty's  namesake, 
— Elizabeth  Hardwicke,  more  commonly  called,  m 
her  own  country,  Bess  of  Har4wicke,  and  distin- 
guished in  the  page  of  history  as  the  old  Countess 
of  Shrewsbury.  She  resembled  Queen  Elizabedi 
in  all  her  best  and  worst  qualities,  and,  putting 
royalty  out  of  the  scale,  would  certainly  have  been 
more  than  a  match  for  that  sharp-witted  virago,  in 
subtlety  Of  intellect,  and  intrepidity  of  temper  and 
manner. 

She  was  the  only  daughter  of  John  Hardwicke, 
of  Hardwicke,*  and  being  early  left  an  orphan 
and  an  heiress,  was  married  ere  she  was  fourteen 
to  a  certain  Master  Bobert  Barley,  who  was  about 
her  own  age.  Death  dissolved  this  premature 
union  within  a  few  months,  but  her  husband's 
large  estates  had  been  settled  on  her  and  her 
heirs ;  and  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  dame  Elizabeth 
was  a  blooming  widow,  amply  dowered  with  fair 
and  fertile  lands,  and  free  to  bestow  her  hancj 
again  where  she  listed. 

Suitors  abounded,  of  course :  but  Elizabeth,  it 
should  seem,  was  hard  to  please.  She  was  beauti- 
ful, if  the  annals  of  her  family  say  true, — she  had 
wit,  and  spirit,  and,  above  all,  an  infinite  love  of 
independence.  After  taking  the  management  of 
her  property  into  her  own  hands,  she  for  som^ 
time  reigned  and  revelled  (with  all  decorum  be  It 

*A  manor  situated  on  the  borders  of  Derbyshire,  between 
Chesterfield  and  Mansfield. 
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understood)  in^what  might  be  truly  termed,  a  state 
of  single  blessedness ;  but  at  length,  tired  of  being 
lord  and  lady  too — "master  o'er  her  vassals,"  if 
not  exactly  "  queen  o'er  herself" — she  thought  fit, 
having  reached  the  discreet  age  of  four-and-twenty, 
to  bestow  her  hand  on  Sir  William  Cavendish. 
He  was  a  man  of  substance  and  power,  already 
enriched  by  vast  grants  of  abbey  lands  in  the  time 
of  Henry  VHI.,*  all  which,  by  the  marriage 
contract,  were  settled  on  the  lady.  After  this 
marriage,  they  passed  some  years  in  retirement, 
having  the  wisdom  to  keep  clear  of  the  political 
storms  and  factions  which  intervened  between  the 
death  of  Henry  VJII.  and  the  accession  of  Mary, 
and  yet  the  sense  to  profit  by  them.  While  Cav- 
endish, taking  advantage  of  those  troublous  times, 
went  on  adding  manor  after  manor  to  his  vast 
possessions,  dame  Elizabeth  was  busy  providing 
heirs  to  inherit  them ;  she  became  the  mother  of 
six  hopeful  children,  who  were  destined  eventually 
to  found  two  illustrious  dukedoms,  and  mingle 
blood  with  the  oldest  nobility  of  England — nay, 
with  royalty  itself.  "  Moreover,"  says  the  family 
chronicle,  "the  said  dame  Elizabeth  persuaded 
her  husband,  out  of  the  great  love  he  had  for  her, 
to  sell  his  estates  in  the  south  and  purchase  lands 
in  her  native  county  of  Derby,  wherewith  to  endow 
her  and  her  children,  and  at  her  farther  persuasion 

*  The  Cavendiahes  were  originally  of  Suffolk.  Whether  this 
William  Cavendish  was  the  same  who  was  gentleman  usher  and 
secretary  to  Cardinal  Wolsey,  is,  I  helieye,  a  disputed  point. 
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he  began  to  build  tbe  noble  seat  of  Cbatsworih, 
but  left  it  to  her  to  complete,  he  dying  about  th^ 
year  1559." 

Apparently  this  second  experiment  in  matri>- 
mony  pleased  the  lady  of  Hardwiefce  better  than 
the  first,  for  she  was  not  long  a  widow.  We  are 
not  in  this  case  informed  how  long — her  biographer 
having  discreetly  left  it  to  our  imagination ;  and 
the  Peerages,  though  not  in  general  famed  for  dis- 
cretion on  such  points,  have  in  this  case  affected 
the  same  delicate  uncertainty.  However  this  naa^ 
be,  she  gave  her  hand,  after  no  long  courtship,  to 
Sir  William  St.  Loo,  captain  of  Elizabeth's  guard, 
and  then  chief  butler  of  England — a  man  equally 
distinguished  for  his  fine  person  and  large  posses- 
sions, but  otherwise  not  superfluously  gifted  by 
nature.  So  well  did  the  lady  manage  him,  that 
with  equal  hardihood  and  rapacity,  she  contrived 
to  have  all  his  "  fair  lordships  in  Gloucesterdnre 
and  elsewhere  "  settled  on  herself  and  her  children, 
to  the  manifest  injury  of  St.  Loo's  own  brotheis, 
and  his  daughters  by  a  former  union :  and  he  dying 
not  long  after  without  any  issue  by  her,  she  made 
good  her  title  to  his  vast  estates,  added  tfaeni  to 
her  own,  and  they  became  the  inheritance  of  ihe 
Cavendishes. 

But  three  husbands,  six  children,  almost  bound- 
less opulence,  did  not  yet  satisfy  this  extraordinary 
woman — for  extraordinary  she  certainly  was,  not 
mpre  in  the  wit,  subtlety,  and  unflinching  steacE- 
ness  of  purpose  with  which  she  amassed  wealth 
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^lid  achieved  power,  but  in  the  manner  in  which 
she  used  both.  She  ruled  her  husband,  her  family, 
her  vassals,  despotically,  needing  little  aid,  suffei^ 
ing  no  interference,  asking  no  counsel.  She  man- 
aged her  immense  estates,  and  the  local  power  and 
political  weight  which  her  enormous  possessions 
naturally  threw  into  her  hands,  with  singular  ca- 
pBcity  and  decision.  She  farmed  the  lands ;  she 
collected  her  rents;  she  built;  she  planted;  she 
, bought  and  sold;  she  lent  out  money  on  usury; 
she  traded  in  timber,  coals,  lead :  in  short,  the  ob-^ 
ject  she  had  apparently  proposed  to  herself,  the 
a^randizement  of  her  children  by  all  and  any 
means,  she  pursued  with  a  wonderful  perseverance 
and  good  sense.  Power  so  consistently  wielded, 
purposes  so  indefatigably  followed  up,  and  means 
so  successfully  adapted  to  an  end,  are,  in  a  female, 
very  striking.  A  slight  sprinkling  of  the  softer 
qualities  of  her  sex,  a  little  more  elevation  of  prin- 
ciple, would  have  rendered  her  as  respectable  and 
admirable  as  she  was  extraordinary ;  but  there  was 
in  this  woman's  mind  the  same  "  fond  de  vulgarity  " 
which  we  see  in  the  character  of  Queen  Elizabeth, 
and  which  no  height  of  rank,  or  power,  or  estate, 
could  do  away  with.  In  this  respect  the  lady  of 
Hardwicke  was  much  inferior  to  that  splendid  crea- 
ture, Anne  Clifford,  Countess  of  Dorset,  Pembroke, 
and  Cumberland,  another  masculine  spirit  in  the 
female  form,  who  had  the  same  propensity  for 
building  castles  and  mansions,  the  same  passion  for 
power   and  independence,  but  with    more    true 
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generosity  and  magnanimity,  and  a^toueh  of  pocil^ 
and  genuine  nobility  about  her  which  the  oth&t 
wanted :  in  short,  it  was  all  the  difference  betweeii 
the  amazon  and  the  heroine.  It  is  curious  enough 
that  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  should  be  the  present 
representative  of  both  these  remarkable  women. 

But  to  return :  Bess  of  Hardwicke  was  now  ap- 
proaching her  fortieth  year ;  she  had  achieved  all 
but  nobility — ^the  one  thing  yet  wanting  to  crown 
her  swelling  fortunes.  About  the  year  1566  (I 
'cannot  find  the  exact  date)  she  was  sought  in  mar- 
riage by  George  Talbot,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
There  is  no  reason  to  doubt  what  is  asserted,  that 
she  had  captivated  the  earl  by  her  wit  and  her 
matronly  beauty.*  He  could  hardly  have  married 
her  from  motives  of  interest :  he  was  himself  tbd 
richest  and  greatest  subject  in  England;  a  fine 
chivalrous  character,  with  a  reputation  as  un- 
stained as  his  rank  was  splendid,  and  his  descent 
illustrious.  He  had  a  family  by  a  former  wiie, 
(Gertrude  Manners,)  to  inherit  his  titles,  and  ker 
estates  were  settled  on  her  children  by  Cavendish. 
It  should  seem,  therefore,  that  mutual  inclination 
alone  could  Uiave  made  the  match  advantageous  t» 
either  party ;  but  Bess  of  Hardwicke  was  still  Bess 
of  Hardwicke.  She  took  advantage  of  her  power 
over  her  husband  in  the  first  days  of  their  union. 
"  She  induced  Shrewsbury  by  entreaties  or  threata 
to  sacrifice,  in  a  measure,  the  fortune,  interest,  and 

•  Bishop  Eennet'B  memoiis  of  the  flunily  of  0s;vendi8h. 
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kappiness  of  himself  and  ^unily  to  the  aggrandize- 
ment of  her  and  her  family."  *  She  contrived  in 
^e  first  place  to  have  a  large  jointure  settled  on 
feerself;  and  she  arranged -a  double  union,  by 
which  the  wealth  and  interests  of  the  two  great 
families  should  be  amalgamated.  She  stipulated 
that  her  eldest  daughter,  Mary  Cavendish,  should 
marry  the  earl's  son,  Lord  Talbot ;  and  that  his 
youngest  daughter,  Grace  Talbot,  should  marry 
her  eldest  son,  Henry  Cavendish. 

The  French  have  a  proverb  worthy  of  their 
gallantry — "  Ce  que  femme  veut,  Dieu  veut : "  but 
even  in  the  feminine  gender  we  are  sometimes  re- 
minded of  another  proverb  equally  significant — 
"  Vhomme  propose  et  Dieu  dispose"  Now  was 
Bess  of  Hardwicke  queen  of  the  Peak ;  she  had 
built  her  erie  so  high,  it  seemed  to  dally  with  the 
winds  of  heaven ;  her  young  eaglets  were  worthy 
of  their  dam,  ready  plumed  to  fly  at  fortune  ;  she 
bad  placed  the  coronet  of  the  oldest  peerage  in 
England  on  her  own  brow,  she  had  secured  the 
reversion  of  it  to  her  daughter,  and  she  had  mar- 
ried a  man  whose  character  was  indeed  opposed  to 
her  own,  but  who,  from  his  chivalrous  and  confid- 
ing nature  was  calculated  to  make  her  happy,  by 
leaving  her  mistress  of  herself. 

In  1568  Mary  Stuart,  flying  into  England,  was 
placed  in  the  custody  of  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
«nd  remained  under  his  care  for  sixteen  years,  a 

*  Lodge's  lUustrations  of  British  History 
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long  period  of  restless  misery  to  the  unhappy  eajfl 
not  less  than  to  his  wretched  captive.  In  liiis 
dangerous  and  odious  charge  was  involve*d  the 
sacrifice  of  his  domestic  happiness,  his  peace  of 
mind,  his  health,  and  great  part  of  his  fortune. 
His  castle  was  converted  into  a  prison,  his  servants 
into  guards,  his  porter  into  a  turnkey,  his  wife  into 
a  spy,  and  himself  into  a  jailer,  to  gratify  the  ever- 
waking  jealousy  of  Queen  Elizabeth."  *  But  the 
earPs  greatest  misfortune  was  the  estrangement, 
and  at  length  enmity,  of  his  violent,  high-spirited 
wife.  She  beheld  the  unhappy  Mary  with  a  hatred 
for  which  there  was  little  excuse,,  but  many  in- 
telligible reasons :  she  saw  her,  not  as  a  captive 
committed  to  her  womanly  mercy,  but  as  an  in- 
truder on  her  rights.  Her  haughty  spirit  was  con- 
tinually irritated  by  the  presence  of  one  in  whom 
she  was  forced  to  acknowledge  a  superior,  even  in 
that  very  house  and  domain  where  she  herself  had 
been  used  to  reign  as  absolute  queen  and  mistress. 
The  enormous  expenses  which  this  charge  entailed 
on  her  household  were  distracting  to  her  avarice; 
and,  woree  than  all,  jealousy  of  the  youthful  charms 
and  winning  manners  (rf  the  Queen  of  Scots,  and 
of  the  constant  intercourse  between  her  and  h^ 
husband,  seem  at  length  to  have  driven  her  half 
frantic,  and  degraded  her,  with  all  her  wit,  and 
sense,  and  spirit,  into  the  despicable  treacherous 
tool  of  the  more  artful  and  despotic  Elizabeth,  who 

^  Scott's  Memoir  of  Sir  Balph  Sadler. 
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knew  how  to  turn  the  angry  and  jealous  passions 
of  the  countess  to  her  own  purposes. 

It  was  not,  however,  all  at  once  that  matters 
rose  to  such  a  height :  the  fire  smouldered  for  some 
time  ere  it  burst  forth.  There  is  a  letter  preserved 
an\ong  the  Shrewsbury  Correspondence*  which 
the  countess  addressed  to  her  husband  from  Chats- 
worth,  at  a  time  when  the  earl  was  keeping  guard 
over  Marj'  at  Sheffield  castle.  It  is  a  most  curious 
specimen  of  character.  It  treats  chiefly  of  house- 
hold matters,  of  the  price  and  goodness  of  malt 
and  hops,  iron  and  timber,  and  reproaches  him  for 
not  sending  her  money  which  was  due  to  her, 
adding,  **  I  see  out  of  sight  out  of  mind  with  you ;  ** 
she  sarcastically  inquires  "how  his  charge  and 
love  doth ; "  she  sends  him  "  some  letyss  (lettuces) 
for  that  he  loves  them,"  (this  common  salad  herb 
was  then  a  rare  delicacy;)  and  she  concludes 
aifcctionately,  "  God  send  my  juill  helthe."  The 
incipient  jealousy  betrayed  in  this  letter  soon  after 
brojce  forth  openly  with  a  degree  of  violence 
towards  her  husband,  and  malignity  towards  his 
prisoner,  which  can  hardly  be  believed.  There  is 
distinct  evidence  that  Shrewsbury  was  not  only  a 
trustworthy,  but  a  rigorous  jailer;  that  he  detested 
the  office  forced  upon  him ;  that  he  often  begged 
in  the  most  abject  terms  to  be  released  from  it; 
and  that,  harassed  on  every  side  by  the  torment- 
ing jealousy  of  his  wife,  the  unrelenting  severity 
and  mistrust  of  Elizabeth,  and  the  complaints  of 
♦Lodge's  "Dlustratlonfl." 
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Mary,  he  was  seized  with  several  fits  of  iUness,  ahd 
once  by  a  mental  attack,  or  "  phrenesie,**  as  C^6il 
terms  it,  brought  on  by  the  agitation  of  his  mind'; 
yet  the  idea  of  resigning  his  oflSice,  except  at  the 
pleasure  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  neVer  seems  to  have 
entered  his  imagination. 

On  one  occasion  Lady  Shrewsbury  went  so  far 
as  to  accuse  her  husband  openly  of  intriguing  with 
his  prisoner,  in  every  sense  of  the  word  ;  and  she 
at  the  same  time  abused  Mary  in  terms  which  John 
Knox  himself  could  not  have  exceeded.  Mary, 
deeply  incensed,  complained  of  this  outrage :  the 
earl  also  appealed  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the 
countess  and  her  daughter,  Lady  Talbot,  were 
obliged  to  declare  upon  oath,  that  this  accusation 
was  false,  scandalous,  and  malicious,  and  that  they 
were  not  the  authors  of  it.  This  curious  affidavit 
of  the  mother  and  daughter  is  preserved  in  the 
Record  Office. 

In  a  letter  to  Lord  Leicester,  Shrewsbury  calls 
his  wife  "his  wicked  and  malicious  wife,**  and: 
accuses  her  and  her  "imps,"  as  he  irreverently 
styles  the  whole  brood  of  Cavendishes,  of  conspir- 
ing to  sow  dissensions  between  him  and  his  eldest 
son.  These  disputes  being  carried  to  Elizabeth, 
she  set  herself  with  heartless  policy  to  foment 
them  in  every  possible  way.  She  deemed  that  her 
safety  consisted  in  employing  one  part  of  the  earl's 
family  as  spies  on  the  other.  In  some  signal  quar- 
rel about  the  property  round  Chatsworth,  she  com- 
manded the  earl  to  submit  to  his  wife's  pleasure : 
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^l^d  though  no  "  tame  snake  **  towards  his  imperi- 
ous lady,  as  St  Lo«)  and  Cavendish  had  been 
before  him,  he  bowed  at  once  to  the  mandate  of 
his  unfeeling  sovereign — such  was  the  despotism 
and  such  the  loyalty  of  those  days.  His  reply, 
however,  speaks  the  bitterness  of  his  heart.  "  Sith 
that  her  n^jesty  hath  set  down  this  hard  sentence 
against  me  to  my  perpetual  infamy  and  dishonour, 
that  I  should  be  ruled  and  ovjerrunne  by  my  wife, 
so  bad  and  wicked  a  woman  ;  yet  her  majesty  shall 
see  that  I  will  obey  her  majesty's  commandment, 
though  no  curse  or  plague  on  the  earth  could  be 
more  grievous  to  me."  *  *  "It  is  too  much," 
be  adds,  "  to  be  made  my  wife's  pensioner."  Poor 
Lord  Shrewsbury !     Can  one  help  pitying  him  ? 

Not  the  least  curious  part  of  this  family  history 
is  the  double  dealing  of  the  imperious  countess. 
While  employed  as  a  spy  on  Mary,  whom  she  de- 
tested, she,  from  the  natural  fearlessness  and  frank- 
ness of  her  temper,  not  unfrequently  betrayed 
Elizabeth,  whom  she  also  detested.  While  in 
attendance  on  Mary,  she  often  gratified  her  own 
satirical  humour,  and  amused  her  prisoner  by  giv- 
ing her  a  coarse  and  bitter  portraiture  of  Elizabeth, 
her  court,  her  favourites,  her  miserable  temper,  her 
vanity,  and  her  personal  defects.  Some  report  of 
these  conversations  soon  reached  the  queen,  (who 
is  very  significantly  drawn  in  one  of  her  portraits 
in  a  dress  embroidered  over  with  eyes  and  ears,) 
and  she  required  from  Mary  an  account  of  what- 
ever Lady  Shrewsbury  had  said  to  her  prejudice. 
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Mary,  hating  equally  the  rival  who  oppressed  h^ 
and  the  domestic  harpy  who  ^daily  persecuted  her, 
was  nothing  loath  to  indulge  her  feminine  spite 
against  the  two,  and  sent  Elizabeth  such  a  circum^ 
stantial  list  of  the  most  gross  and  hateful  imputa- 
tions, (all  the  time  politely  assuring  her  good  sister 
that  she  did  not  believe  a  word  of  them,)  that  die 
rage  and  mortification  of  the  queen  must  have  ex- 
ceeded all  bounds.*  She  kept  the  letter  secret; 
but  Lady  Shrewsbury  never  was  suffered  to  i^pear 
at  court  after  the  death  of  Mary  had  rendered  her 
services  superfluous. 

Through  all  these  scenes  the  Lady  of  Hardwicke 
still  pursued  her  settled /purpose.  Her  husband 
complained  that  he  was  <'  never  quiet  to  satisfy  her 
greedie  appetite  for  money  for  purchases  to  set  up 
her  children."  Her  ambition  was  equally  insatiate, 
and  generally  successful:  but  in  one  memorable 
instance  she  overshot  her  mark.  She  contrived 
(unknown  to  her  lord)  to  marry  her  favourite 
daughter,  Elizabeth  Cavendish,  to  Lord  Lennox, 
the  younger  brother  of  the  murdered  Damley,  and^ 
consequently  standing  in  the  same  degree  of  reli^ 
tionship  to  the  crown.  Queen  Elizat>eth  in  the 
extremity  of  her  rage  and  consternation,  ordered 
both  the  dowager  Lady  Lennox  and  Lady  Shrews- 
bury to  the  Tower,  where  the  latter  remained  for 
some  months ;  we  may  suppose,  to  the  great  relief' 

•  This  celebrated  letter  is  yet  preserved,  and  well  known  to 
historians  and  antiquarians.  It  is  sufficient  to  my  that  searae 
i^ny  part  of  it  would  bear  tranacribing. 
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of  her  husband.  He  used,  however,  all  his  interest 
to. excuse  her  delinquency,  and  at  length  procured 
her  liberation.  But  this  was  not  all.  Elizabeth 
Cavendish,  the  young  Lady  Lennox,  while  yet  in 
all  her  bridal  bloom,  died  in  the  arms  of  her 
mother,  who  appears  to  have  suffered  that  searing, 
lasting  grief  which  stem  hearts  sometimes  feel. 
The  only  issue  of  this  marriage  was  an  infant 
daughter,  that  unhappy  Arabella  Stuart,  who  was 
one  of  the  most  memorable  victims  of  jealous 
tyranny  which  our  history  has  recorded.  Her 
very  existence,  from  her  near  relationship  to  the 
throne,  was  a  crime  in  the  eyes  of  Elizabeth  and 
James  I,  There  is  no  evidence  that  Lady  Shrews- 
bmy  indulged  in  any  ambitious  schemes  for  this 
fa^vourite  granddaughter,  "  her  dear  jewel,  Arbell," 
as  she  terms  her ;  *  but  she  did  not  hesitate  to  en- 
tree her  claims  to  royal  blood  by  requiring  600^. 
a  year  fix)m  the  treasury  for  her  board  and  educa- 
tion as  became  the  queen's  kinswoman.  Elizabeth 
allowed  her  200Z.  a  year,  and  this  pittance  Lady 
Shrewsbury  accepted.  Her  rent-roll  was  at  this 
time  60,000/.  a  year,  equal  to  at  least  200,000/.  at 
the  present  day. 

The  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  died  in  1590,  at  enmity 
to  the  last  moment  with  his  wife  and  son  ;  and  the 
Lady  of  Hardwicke  having  survived  four  husbands, 
and  seeing  all  her  children  settled  and  prosperous, 
still  absolute  mistress  over  her  family,  resided  dur- 

*  See  two  of  her  letten  in  Sir  Henry  EUis's  Collection. 
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ing  the  last  seventeen  years  of  her  life  in  gr^t 
state  and  plenty  at  Hardwicke,  her  birthplaoe. 
Here  she  superintended  the  education  of  Arabella 
Stuart,  who,  as  she  grew  up  to  womanhood,  was 
kept  by  her  grandmother  in  a  state  of  seclusion, 
amounting  almost  to  imprisonment,  lest  the  jeal- 
ousy of  Eb'zabeth  should  rob  her  of  her  treasure.* 

Next  to  the  love  of  money  and  power,  the  chief 
passion  of  this  magnificent  old  beldam,  was  build- 
ing. It  is  a  family  tradition,  that  ^ome  prophet 
had  foretold  that  she  should  never  die  as  long  as 
she  was  building,  and  she  died  at  last,  in  1607,  dur- 
ing a  hard  frost,  when  her  labourers  were  obliged 
to  suspend  their  work.  She  built  Chatsworth,  OW- 
cotes,  and  Hardwicke;  and  Fuller  adds  in  his 
quaint  style  that  she  left  ^'two  sacred  (besides 
civil)  monuments  of  her  memory  ^  one  that  I  hope 
will  not  be  taken  away  (her  splendid  tomb,  ereeted 
by  herself,t)  and  one  that  I  am  sure  cannot  be 
taken  away,  ♦being  registered  in  the  court  of 
heaven,  viz :  her  stately  almshouses  for  twelre 
poor  people  at  Derby." 

Of  Chatsworth,  the  hereditary  palace  of  the 

*  See  some  letters  in  Ellis's  Collection,  yol.  ii.  series  1,  wbSdi 
show  with  what  constant  jealousy  Lady  Shrewsbury  and  her 
chaise  were  watched  by  the  court. 

t  In  All  Hallows,  in  Derby.  After  leaying  Hardwicke,  I  went,* 
of  course,  to  pay  my  respects  to  it.  It  is  a  Tast  and  gorgeosft 
shrine  of  many  coloured  marbles,  covered  with  painting,  gild^ 
ing,  emblaaonments,  and  inscriptions,  within  which  the  lady 
lies  at  full  length  in  a  g(dden  ruff,  and  a  most  sumptuous  &r. 
thingale. 
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'Did:e8  of  Devonshire,  all  its  luxurious  grandeur, 
all  its  treasures  of  art,  it  is  not  here  "  my  hint  to 
speak/*  It  has  been  entirely  rebuilt  since  the 
days  of  its  founder.  Oldcotes  was  once  a  magnifi- 
cent place.  There  is  a  tradition  at  Hardwicke 
tiiat  old  Bess,  being  provoked  by  a  splendid  man- 
sion which  the  Suttons  had  lately  erected  within 
view  of  her  windows,  declared  she  would  build  a 
finer  dwelling  for  the  owlets,  (hence  Owlcots  or 
Oldcotes.)  She  kept  her  word,  more  truly  per- 
haps than  she  intended,  for  Oldcotes  has  since  be- 
t!ome  literally  a  dwelling  for  the  owls ;  the  chief 
part  of  it  is  in  ruins,  and  the  rest  converted  into  a 
ijaffm-house.  Her  yoimger  daughter,  Frances  Cav- 
endish, married  Sir  Henry  Pierrepoint,  of  Holme- 
Pierrepoint,  and  one  of  the  granddaughters  mar- 
ried another  Pierrepoint — ^through  one  of  these 
marriages,  but  I  know  not  which,  Oldcotes  h^ 
descended  to  the  present  Earl  Manvers. 

The  mansion  of  Hardwicke  was  commenced 
about  the  year  1592,  and  finished  in  1597.  It 
stands  about  a  stone's  throw  from  the  old  house 
in  which  the  old  countess  was  bom,  and  which  she 
left  standing,  as  if,  says  her  biographer,  she  in- 
tended to  construct  her  bed  of  state  close  by  her 
cradle.  This  fine  old  ruin  remains,  gray,  shat- 
tered, and  open  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven,  almost 
overgrown  with  ivy,  and  threatening  to  tumble 
about  the  ears  of  the  bats  and  owls  which  are  its 
sole  inhabitants.  One  majestic  room  remains  en- 
tire. It  is  called  the  "  Gianf  s  Chamber,"  fi-om 
26 
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two  colossal  fiigwres  in  Roman  armour  whieh  ataad 
over  the  huge  chimney-piece.  This  romn  hm 
long  been  considered  by  £»rehiteote  as  a  p^^feofc 
specimen  of  grand  and  beautiful  proportion,  aa4 
has  been  copied  at  Chatswoiih  and  at  Blenheim.^ 
It  must  have  been  in  this  old  hall,  and  not  in 
the  present  edifice,  that  Mary  Stuart  resided  dnz^ 
ing  her  short  stay  at  Hardwieke.  I  am  sorry  to 
disturb  the  fanciful  or  sentimental  tourists  and 
sight-seers ;  but  so  it  is,  or  rather,  so  it  most  have 
been.  Yet  it  is  not  surprising  that  the  memory  of 
Mary  Stuart  should  now  form  the  principal  charm 
and  interest  of  Hsu^wicke,  and  that 'she  should  be 
in  a  manner  the  tutelary  genius  <^  the  place. 
Chatsworth  has  been  burned  and  relmilt  Tut- 
bury,  Sheffidd  oastle,  Wingfield,  Fotheringay,  and 
the  old  house  of  Hardwieke,  in  short,  every  place 
which  Mary  inhabited  daring  her  captivity,  all  lie 
in  ruins,  as  if  struck  with  a  doleful  curse.  But 
Hardwieke  Hall  exists  just  as  it  stood  in  the  reign 
of  Elizabeth.  The  present  Duke  of  Devonshire, 
with  excellent  taste  and  feeling,  ke^s  up  the  old 
costume  within  and  without  The  bed  and  furni- 
ture which  had  been  used  by  Mary,  the  cushions 
of  her  oratory,  the  tapestry  wrought  by  her  own 
hands,  have  been  removed  hither,  and  are  carefully 
preserved.  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  authen- 
ticity of  these  relics,  and  there  is  enough  surely  to 

*  Afl  the  measurements  are  interesting  from  tWfl  fcct,  I  took 
taxe  to  note  them  exactly,  as  follows :— length  56  ft.  6  inehM; 
breadth  ao  ft.  6  inches;  height  24  ft.  6  inches. 
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ednsecrate  the  whole  to  our  imagination.  More- 
jover,  we  have  but  to  go  to  the  window  and  see  the 
irery  spot,  the  very  walls  which  once  enclosed  her, 
the  very  casements  from  which  she  probably  gazed 
with  a  sigh  over  the  far  hills ;  and  indulge,  without 
one  intrusive  doubt,  in  all  the  romandc  and  fasci- 
nating, and  mysterious,  and  sorrowftil  associations, 
which  hang  round  the  memory  of  Mafy  Stuart. 

With  what  different  eyes  may  people  view  the 
same  things  I  "  We  receive  but  what  we  give," 
says  the  poet;  and  all  the  hght,  and  glory,  and 
beauty,  with  which  certain  objects  are  in  a  manner 
suffused  to  the  eye  of  fancy,  must  issue  from  our 
own  souls,  and  be  feflected  back  to  us,  else  'tis  all 


"  We  may  not  hope  from  outward  forms  to  win. 
The  passion  and  the  life,  whose  fountains  are  within  I  '* 

When  Gray,  the  poet,  visited  Hardwicke,  he  fell 
at  once  into  a  very  poet-like  rapture,  and  did  not 
stop  to  criticize  pictures,  and  question  authorities. 
He  says  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Dr.  Wharton,  "  of 
all  the  places  I  have  seen  in  my  return  from  you, 
Hardwicke  pleased  me  most.  One  would  think 
that  Mary  queen  of  Scotts  was  but  just  walked 
down  into  the  park  with  her  guard  for  half  an 
hour :  her  gallery,  her  room  of  audience,  her  ante- 
chamber, with  the  very  canopies,  chair  of  state, 
footstool,  lit  de  repos,  oratory,  carpets,  hangings, 
just  as  she  left  them,  a  little  tattered  indeed,  but 
the  more  venerable,"  &c.  &c. 
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Now  let  U8  hear  Horace  Walpole,  antiqasitMi, 
virtuoso,  dilettante,  filosofastro — ^but,  in  tmA,  lib 
poet.  He  is,  however,  in  general  so  good-natni^ed, 
so  amusing,  and  so  tasteful,  that  I  cannot  conceive 
what  put  him  into  such  a  Smelfungus  humor  wheia 
he  visited  Hardwicke,  with  a  Cavendish  too  at  his 
elbow  as  his  cicerone  I 

He  says,  "  the  duke  sent  Lord  John  with  me  to 
Hardwicke,  where  I  was  again  disappointed ;  but  I 
will  not  take  relations  from  others;  they  eithe* 
don't  see  for  themselves,  or  can't  see  for  me.  How 
I  had  been  promised  that  I  should  be  charmed 
with  Hardwicke,  and  told  that  the  Devonshireis 
ought  to  have  established  themselves  there  I  !NeV- 
er  was  I  less  charmed  in  my  life.  The  house  is  not 
gothic,  but  of  that  hetweenity  that  intervened  when 
Grothic  declined,  and  Palladian  was  creeping  in ; 
rather,  this  is  totally  naked  of  either.  It  has  vast 
chambers — ay,  vast,  such  as  the  nobility  of  that 
time  delighted  in,  and  did  not  know  how  to  fiimi^ 
The  great  apartment  is  exactly  what  it  was  whefi 
the  Queen  of  Scotts  was  kept  there.*  Her  coun- 
cil-chamber (the  council-chamber  of  a  poor  woman 
who  had  only  two  secretaries,  a  gentleman  usher, 
an  apothecary,  a  confessor,  and  three  maids)  is  sp 
outrageously  spacious  that  you  would  take  it  fxft 
King  David's,  who  thought,  contrary  to  all  modem 
experience,  that  in  the  multitude  of  counsellors 
there  is  wisdom.     At  the  upper  end  is  the  States, 

*  Horace  Walpole,  as  an  antiquarian,  should  haye  known  th»t 
Mary  was  never  kept  there. 
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■with  a  long  table,  covered  with  a  sumptaous  cloth, 
embroidered  and  embossed  with  gold — at  least 
what  was  gold ;  so  are  all  the  tables.  Round  the 
top  of  the  chamber  runs  a  monstrous  frieze,  ten  or 
twelve  feet  deep,  representing  a  stag-hunt  in  mis- 
erable plastered  relief.* 

"  The  next  is  her  dressing-room,  hung  with  patch- 
work on  black  velvet ;  then  her  state  bed-chamber. 
The  bed  has  been  rich  beyond  description,  and 
now  hangs  in  costly  golden  tatters ;  the  hangings, 
part  of- which  they  say  her  majesty  worked,  are 
composed  of  figures  as  large  as  life,  sewed  and 
embroidered  on  black  velvet,  white  satin,  &c.,  and 
represent  the  virtues  that  were  necessary  to  her, 
or  that  she  was  found  to  have — as  patience,  temr 
perance,f  &c.  The  fire-screens  are  particular; — 
pieces  of  yellow  velvet,  fringed  with  gold,  hung  on 
a  cross-bar  of  wood,  which  is  fixed  on  the  top  of  a 

*  It  had  formerly  been  richly  painted,  and  must  then  haye  had 
an  effect  superior  to  tapestry ;  the  colors  are  still  visible  here  and 
there. 

t  liary's  own  account  of  her  occupations  displays  the  natural 
elegance  of  her  mind.  '^  I  asked  her  grace,  since  .the  weather 
did  cut  off  all  ezercisfB  abroad,  how  she  passed  her  time  within? 
She  sayd  that  all  day  she  wrought  with  her  needle,  and  that  the 
diyersitie  of  the  colours  made  the  work  appear  less  tedious,  and 
that  she  continued  at  it  till  pain  made  her  to  give  o'er :  and  with 
that  laid  her  hand  on  her  left  side,  and  complayned  of- an  old 
grief  newly  increased  there.  Upon  this  occasion  she,  the  Scot- 
tish queen,  with  the  agreeable  and  lively  wit  natural  to  her, 
entered  into  a  pretty  disputable  comparison  between  carving, 
painting,  and  working  with  the  needle,  afilrming  painting,  ini 
her  opinion,  for  the  most  commendable  quality."— I^»«r  of 
Niehol&s  White  to  Cecil. 


d  by  Google 


diS 


406  HARDWTCKE. 

angle  stick  fkat  r»es  fhnn  the  fbot*  The  oiaify 
furniture  which  has  any  appearance  of  taste  n>r» 
the  table  and  cabinets,  which  are  of  oak,  riohijr 
carved."  i 

I  must  observe  en  pamarU,  that  I  wonder  Honwe 
not  go  mad  about  the  chaLrs,  which  are  eiiaetly 
in  the  Strawberry  Hill  taste,  only  infinitely  finei^ 
crimson  velvet,  with  backs  six  feet  high,  and  snnqfi- 
tuously  carved.) 

^*  There  is  a  private  chamber  within,  where  «fae 
lay :  her  arms  and  style  ov«r  the  door.  The  Ktmi 
hangs  over  all  the  doom.  The  gaUery  is  sixly  yamb 
in  length,  covered  with  bad  tapestry  and  wretched 
pictures  of  Mary  herself,  JSlizabel^  in  a  gown  of 
sea-monsters.  Lord  Damley,  James  the  Fifth  atid 
his  queen,  (curious,)  and  a  whole  histoty  of  kings 
of  England  not  worth  sixpence  a-piece."  f 

"  There  ia  a  fine  bank  <^  old  oaks  in  the  paik 
over  a  lake :  nothing  else  pleased  me  there." 

Nothing  else !  Monsieur  Traveller  V — certes,  this 
is  one  way  of  seeing  things  I  Yet,  perhaps,  if  I 
had  only  visited  Hardwicke  as  a  casual  object  of 
curiosity — had  merely  walked  over  the  place— I 

*  I  waa  as  rnuoh  delighted  by  tfaese  fringghr  flWHWttcwii  m 
Horace  himMlf  could  have  been;  th^  are  about  Mcreii  fwt  lii|#. 
The  yellow  yelyet  i nspended  from  the  bar  is  embossed  with  black 
velvet,  and  intermingled  with  embrddery  of  Taifous  colors  and 
gold— something  like  a  Penian  carpet— bat  most  i!wHng  aiiid 
gorgeotts  in  the  efleot.  I  believe  there  is  nothing  like  thtoi  ai^ 
where. 

t  Now  replaced  by  the  fkmUy  portraits  brongfat  from  Chats- 
irorth. 
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kad  left  it,  like  Gray,  with  some  vague  impression 
of  pleasure,  or  like  Walpole,  with  some  flippant 
Qiitiotsms,  according  to  the  mood  q£  the  moment ; 
or,  at  the  most,  I  had  quitted  it  as  we  generally 
leave  show-places,  with  some  confused  recollections 
of  state-rooms,  and  blue-rooms,  and  yellow-rooms, 
and  storied  tapestries,  and  niuneless,  or  mis-named 
pictures,  floating  through  the  muddled  brain ;  but 
it  was  far  otherwise :  I  was  ten  days  at  Hardwicke 
-^4en  delightftd  days — time  enough  to  get  it  by 
keart;  ay,  and  what  »  more,  ten  nights:  and  I 
aon  convinced  that  to  feel  aU  the  interest  of  such 
a  fdaee  one  should  sleep  in  it.  There  is  much,  too, 
in  first  impressions,  and  the  circumstances  under 
Hffhich  we  i^roached  Hardwicke  were  sufficiently 
atriking.  It  was  on  a  gusty,  dark  autumnal  even- 
ing ;  and  as  our  carriage  wound  slowly  up  the  hill, 
we  could  but  just  discern  an  isolated  building, 
standing  above  us  on  the  edge  c^  the  eminence,  a 
black  mass  against  the  d»*kening  sky.  No  light 
'was  to  be  seen,  and  when  we  drove  clattering  under 
itiae  old  gateway,  and  up  the  paved  court,  the  hol- 
low echoes  brc^e  a  mlence  which  was  almost  awfiil. 
Then  we  were  ushered  into  a  hall  so  spacious  and 
lofty  that  I  could  not  at  the  moment  discern  its 
bounds ;  but  I  had  ^mpses  of  huge  escutcheons, 
and  antlers  of  deer,  and  great  carved  human  arms 
projecting  from  the  walls,  intended  to  sustain  lamps 
OP  torches,  but  looking  as  if  they  were  stretched 
out  to  clutch  one.  Thence  up  a  stone  stsurcase. 
Fast,  and  grand,  and  gloomy — ^leading  we  knew  not 
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where,  and  hung  with  pictures  of  we  knew  -^mak- 
what — and  conducted  into  a  chamber  fitted  up  asia> 
dining-room,  in  which  the  remnants  of  antiepie 
grandeur,  the  rich  carved  oak  wainscoting,  the- 
tapestry  above  it,  the  embroidered  chairs,  the  oo* 
lossal  armorial  bearings  above  the  chinmey  and  the 
huge  recessed  windows,  formed  a  curious  contrast 
with  the  comfortable  modem  so^  and  easy  chaire, 
the  blazing  fire,  and  table  hospitably  spread  in  ex-^ 
pectation  of  our  arrival.  Then  I  was  seat  to  repose 
in  a  room  hung  with  rich  filled  tapestry.  On  one 
side  of  my  bed  I  had  king  David  dancing  beJove 
the  ark,  and  on  the  other,  the  judgment  of  Solo* 
mon.  The  executioner  in  the  latter  piece,  a  gridy 
giant,  seven  or  eight  feet  high,  seemed  to  me^  as 
the  arras  stirred  with  the  wind,  to  wave  his  sword, 
and  looked  as  if  he  were  going  to  eat  up  the  poor 
child,  which  he  flourished  by  one  leg ;  and  for  some 
time  I  lay  awake,  unable  to  take  my  eyes  from  the 
figure.  At  length*  fatigue  overcame  this  unpleasant 
fascination,  and  I  fell  asleep. 

The  next  morning  I  began  to  ramble  about,  and 
so  day  after  day,  till  every  stately  chamber,  every 
haunted  nook,  every  secret  door,  curtained  with 
heavy  arras,  and  every  winding  stair,  becam& 
familiar  to  me.  What  a  passion  our  ancestors 
must  have  had  for  space  and  light  I  and  what  an 
ignorance  of  comfort  I  Here  are  no  ottomans  of 
eider  down,  no  spring  cushions,  no  "  boudoirt 
etroits,  o\i  Ton  ne  boude  point,"  no  "demijour 
de  rendezvous;"   but  what  vast  chambers!  what.' 
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ifitorniiBable  galleries  I  what  huge  windows  pour- 
ing) in  floods  of  sunshine!  what  great  carved 
oakhchests,  such  as  lachimo  hid  himself  in  !  now 
s^ufied  full  of  rich  tattered  hangings,  tarnished 
gold  fringes,  and  remnants  of  embroidered  quilts  1 
what  acres — not  yards — of  tapestries,  once  of  "sky- 
thuetnred  woof,"  now  faded  and  moth-eaten !  what 
massy  chairs  and  hnmovable  tables !  what  heaps  of 
portraits,  the  men  looking  so  grim  and  magnificent, 
aaetd  the  women  so  formal  and  faded!  Before  I 
lel^  the  place  I  had  them  all  by  heart ;  there  was 
not  <me  among  them  who  would  not  have  bowed  or 
curled  to  me  out  of  their  fiwnes. 

.  But  there  were  three  rooms  in  which  I  especially 
dddghted,  and  passed  most  of  my  time.  The  first 
vi[$B  the  council-chamber  described  by  Walpole :  it 
is  sixty-five  feet  in  length,  by  thirty-three  in  width, 
and  twenty-six  feet  high.  Rich  tapestry,  repre- 
senting the  story  of  Ulysses,  runs  round  the  room 
to  the  height  of  fifteen  or  sixteen  feet,  and  above 
it  the  stag-hunt  in  ugly  relief  On  one  side  of  this 
room  there  is  a  spacious  recess,  at  least  eighteen  or 
twenty  feet  square ;  and  across  this,  from  side  to 
side,  to  divide  it  from  the  body  of  the  room,  was 
suspended  a  magnificent  piece  of  tapestry,  (real 
GobeHn's,)  of  the  time  of  Louis  Quatorze,  still  fresh 
and  even  vivid  in  tint,  which  from  its  weight  hung 
in  immense  wavy  folds ;  above  it  we  could  just  dis- 
cern the  canopy  of  a  lofty  state-bed,  with  nodding 
ostrich  plumes,  which  had  been  placed  there  out  of 
the  way.    The  efiect  of  the  whole,  as  I  have  seen 
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it,  when  the  red  western  light  streamed  ^o«f^ 
the  enormous  windows,  was,  in  its  shadowy-  beantor 
and  depth  of  color,  that  o£  a  realized  *'  Kembrandt:'^ 
— if,  indeed,  even  Eembrandt  ever  painted  ab^ 
thing  at  once  so  elegant,  so  fancifiil,  so  goigeous, 
and  so  gloomy. 

From  this  chamber,  by  a  folding-door,  beautiAiUjp 
inlaid  with  ebony,  but  <^nii^  with  a  common 
latch,  we  pass  into  the  library,  as  it  is  called*  Here 
the  Duke  o£  Devonshire  generally  sits  when  he 
visits  Hardwicke,  periiaps  oa  account  of  the  glonbus 
prospect  from  the  windows.  It  contains  a  graad 
piano,  a  sofa,  and  a  range  of  book-ihelyes,  on  wSuch 
I  found  some  curious  oM  books.  Here  I  uaed  ;to 
sit  and  read  the  Tokuninous  works  of  iha^  daar^ 
haJf-mad,  absurd,  but  clever  and  good-<naitiflt^ 
Duchess  of  Newcastle,*  and  jawn  and  laugh  altef>* 
nately;  or  pore  over  GuilHm  on  Heraldry  ;-^fit 
studies  for  the  place  I 

In  this  room  are  some  good  pictures,  partiealarly 
the  portrait  of  Lady  Anne  Boyle^'  daughter  of  thft 
first  Earl  of  Buriington,  the  Lady  Sandwich  of 
Charles  the  Second's  time.  This  is,  without  exc^x 
tion,  the  finest  specimen  of  Sir  Peter  Lely  I  evtr 
saw — so  unlike  the  usual  style  of  his  hal^dresnd^ 
leering  women — so  foil  of  peraive  grace  aad  ifan- 
plicity — ^the  hands  and  arms  so  exqnintely  drvwoy 
and  the  coloring  so  rich  and  so  tender,  thati  w«a 
at  once  surprised  and  enchanted.    There  is  abo  a 

*  Bfaigwet  Ofttendidi,  wilb  of  the  flxst  Doto  of  N«^i«Mllt. 
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reiflarrkablj  fine  picture  of  a  youth  with  a  monkey 
on  fets  shoulder,  said  to  be  Jeffrey  Hudson,  (Queen 
Henriettei's  celebrated  dwarf,)  and  painted  by  Van* 
dyke.    I  doubt  both. 

.  Orer  the  chimney  of  this  room  l^ere  is  a  piece 
of  sculptured  bass-relief,  in  Derbyshire  marble, 
repredenting  Mount  Parnassus,  with  Apollo  and 
the  Mitses ;  in  one  comer  the  arms  of  Queen  Eliza* 
beth;  and  in  the  other  her  cypher,  £.  R.,  and  the 
tofai  orown.  I  could  neither  learn  the  meaning 
of  ishls  not  the  name  (^  the  artist  Could  it  have 
been  a  ^ft  frcnn  Queen  Elizabeth  ?  There  is  (I 
think  in  the  next  room)  another  piece  of  sculpture 
^presenting  the  Marriage  of  Tobias;  and  I  re- 
mfimber  a  third,  representing  a  group  of  Charity. 
Tb»  workmanship  of  all  these  is  surprisingly  good 
^  the  time,  and  some  of  the  figures  very  graceful 
I  am  surprised  that  they  escaped  the  notice  of 
Horace  Walpole,  in  his  remarics  on  the  decorations 
of  Hardwicke.*  Richard  Stephens,  a  Flemish 
sculptor  and  piunter,  and  Yalerio  Yicentino,  an 
Italian  carver  in  precious  stones,  were  both  em- 
ployed by  the  munificent  Cavendishes  of  that  time ; 
and  these  pieces  of  sculpture  were  probably  the 
woi^  of  one  of  these  artists. 

When  tired  of  turning  over  the  old  books,  a  door 
coBeealed  behind  the  arras  admitted  me  at  once 
mto  the  great  gallery — ^my  favorite  haunt  and  dsuly 
promenade.  It  is  near  one  hundred  and  eighty 
feet  in  length,  lighted  along  one  side  by  a  range  of 

*  AneedotdB  of  Painting.    Reigns  of  Elisabeth  and  Jaxnet  T 
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stupendous  windows,  which  project  outwardk'ftoA 
so  many  angular  recesses.  In  the  centre  pier'fe'  ft 
throne^  or  couch  of  state,  on  a  raised  platform, 
under  a  canopy  of  crimson  and  gold,  surmounted 
by  plumes  of  ostrich  feathers.  Hie  waUs  are  partly 
tapestried,  and  covered  with  some  hundreds  of 
family  pictures ;  none  indeed  of  any  superiatire 
merit — ^none  that  emulate  within  a  thousand 
degrees  the  matchless  Vandykes  and  glorious  Tf- 
tians  of  Devonshire  House ;  but  among  many  that 
are  positively  bad,  and  more  that  are  lamentably 
mediocre  as  works  of  art,  there  are  several  of  great 
interest  At  each  end  of  this  gallery  is  a  door, 
and,  according  to  the  tradition  of  the  place,  every 
night,  at  the  witching  hour  of  twelve.  Queen  EHza^ 
beth  enters  at  one  door,  and  Mary  of  Scotland  at 
the  other;  they  advance  to  the  centre,  curtsy 
profoundly,  then  sit  down  together  under  the 
canopy  and  convei-se  amicably, — ^till  the  crowing 
of  the  cock  breaks  up  the  conference,  and  sends 
the  two  majesties  back  to  their  respective  hiding- 
places. 

Somebody  who  was  asked  if  he  had  ever  seen  a 
ghost  ?  replied,  gravely,  "  No ;  but  I  was  once  very 
near  seeing  one !  **  In  the  same  manner  I  was  once 
very  near  being  a  witness  to  one  of  these  ghoMly  * 
confabs. 

Late  one  evening,  having  left  my  sketch-book  in 
the  gallery,  I  went  to  seek  it  I  made  my  way  up 
the  great  stone  staircase  with  considerable  intrepid- 
ity, passed  through  one  end  of  the  council-chamber 
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;p^ut  casting  a  glance  through  the  palpable  ob-. 
qicipre^  the  feeble  ray  of  my  wax-light  just  spreading 
abo^t  a  yard  around  me,  and  lifting  aside  the 
^pestry  door,  stepped  into  the  gallery.  Just  as  the 
he^^vy  arras  fell  behind  me,  with  a  dull  echoing 
sound,,  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  came  rushing  by,  and 
extinguished  my  taper.  Angels  and  ministers  of 
grace  defend  us  I — ^not  that  I  felt  afraid — O  no ! 
b^just  a  little  what  the  Scotch  call  "eerie."  A 
t)^U,  not  altogether  unf^easant,  came  over  me: 
the  visionary  turn  of  mind  which  once  united  me 
in  fancy  "  with  the  world  unseen,"  had  long  been 
sobeied  and  reasoned  away.  I  heard  no  "  viewless 
paces  of  the  dead,"  nor  "  airy  skirts  unseen  that 
rustled  by;"  but  what  I  did  see  and  hear  was 
eoiough*  The  wind  whispering  and  moaning  along 
the  tapestried  walls,  and  every  now  and  then  rat- 
tling twenty  or  thirty  windows  at  once,  with  such  a 
crash ! — and  the  pictures  around  just  sufficiently 
perceptible  in  the  faint  light  to  make  me  f;|ncy 
them  staring  at  me.  Then  immediately  behind  me 
was  the  very  recess,  or  rather  abyss,  where  Queen 
Elizabeth  was  at  that  moment  settling  her  farthin- 
gale, to  sally  out  upon  me ;  and  before  me,  but  lost 
in.  blackest  gloom,  the  spectral  door,  where  Mary — 
not  that  I  should  have  minded  encountering  poor 
Mary,  provided  always  that  she  had  worn  her  own 
beautiful  head  where  heaven  placed  it,  and  not 
carried  it,  as  Bertrand  de  Bom  carried  his  "  a  guisa 
di  lantema."  *  As  to  what  followed,  it  is  a  secret 
*  Dante.    Inferno,  Canto  28. 
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Suffice  it  that  I  found  myBelf  safe  by  the  firesidfi  li 
my  bedroom,  without  any  very  distinct  reoolIe<a4ftOB 
of  how  I  got  there. 

Of  all  the  scenes  in  which  to  moralize  and  medS- 
tate,  a  picture  gsJlery  is  to  me  the  most  impreesiTiBL 
With  tiie  most  intense  feeling  of  the  beauty  of 
painting,  I  cannot  help  thinking  with  Dr..  Johnson, 
that  as  far  as  regards  portraits,«theirehief  excellence 
and  value  con^st  in  the  likeness  and  the  antibetttio* 
ity,*  and  not  in  the  merit  of  the  execution.  When' 
we  can  associate  a  story  or  a  sentiment  wi&^  every 
face  and  form,  they  almost  live  to  us — ^they  do 
in  a  manner  speak  to  us.  There  is  i^eculition 
in  those  fixed  eyes — ^there  is  eloquence  in  ihoae 
mute  Jips — and,  O  I  what  tales  they  teH !  One 
of  the  first  pictures  which  caught  my  atte&tioa 
as  I  entered  the  gallery  was  -a  small  head  of  Ara* 
bella  Stuart,  when  an  infant  The  painting  is 
poor  enough:  it  is  a  little  round  rosy  face  in  a 
child's  cap,  and  she  holds  an  embroidered  doll  in 
her  hand.  Who  could  look  on  this  picture,  and 
not  glance  forward  through  succeeding  years,  and 
see  the  pretty  joyful  in£emt  transformed  into  the 
impassioned  woman,  writing  to  her  husband — ^  Is 
sickness,  and  in  despair,  wheresoever  thou  art,  or 
howsoever  I  be,  it  sufiiceth  me  always  that  thou  aul 
mine  !  **    Arabella  Stuart  was  not  clever ;  but  not 


*  Life  of  Johnson,  toI.  ii.  p.  144.  Bofwell  uked,  '^  Ar»  jon 
of  that  opinion  m  to  the  portraits  of  ancestors  one  has  nerer 
seen?  "  Johnson.  "  It  then  becomes  of  still  more  consequence 
ihat  they  should  be  like." 
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fieioise,  nor  Coriime,  nor  Madle.  De  Ffigpinasse 
ever  penned  such  a  dear  Htde  moreel  of  touching 
eloquence — so  full  (^  all  a  woman's  tenderness  I 
Her  stem  grandmother,  the  lady  and  foundress  of 
Hacrdivioke,  hangs  near.  There  are  three  pictures 
di  her :  all  the  faces  have  an  expression  of  sense 
and  acuteness,  but  none  of  ^em  the  beauty  which 
is  attributed  to  h«r.  There  are  also  two  of  her 
husbjmds,  Cavendish  and  Shrewsbury.  The  former 
a  grave,  intelligent  head ;  the  latter  very  striking 
from  the  lofty  farrowed  brow,  the  ample  beard,  and 
regular  but  careworn  features.  A  little  farther  on 
we  find  his  son  Gilbert,  seventh  earl  of  Shrews- 
\»iryi  and  Mary  Cavendish,  wife  of  the  latter  and 
daughter  of  Bess  of  Hardwicke.  She  resembled 
her  mother  in  features  as  in  character.  The  ex- 
pression is  determined,  intelligent,  and  rather  cun- 
ning. Of  her  hai^hty  and  almost  fierce  temper,  a 
eurious  instance  is  recorded.  She  had  quarrelled 
with  her  neighbors,  the  Stanhopes,  and  not  being 
able  to  defy  them  with  sword  and  buckler,  she  sent 
cite  of  her  gentlemen,  properly  attended,  with  a 
message  to  Sir  Thomas  Stanhope,  to  be  delivered 
in  presence  of  witnesses,  in  these  words — "My 
lady  hadi  commanded  me  to  say  thus  much  to  you : 
that  though  you  be  more  wretched,  vile,  and  miser- 
aWe  than  any  creature  living,  and  for  your  wicked- 
ness becoHke  more  ugly  in  shape  than  the  vilest 
toad  in  the  world ;  and  one  to  whcon  none  of  any 
reputation  would  vouchsafe^  to  send  any  message ; 
yet  she  bath  thought  good  to  send  thus  much  to 
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you,  that  she  be  contented  you  should  live,  (asd 
doth  noways  wish  your  death,)  but  to  this  end: 
that  aU  the  pistes  and  miseries  that  may  befafl 
any  man,  may  light  on  such  a  caitiff  as  you  are,** 
&c. ;  (and  then  a  few  anathemas,  yet  more  eneiv 
getic,  not  fit  to  be  transcribed  by  "  pen  polite,"  but 
ending  with  hell-Jire.)  "  With  many  other  t^ 
probrious  and  hateful  words  which  could  not  be 
remembered,  because  the  bearer  would  deliyer  it 
but  once,  as  he  said  he  was  commanded ;  but  said, 
if  he  had  failed  in  any  thing,  it  was  in  speaking  it 
more  mildly,  and  not  in  tenns  of  such  disdain  as 
he  was  comnumded/'  -We  are  not  told  whetbea* 
the  gallantry  of  Stanh(^  suffered  him  to  throw 
the  herald  out  of  the  window,  who  brought  hiiii 
this  gentle  missiye.  As  for  the  termagant  countes^ 
his  adversary,  she  was  afterwards  imprisoned  in  the 
Tower  for  upwards  of  two  years,  on  account  of 
Lady  Arabella  Stnarf  s  stolen  match  with  Lord 
Seymour.  She  ought  assuredly  to  have  "  l»ou^t 
forth  men-children  only;"  but  she  left  no  aoo^ 
Her  three  daughters  married  the  earls  of  Pembroke^ 
of  Arundel,  and  of  Kent 

The  portraits  of  James  Y.  of  Scotland  and  his 
Queen,  Mary  of  Guise,  are  extremely  curious. 
There  is  something  ideal  and  elegant  about  the 
head  of  James  Y. — the  look  we  might  expect  to 
find^  in  a  man  who  died  from  wounded  feeling. 
His  more  unhappy  daughter,  poor  Mary,  hang« 
near — a  full  length  in  a  mourning  habit,  with  ^ 
white  cap,  (of  her  own  peculiar  fashion,)  and  a 
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reil  of  white  gauze.  This,  I  beKeve^  is  the  cele- 
biaited  picture  sa  often  copied  and  engraved.  It 
iff  dated  1578,  the  thirty-axth  of  her  age,  and  the 
tKith  g£  her  captivity.  The  figure  is  elegant,  and 
tbe  fece  pensive  and  sweet.*  Beside  her,  in  strong 
contrast,  hangs  Elizabeth,  in  a  most  preposterous 
farthingale,  and  a  superabundance  of  all  her  usual 
p  absurdities  and  enormities  of  dress.  The  petticoat 
is  wnbroidered  over  with  snakes,  crocodiles,  and 
all  manner  of  creeping  things.  We  feel  almost 
inclined  to  ask  whether  the  artist  could  possibly 
have  intended  them  as  emblems,  like  the  eyes  and 
ears  in-  her  picture  at  Hatfield ;  but  it  may  have 
been  oiie  of  the  three  thousand  gowns,  in  which 
Spenser^  Gloriana,  Raleigh's  Venus,  loved  to  array 
her  <^  wrinkled,  crooked  carcase.  Katherine  of 
Arra^on  is  here — a  small  head  in  a  hood :  the  face 
aot  only  harsh,  as  in  all  her  pictures,  but  vulgar,  a 
characteristic  I  nev^r  saw  in  any  other.  There  is 
that  peculiar  expreswon  round  the  mouth,  which 
might  be  called  either  decision  or  obstinacy.  And 
here  too  is  the  famous  Lucy  Harrington,  Countess 
of  Bedford,  the  friend  and  patroness  of  Ben  Jonson, 
looking  sentimental  in  a  widow's  dress,  with  a  white 

*Th&i  piotnxe  and  tbe  next  are  said  to  be  by  Richard  Sterens, 
of  whom  there  is  some  account  in  Walpole,  (Anecdotes  of  Paint- 
ing.) Mary  also  sat  to  Hilliard  and  to  Zucchero.  The  lovely 
plctnre  by  Zucchero  is  at  Chiswick.  There  is  another  small 
head  cf  her-at  Haidwicke,  said  to  have  been  painted  in  France, 
in  a  cap  and  feather.  The  turn  of  the  head  is  airy  and  graceful. 
As  to  the  features,  they  have  been  so  marred  by  some  soi-disant 
restorer,  it  is  difficult  tx>  say  what  they  may  have  been  originally. 
27 
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pocket  hmidkerehief.  There  is  character  ea^ri^h 
in  the  countenance  to  make  us  turn  with  pleasHve 
to  Ben  Jonson's  exquisite  eulogium  on  her. 

"  I  meant  she  should  be  courteous,  facile,  sweet, 

Hating  that  solemn  vice  of  greatness,  pride :  ^ 

I  meant  each  softest  virtue  there  should  meet,  ^ 

Fit  in  that  softer  bosom  to  reside. 
Only  a  learned  and  a  manly  soul 

I  purposed  her;  that  should  with  even  powers 
The  rock,  the  spindle,  and  the  sheers  controul 

Of  destiny,  and  spin  her  own  free  hours ! " 

Farther  on  is  another  more  celetokted  womam 
OhristiaBr  Bruce,  the  second  Countess  of  Devoftt 
shire,  so  distinguished  in  the  reigns  of  Charles  X 
and  Charles  11.  She  had  all  the  good  qualiti^'of 
Bess  of  Hardwicke :  her  sense,  h^  firmnesst  her 
talents  for  buaness,  her  magnificent  and  indor 
pendent  spirit,  and  none  of  her  faults.  She  was 
as  feminine  as  she  was  generotts  and  high-minded  f 
^d  of  literature,  and  a  patroness  of  poets  and 
learned  men: — altogether  a  noble  creature.  She 
was  the  UMDther  of  that  lovely  Lady  Rich,  ^' the 
wise,  the  fair,  the  virtuous,  and  the  young,*** 
whose  picture  by  Vandyke  is  at  Devonshire-house, 
and  there  are  two  pictures  at  Hardwicke  of  her 
handsome,  gallant,  and  accomplished  son,  Charies 
Cavendish,  who  was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Gain^ 
borough.  Many  fair  eyes  almost  wept  themselveq 
blind  for  his  loss,  and  his  mother  never  recovered 
the  "  sore  heart-break  of  his  death.'* 
*  Waller's  Unes  on  Lady  BSch. 
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'  -Tbex^  are  several  pictures  of  her  grandson,  the 
first  Duke  of  Devonshire — ^the  patriot,  the  states- 
man,  the  munificent  patron  of  letters,  the  poet,  the 
man  of  gallantry,  and,  to  crown  all,  the  handsomest 
man  of  his  day.  He  was  one  of  the  leaders  in  the 
revolution  of  1688 — for  be  it  remembered  that  the 
Cavendishes,  &om  generation  to  generation,  have 
ennobled  their  nobility  by  their  love  of  liberty,  as 
well  as  their  love  of  literature  and  the  arts.  One 
picture  of  this  duke  on  horseback,  en  grand  costume 
h  la  Louis  Quatorze,  is  so  embroidered  and  be- 
nvigged,  so  plumed,  and  boote<^  and  spurred,  that 
ht  is  scarcely  to  be  discerned  through  his  accoutre- 
ments. A  cavalier  of  those  days  in  full  dress  must 
have  been  a  ponderous  concern;  but  then  the 
la^es  were  as  formidably  vast  and  aspiring.  The 
petticoats  at  this  time  were  so  discursive,  and  the 
head-dresses  so  ambitious,  that  I  think  it  must  have 
been  to  save  in  canvas  what  they  expended  in 
satin  or  brocade,  that  so  many  of  the  pretty  women 
of  diat  day  were  painted  en  bergere. 

Apropos  to  the  first  Duke  of  Devonshire :  I  can- 
not help  remarking  the  resemblance  of  the  present 
duke  to  his  illustrious  ancestor,  as  well  as  to  several 
;»ther  portraits,  and  particularly  to  a  very  distant 
relative — the  first  Countess  of  Burlington,  who 
was,  I  believe,  the  great-grandmother  of  his  grace's 
grandmother ; — ^in  both  these  instances  the  hkeness 
is  BO  striking  as  to  be  recognized  at  once,  and  not 
without  a  smiling  exclamation  of  surprise,  it 

Another  interesting  picture  is  that  of  Bachael 
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Eussell,  the  second  Duekess  of  Devonshire,  da^;htei) 
of  that  hercHne  and  saint^Lady  Bussell:  the  ^^oe 
is  Yery  beautiful,  and  the  air  elegant  and  high-bced 
— ^with  rather  a  pouting  expressbn  in  the  ftdl  red 
lips. 

Here  is  alfio  the  third  ducheas,  Miss  Hoskins,  a 
great  city  heiress.  The  pajaterr  I  suapeet^  had 
flattered  her,  for  she  had  not  in  her  day  the  repu- 
tation of  beauty.  When  I  looked  at  this  iMctui% 
so  full  of  delicate,  watd  youitMul,  and  snuling  Icme- 
liness,  I  couM  not  help  recurring  to  a  paasager  m 
Horace  Walpole^s^ttera,  i&  which  he  allodea  to 
this  sylph-hke  beings  aa  the  "  ancient  grace,"  and 
congraitulates  himseif  on  finding  her  in  good-humee. 

But  of  aH  the  iemale  portraits,,  the  one.  whii^ 
struck  n:te  most  was  that  of  Lady  Chairlotte  Boyl% 
the  young  Marchioness  of  Hartington,  in  a  mas- 
querade habit  of  purple  satin^  embroidered  with 
silver;  a  ^oiciful  littie  cap  and  feathers,  thiown 
on  one  side,  and  the  dark  haur  escaping  in  luxu- 
riant tresses ;  she  holds  a  mask  in  her  hand,  which 
she  has  just  taken  ofi*,  and  looks  roand  upoo  us 
in  all  the  consciousness  of  happy  and  h%b-bom 
loveliness.  She  was  the  daughter  and  heiress  of 
Richard  Boyle,  the  last  Earl  of  Burhi^ton  a&4 
Cork,  and  Baroness  Cliflford  in  her  own  ri^^^ 
The  merits  of  the  Cavendishes  were  their  own,  bat 
their  riches  and  power,  in  several  instances,  were 
brought  into  the  family  by  a  softer  influene^ 
Tlirougk  her,  I  believe,  the  vast  estates  of  the 
Boyles  and  Cliflfords  in  Ireland  and  the  north  of 
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England,  incltidiiig  Chiswick  and  Boiton  Abbey, 
have  descended  to  her  grandson,  the  present  duke.* 
There  are  several  pictures  of  her  here — one  play- 
ing on  the  harpsichord,  and  another,  small  and 
very  elegant,  in  which  she  is  mounted  on  a  spirited 
horse,  ^here  are  two  heads  of  her  in  crayons,  by 
her  mother,  Lady  Bujrlington,t  fll-executed,  but 
said  to  be  like  her.  And  another  picture,  repre- 
senting her  and  her  beautiful  but  ill-fated  sister. 
Lady  Dorothy,  who  was  married  very  young  to 
Lord  Euston,  and  died  six  months  afterwards,  in 
oonseqnenee  of  the  brutal  treatment  of  her  hus- 
band.J  All  the  pictures  of  Lady  Hartington  have 
the  same  marked  character  of  pride,  intellect, 
vivacity,  and  loveliness.  But  short  was  her  gay 
and  splendid  career !    She  died  of  a  decline  in  the 

•WilHam,  sixth  Duke  of  Bevonflhiro. 

t  ^^Lady  Dorothy  Savile,  daughter  of  the  Marquis  of  Hali&x: 
she  had  no  less  attachment  to  the  arts  than  her  husband;  she 
drew  in  crayons,  and  succeeded  admirably  in  likenesses,  but 
working  with  too  much  rapidity,  did  not  do  justice  to  hfer 
fiBiiias;  she  had  ao.  uncommon  talent  too  for  caricature." — 
Anecdotes  of  Painting* 

X  He  was  a  monster ;  and  no  wife  of  the  coarsest  plebeian  profli- 
gate could  have  suffered  more  than  did  this  lovely,  amiable  being, 
of  the  highest  blood  and  greatest  fortune  in  England.  '•'■  She 
WM,"  says  the  affecting  inscription'  on  her  picture  at  Chiswick, 
*<  the  comfort  and  joy  of  her  i>arents,  the  delist  of  all  who  knew 
her  angelic  temper,  and  the  admiration  of  all  who  saw  her  beauty. 
I%e  wifl  married  October  10, 1741,  and  dellrered  by  death  from 
mlaery,  May  2, 1742.» 

But  how  did  it  happen  that  from  a  condition  like  this,  there 
was  no  release  but  by  death  ? — See  Horace  Walpole's  Correspond- 
ence to  Sir  Hoiaoe  Mann,  rol.  i.  p.  828. 
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sixth  year  of  her  marriage,  at  the  age  of  fotir^rid- 
twenty.  •*  •' 

Here  is  also  her  father,  Lord  Burlington,  cele- 
brated by  Pope,  (who  has  dedicated  to  him  the 
second  of  his  epistles  "  on  the  use  of  riches,*^  and 
styled  by  Walpole,  "the  Apollo  of  t%  Arts,** 
which  he  not  only  patronized,  but  studied  and 
cultivated;  his  enthusiasm  for  architecture  was 
such,  that  he  not  only  designed  and  executed 
buildings  for  himself,  (the  villa  at  Chiswick,  for 
example,)  but  contributed  great  sums  to  pubBc 
works ;  and  at  his  own  expense  published  an  edi- 
tion of  the  designs  of  Palladio  and  of  Inigo  Jones. 
In  one  picture  of  Lord  Burlington  there  is  a  head 
of  his  idol,  Inigo  Jones,  in  the  background.  There 
is  also  a  good  picture  of  Bx)bert  Boyle,  the  philoso- 
pher, a  spare,  acute,  contemplative,  interesting  face, 
in  which  there  is  as  much  sensibility  as  thought. 
He  is  said  to  have  died  of  grief  for  the  loss  of  his 
favorite  sister  Lady  Ranelagh ;  and  when  we  recol- 
lect who  and  what  she  was — ^the  sole  friend  of  Ms 
solitary  heart — ^the  partner  of  his  studies,  and  with 
qualities  which  rendered  her  the  object  of  Milton's 
enthusiastic  admiration,  and  almost  tender  regard, 
we  scarce  think  less  of  her  brother's  philosophy, 
that  it  afforded  him  no  consolation  for  the  loss  Of 
such  a  sister. 

On  the  other  side  hangs  another  philosopher, 
Thomas  Hobbes,  of  Malmsbury,  whose  bold  spec- 
ulations in  politics  and  metaphysics,  and  the  odium 
they  drew  on  him,  rendered  his  wbxAe  life  one  eon- 
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Imoed  warfare  with  established  prejudices  and 
opinions.  He  was  tutor  in  the  family  of  the  first 
JSarlof  Devonshire,  in  1607 — remained  constantly 
attached  to  thfe  house  of  Cavendish — and  never 
lost  their  countenance  and  patronage  in  the  midst 
of  all  the  calumnies  heaped  upon  him.  He  died 
at  Hardwicke  under  the  protection  of  the  first 
Duke  of  Devonshire,  in  1678.  This  curious  por- 
trait represents  him  at  the  age  of  ninety-two.  The 
picture  is  not  good  as  a  picture,  but  striking  from 
the  evident  truth  of  the  expression — ^uniting  the 
last  lingering  gleam  of  thought  with  the  withered, 
wrinkled,  and  ahnost  ghastly  decrepitude  of  ex-« 
treme  age.  It  has,  I  believe,  been  engraved  by 
Holkr. 

I  looked  round  for  Henry  Cavendish,  the  great 
chemist  and  natural  philosopher — another  bright 
ornament  of  a  family  every  way  ennobled — ^but 
there  is  no  portrait  of  him  at  Hardwicke.  I  was 
also  disappointed  not  to  find  the  ^^  limned  ef^gy^** 
as  she  would  call  it,  of  my  dear  Margaret  of  New- 
castle. 

There  are  plenty  of  kings  and  queens,  truly  not 
worth  "  sixpence  a-piece,"  as  Walpole  observes ; 
but  there  is  one  picture  I  must  not  forget — that  of 
the  brave  and  accomplished  Earl  of  Derby,  who 
was  beheaded  at  Bolton-le-Moor,  the  husband  of 
the  heroic  "  Lady  of  Lathom,"  who  figures  in 
Peveril  of  the  Peak.  The  head  has  a  grand  mel- 
ancholy expression,  and  I  should  suppose  it  to  be 
a  copy  from  Vandyke. 
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Besides  tbese,  were  many  others  caletdated  to 
awaken  in  the  thoughtful  mind  both  sweet  and 
bitter  fancies.  How  (^en  have  I  walked  up  and 
down  this  noble  gallery  lost  in  ^*  commiserating 
reveries  "  on  the  vicissitudes  of  departed  grandeur! 
—on  the  nothingness  of  all  that  life  could  give  I — 
on  the  fate  of  youthful  beauties  who  lived  to  be 
broken-hearted,  grow  old,  and  die  I — <m  heroes  that 
once  walked  the  earth  in  the  blaze  of  their  ^one, 
now  gtxie  down  to  dust,  and  an  endless  darkness! 
—on  bright  faces,  '^petries  de  lis  et  de  roses,** 
ance  time-wrinkkdl — on  noble  forms  since  man- 
'gled  in  the  battle^dd. — on  high-born  heads  that 
fell  beneath  the  axe  of  tlie  executioner! — O  ye 
starred  and  ribboned !  ye  jewelled  and  mxt* 
Inroidered  I  ye  wise,  rich,  great,  noble,  brave,  and 
beautiful,  of  all  your  loves  and  smiles,  your  gtaees 
and  excellencies,  your  deeds  and  honors— does  then 
a  **  painted  board  circumscribe  all  ?  " 
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A  F&AOMBNT, 


It  was  on  eueh  a  day  as  I  have  seen  in  Italy  in 
the  month  of  December,  but  whkh,  in  our  chill  cli- 
mate, seemed  so  unseasonably,  so  ominously  beauti- 
^,  that  it  was  like  the  hectic  loveliness  brighten- 
mg  the  eyes  and  flui^iing  the  cheek  of  consumption, 
— that  I  found  myself  in  the  domains  of  Althorpe. 
Autumn,  dy'mg  in  the  lap  of  Winter,  looked  out 
with  one  bright  parting  smile ; — ^the  soft  air  breathed 
of  Summer ;  the  withered  leaves,  heaped  on  the 
path,  told  a  different  tale.  The  slant,  pale  sun 
shone  out  with  all  heaven  to  himself;  not  a  cloud 
was  there,  not  a  breeze  to  stir  the  leafless  woods — 
those  venerable  woods,  which  Evelyn  loved  and 
commemorated :  *  the  fine  majestic  old  oaks, 
scattered  over  the  park,  tossed  their  huge  bare 


*  I  wu  much  struck  ^th  the  inacriptioii  on  a  stone  tablet, 
in  a  fine  old  wood  near  the  house :  "  This  wood  was  planted  by 
Sir  William  Spencer,  Knighte  of  the  Bathe,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord  1624 :  "—on  the  other  side, ''  Up  and  bee  doing,  and  God  will 
prosper,"    Jt  te  mjBntioned  in  Evelyn's  "  Sylva." 
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arms  against  the  blue  sky;  a  thin  hoarfro9t^,4b- 
solving  as  the  sun  rose  higher,  left  the  lawns  «lid 
hills  sparkling  and  glancing  in  its  ray ;  now  aiftd 
then  a  hare  raced  across  the  open  glade — 

"  And  with  her  feet  she  from  the  plashy  earth 

Raises  a  mist,  which  glittering  in -the  sun, 

Runs  with  her  all  the  way,  wherever  she  doth  mn.*^ 

Nothing  disturbed  the  ser^ie  stillness  except  a 
pheasant  whirripg  from  a  neighboring  thicket,  or 
at  intervals  the  belling  of  the  deei^a  sound  so 
peculiar,  and  so  fitted  to  the  scene,  that  I  sym- 
pathized in  the  taste  of  one  of  the  noble :  pro- 
genitors of  the  Spencers,  who  had  built  a  hunttn^ 
lodge  in  a  sequestered  spot,  that  he  might  bear 
"  the  harte  bell." 

This  was  a  day,  an  hour,  a  scene,  with  all  its 
associations,  its  quietness  and  beauty,  *^  felt  in  the 
blood,  and  felt  along  the  heart"  All  woHdly 
cares  and  pains  were  laid  asleep ;  while  memory, 
fancy,  and  feeling  waked.  Althorpe  does  not 
frown  upon  us  in  the  gloom  of  remote  antiquity ; 
it  has  not  the  warlike  glories  of  some  of  the  ba- 
ronial residences  of  our  old  nobility ;  it  is  not  buUt 
like  a  watch-tower  on  a  hill,  to  lord  it  over  fisudal 
vassals;  it  is  not  bristled  with  battlements  and 
turrets.  It  stands  in  a  valley,  with  the  gradual 
hills  undulating  round  it,  clothed  with  rich  woods. 
It  has  altogether  a  look  of  compactness  and  com- 
fort, without  pretension,  which,  with  the  pastorsd 

Digitized  by  Google 


ALTHORPE.  427 

beauty  of  |he  landscape,  and  low  situaiion,  recall 
thte  ancient  vocation  of  the  family,  whose  grandeur 
was  first  founded,  like  that  of  the  patriarchs  of  old, 
on  the  multitude  of  their  flocks  and  herds.*  It 
was  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth  that  Althorpe 
became  the  principal  seat  of  the  Spencers,  and  no 
place  of  the  same  date  can  boast  so  many  delight- 
ful, romantic,  and  historical  associations.  There  is 
Spenser  the  poet,  "high-priest  of  all  the  Muses' 
mysteries,**  who  modestly  claimed,  as  an  honor, 
his  relationship  to  those  Speififers  who  now,  with  a 
just  pride,  boast  of  him,  and  deem  his  Faery  Queen 
<*the  brightest  jewel  in  their  coronet;**  and  the 
beautiful  Alice  Spencer,  countess  of  Derby,  who 
was  celebrated  in  early  youth  by  her  poet-cousin, 
and  for  whom  Milton,  in  her  old  age,  wrote  his 
"  Arcades.**  At  Althorpe,  in  1603,  the  queen  and 
son  of  James  the  First  were,  on  their  arrival  in 
England,  nobly  entertained  with  a  masque,  written 
for  the  occasion  by  Ben  Jonson,  in  which  the  young 
ladies  and  nobles  of  the  country  enacted  nymphs 
and  fairies,  satyrs  and  hunters,  and  danced  to  the 
sound  of  "  excellent  soft  music,*'  their  scenery  the 
natural  woods,  their  stage  the  green  lawn,  their 
canopy  the  summer  sky.  What  poetical  picturesque, 
hospitality  1  In  these  days  it  would  have  been  a 
dinner,  with  French  cooks  and  confectioners  ex- 
press from  London  to  dress  it   Here  lived  Waller's 


*  See  the  accounts  of  Sir  John  Spencer,  in  Oollins's  Peerage, 
%nd  prefixed  to  Bfbdin's  "  .Sdes  Althorpianee." 
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famous  Sacfaarissa,  the  first  Lady  Sun  jeHand — to 
4i)eautiftii  aod  good,  so  interesting  in  herself,  she 
needed  not  his  wit  nor  his  poetry  to  enshrine  her. 
Here  she  parted  from  her  young  husband,*  when 
he  left  her  to  join  the  king  in  the  field ;  and  here, 
a  few  months  after,  she  received  the  news  of  his 
death  in  the  battle  of  Newbury,  and  saw  her  happi- 
ness wrecked  at  the  age  of  three-and-twenty.  Here 
plotted  her  distinguished  son,  that  Proteus  of  pol>- 
itics,  the  second  Lord  Sunderland.  Charles  the 
First  was  playing  at  bowls  on  ihe  green  at  Al* 
thorpe,  when  Colonel  Joyce's  detachment  surprised 
him,  and  carried  kim  off  to  imprisonment  and  to 
death.  Here  the  excellent  aoid  accomplidi<^ 
Evelyn  used  to  meditate  in  ike  "  noble  gaHeri^,** 
mid  in  the  *^  ample  gardens,''  of  wiiioh  he  has  lef\;  \]f!s 
an  admiring  and  admirable  description,  which  would 
be  as  suitable  to-day  as  it  was  a  hundred  and  Qfty 
years  ago,  with  the  single  exception  of  the  great  pro- 
prietor, deservedly  far  more  honored  in  this  genera- 
tion than  was  his  apostate  time-serving  ancestor, 
the  Lord  Sunderland  <rf  Evelyn's  day.f  When  th« 
Spencers  were  divided,  the  eldest  branch  of  the 
family  becoming  Dukes  of  Marlborough,  and  the 
youngest  Earis  Spencer — ^if  the  former  inherited 
glory,  Blenheim,  and  poverty — to  the  latter  have 
belonged  more  true  and  more  substantial  distino' 

*  Henry,  first  Earl  of  Sunderland. 

t  This  Lord  Sunderland  not  only  changed  his  party  and  Mh 
opinions,  btit  his  religion,  with  every  breath  that  blew  from  the 
Gourt,  , 
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tions :  for  the  last  three  geaerations  the  Spencers 
have  been  remarked  for  talents,  for  benevolenee, 
jEbr  constancy,  for  love  of  literature,  and  patronise 
of  the  fine  arts. 

The  house  retains  the  form  described  by  Evelyn 
— that  of  a  half  H :  a  dight  irregularit}'-  is  caused 
by  the  new  gothic  room,  built  by  the  present  earl, 
to  contain  part  of  his  magnificent  library^  which, 
like  the  statue  in  the  Castle  of  Otrantov  had  grown 
"  too  big  for  what  contained  it"  We  entered  by 
a  central  door  the  large  and  lofty  hall,  or  vestibule, 
hung  round  with  pictures  of  fox-chases  and  those 
who  figured  in  them,  famous  hunters,  quadruped 
and  biped,  all  as  large  as  life,  spread  over  as  muck 
canvas  as  would  make  a  mainsail  for  a  man-of-war. 
These  huge  perpetrations  are  of  the  time  of  Jack 
Spencer,  a  noted  Nimrod  in  his  day ;  and  are  very 
fine,  as  we  were  told,  but  they  did  not  interest  me. 
I  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  superb  staircase, 
hung  round  with  pictures  above  and  below,  and 
not  the  less  interesting  as  having  been  erected  by 
Sacharissa  herself  during  the  few  years  she  was 
mistress  of  Althorpe.  A  face  looked  at  us  from 
over  an  opposite  door,  which  there  was  no  resist- 
ing. Does  the  reader  remember  Horace  Walpole's 
pleasant  description  of  a  party  of  seers  posting 
through  the  apartments  of  a  show-place  ?  "  They 
come ;  ask  what  such  a  room  is  called  ? — write  it 
down;  admire  a  lobster  or  cabbage  in  a  Dutch 
market  piece;  dispute  whether  the  last  room  was 
green  or  purple;  and  then  hurry  to  the  inn,  for 
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fear,  the  fish  should  be  oveixiressed."  *  We  ' 
not  such  a  party ;  but  with  imaginations  read^, 
primed  to  take  fire,  and  memories  enriched  liji^ 
all  the  associations  the  place  could  surest,  to  114 
every  portrait  was  a  history.  The  orthodox  fityie 
o£  seeing  the  house  is  to  turn  to  the, left,  and  view 
the  ground-fioor  apartments  first;  but  the  &ce  I 
have  Qendoned  seemed  to  beckon  me  stra^ht- 
forward,  and  I  could  not  choose  but  obey  the  invi* 
tation :  it  was  that  of  Lady  Bridgewater,  the  lov^ 
liest  of  the  four  lovely  daughters  of  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough :  she  had  the  misfortune  to  be  painted 
by  Jervas,  and  the  good  fortune  to  be  celebrated  by 
Pope  as  the  ^*  tender  sister,  daughter,  friend,  aa«l 
wife ; "  and  again — 

"  Thence  Beauty,  waking,  all  her  forms  supplies — 
An  angePs  sweetness— or  Bridge  water's  eyes." 

Jervas  was  supposed  to  have  been  presumptuously 
and  desperately  in  love  with  this  beautiful  woman, 
who  died  at  the  age  of  five-and-twenty :  hence 
Pope  has  taken  the  liberty — ^by  a  poetical  licence, 
no  doubt — to  call  her,  in  his  Epistle  to  Jervas, 
"  thy  Bridgewater."  Two  of  her  fair  sisters,  the 
Duchess  of  Montagu  and  Lady  Grodolphin,'  hung 
near  her ;  and  above,  her  fairer  sister.  Lady  Sun- 
deijf^nd.  Ascending  the  magnificent  staircase,  a 
hundred  faces  look  down  upon  us,  in  a  hundred 
different  varieties  of  expression,  in  a  hundred 
different  costumes.     Here  are  Queen  Anne  and 

*  Horace  Walpole's  Correspondenoe,  vol.  ii.  p.  227. 

Digitized  by  Google 


ALTHORPE.  431 

Sftrfldi  Duchess  of  Mariborough  placed  amicably 
d^  by  side,  as  in  the  days  of  their  romantic  friend- 
ships when  they  conversed  and  corresponded  as 
Mrs*  Morley  and  Mrs.  Freeman ;  the  beauty,  the 
intellect,  the  spirit,  are  all  on  the  side  of  the  im- 
perious duchess ;  the  poor  queen  looks  like  whift  she 
was,  a  good-natured  fooL  On  the  left  is  the  cun- 
ning abigail,  who  supplanted  the  duchess  in  the 
fitvor  of  Queen  Anne — ^Mrs.  Masham.  Proceed- 
ing along  the  gallery,  we  are  met  by  the  portrait  of 
&at  angel-devil,  Lady  Shrewsbury,*  whose  exqui- 
^te  beauty  fa^inates  at  once  and  shocks  the  eye 
like  the  gorgeous  colors  of  an  adder.  I  believe  the 
story  of  her  hdding  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's 
horse  while  he  shot  her  husband  in  a  duel,  has  been 
disputed ;  but  her  attempt  to  assassinate  Killegrew, 
while  she  sat.  by  in  her  carriage,!  is  too  true.  So 
far  had  her  depravities  unsexed  her  I 


"  Lorsqne  la  vertu,  avec  peine  abjur^e, 

Nons  fait^oir  une  femme  k  ses  ixirears  livr^e, 
S'irritant  par  I'eflfort  que  ce  paa  a  cout^, 
Son  &me  avec  plus  d'art  a  plus  de  cruaut^." 

She  was  even  less  famous  for  the  number  of  her 
lovers,  than  the  catastrophes  of  which  she  was  the 
cause. 

"Had  ever  nymph  suck  reason  to  be  glad? 
Two  in  a  duel  fell,  and  one  ran  mad." 

Not  two,  but  half  a  dozen  fell  in  duels ;  and  if  her 
lovers  "  ran  mad,"  it  was  in  despite,  not  in  despau*. 

•  Anne  Bradenel.  t  See  Pepys's  Diary. 
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Lady  Shxewsbury  is.  past  jestmg  or  satire^)  tofS 
after  a  first  iiwohmtary  pause  of  admiFatioo:  bell^« 
her  matcliless  beauty,  we^  turn  away  with  hofSKxr* 
For  the  rest  of  the  portraits  ob  tbk  vast  staireaset 
it  would  take  a  vobime  to  give  a  catalogue  raismtnet 
of  tllem.  We  pass,  then,  into  a  corridor  hung  ^m^ 
two  large  and  very  mediocre  landscapes,  repUBsen^ 
ing  Hvoh  and  TemL  Any  attenpt,  ev«n  the  begt, 
to  paint  a  cataract  must  be  abor^ve.  How  ren^Hr 
to  the  fancy  the  two  grandest  of  its&atnres— s^uod 
and  motion  ?  the  thuader  and  th/^  tumiUt  of  $k» 
headk>ng  waters  ?  We  will  pass  as?U>  the  gs^espy^ 
and  lose  ourselves  in  its  enchantments. 

Where  shall  we  b^in?— rAay  where.  Hmnr 
away  the  catalogue  :  all  are  old  acqnaintaiMnA. 
We  are  tempted  to  speak  to  them,  and  they  lodk 
as  if  they  could  curtsy  to  us*.  The  very  waHs 
breathe  around  us.  What  Vandykes — what  Lefys 
— what  Sir  Joshuas !  what  a  congregjrtion  of  all 
that  is  beauteous  and  noble !— ^what  S^neeis,  Syd* 
neys,  Digbys,  liussells,  Cavendishes,  and  ChurohiUrl 
— O  what  a  scene  to  moralize,  to  plulosoj^ise,  to 
sentimentalize  in] — what  histories  in  those  eyea^ 
that  look,  yet  see  not  1 — what  sermons  on  those  lips, 
that  all  but  speak ;  I  would  rather  reflect  in  a  piC'* 
ture-gallery,  than  elegize  in  a  churcl^yard.  The» 
"poca  polvere  che  nulla  sente,"  can  only  tell  us 
we  must  die ;  these,  with  a  more  useful  and  deep-* 
felt  morality,  tell  us  how  to  live. 

Yet  I  cannot  say  I  felt  thus  pensive  and  serious 
the  first  time  I  looked  round  the  gallery  at  Air  ■ 
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thorpe.  Curiosity,  excitement,  interest,  admiration 
'—a  crowd  of  quick  successive  images  and  recoUec- 
tk>ns  fleeting  across  the  memory — left  me  no  time 
to  think.  I  remember  being  startled,  the  moment 
I  entered,  by  a  most  extraordinary  picture, — the 
fl^ond  Prince  of  Orange,  and  his  preceptor  Katts, 
by  Flinck.  The  eyes  of  the  latter  are  really 
shockingly  alive  ;  they  stare  out  of  the  canvas,  and 
glitter  and  fascinate  like  those  of  a  serpent.  If  I 
bad  been  a  Roman  Catholic,  I  should  have  crossed 
mys^,  as  I  looked  at  them,  to  shield  me  from  their 
evti  and  supernatural  expression.*  The  picture  of 
the  two  Sforzas,  Maximilian  and  his  brother  Fran- 
dB,  by  Albert  Durer,  is  quite  a  curiosity;  and  so  is 
ano&er,  by  Holbein,  near  it,  containing  the  por- 
trmts  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  his  daughter  Mary,  and 
hb  jester,  Will  Somers, — all  full  of  individuality 
and  truth.  The  expression  in  Mary's  face,  at  once 
saturnine,  discontented,  and  vulgar,  is  especially  full 
of  character.  These  last  three  pictures  are  curious 
and  valuable  as  specimens  of  art ;  but  they  are  not 
pkaang.  We  turn  to  the  matchless  Vandykes,  at 
once  admirable  as  paintings,  and  yet  more  interest- 
ing as  portraits.  A  full-length  of  his  master  and 
friendv  Rubens,  dressed  in  black,  is  magnificent ; 
the  attitude  particularly  graceful.  Near  the  centre 
ci  the  gallery  is  the  charming  ftiU-length  of  Queen 

*  I  was  told  that  a  female  serrant  of  the  fiunily  was  so  terrified 
by  this  picture  that  she  could  noTer  be  preyailed  on  to  pass 
through  the  door  near  which  it  hangs,  but  made  a  circuit  of 
aefVcffal  rooms  to  avoid  it. 

28 
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Henrietta  Maria,  a  welt-known  and  cekbratodr^i^ 
ture.  She  is  dressed  in  white  satin,  and  stands 
near  a  ts^ble  on  which  is  a  raae  of  white  roses,  and, 
more  in  the  shade,  her  regal  crown.  l^oHiing  can 
be  in  finer  taste  than  the  contrast  between  the  rich, 
various,  but  subdued  colors  of  the  ^rpet  and  fosAb- 
ground,  and  the  delicate,- and  harmonious,  and  bril- 
liant tints  which  throw  out  the  figure*  None  of  the 
pictures  I  had  hitherto  seen  of  Henrietta,  either  in 
the  king's  private  collec<»>n,  or  at  Windscn*,  do 
justice  to  the  sparkling  grace  of  her  figure,  or 
the  vivacity  and  beauty  o£  her  eyes,  so  c^dbrated 
by  all  the  contemporary  poets.  Wallw,  for  ia- 
stance: —  • 

"  Could  Nature  then  no  private  woman  grace, 
Whom  we  might  dare  to  love,  with  sifch  a  face, 
Sneh  a  complexion,  and  so  radiant  eyes, 
Snch  lovely  motion,  and  such  sharp  replies?  " 

Davenant  styles  her,  very  beautifiilly,  ^  The  ric^ 
eyed  darling  of  a  monarch's  hreart."  Lord  Hc^- 
land,  in  the  description  he  sent  from  Paris,  dw^b 
on  the  charm  of  her  eyes,  her  smile,  and  her  graoe- 
ful  figure,  though  he  admits  her  to  be  rather  petite; 
and  if  the  poet  and  the  courtier  be  distrusted,  we 
have  the  authority  of  the  puritanic  Sir  Symoad 
d'Ewes,  who  allows  the  influence  of  her  '^exoelleat 
and  sparkling  black  eyes."  Henrietta  could  be 
very  seductive,  and  had  all  the  Frendi  grace  of 
manner ;  but,  as  is  well  known,  she  could  play  the 
virago,  "  and  cast  such  a  scowl,  as  frightened  all 
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.  fine  lords  and  la^es  in  waiting/^  Too  much  impor- 
tance is  attached  to  her  character  and  iier  inflaence 
over  her  husband,  in  ihe  histories  of  that  time. 
She  was  a  fascinating,  but  a  superficial  and  volatile 
Frenchwoman.  With  all  her  feminine  love  of 
away,  she  had  not  sufficient  energy  to  govern  ;  and 
with  all  her  disposition  to  intrigue,  she  never  had 
discretion  enough  to  keep  her  own  or  the  king's 
secrets.  When  she  rushed  through  a  storm  of  bul- 
lets, to  save  a  favorite  lap-dog ;  or  when,  amid  the 
shrieks  and  entreaties  of  her  terrified  attendants, 
,^  coamianded  the  captain  of  her  vessel  to  "blow 
up  the  ship  rather  than  strike  to  the  Parliamenta- 
rian,"— it  was  more  the  spirit  and  wilfulness  of  a 
woman,  who,  with  all  her  faults,  had  the  blood  of 
Henri  Quatre  in  her  veins,  than  the  mental  energy 
and  resolute  fortitude  of  a  heroine.  Near  her 
hangs  her  daughter,  who  inherited  her  grace,  her 
beauty,  her  petulance, — ^the  unhappy  Henrietta 
d'Orleans,*  fsiir,  radiant,  and  lively,  with  a  profu- 
sion of  beautiful  hair ;  it  is  impossible  to  look  from 
the  mother  to  the  daughter,  without  remembering 
the  scene  in  Retz's  memoirs,  when  the  queen  said 
to  him,  in  excuse  for  her  daughter's  absence,  "  My 
poor  Henrietta  is  obliged  to  lie  in  bed,  for  I  have 
no  wood  to  make  a  fire  for  her — et  la  pauvre  en- 
ffmt  •^tait  transie  de  froid.*' 

Another  picture  by  Vandyke  hangs  at  the  top 
of  the  room,  one  of  the  grandest  and  most  spirited 

*  She  is  supposed  to  have  been  poisoned  by  her  hnsband,  at 
the  ibitigation  of  the  Chevalier  de  Lorraine. 
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of  his  productions.  It  represents  Willidm, '  Ifie 
first  Duke  of  Bedford,  the  father  of  Lord  WilMflffi 
Kussell,  when  young,  and  his  brother-in-^aw,  the 
famous  (and  infamous)  Digby,  Earl  of  Bristol 
How  admirably  Vandyke  has  caught  the  charac- 
ters of  the  two  men ! — the  fine  commanding  fi^rm 
of  the  duke  as  he  steps  forward,  the  fi-ank,  open 
countenance,  expressive  of  all  that  is  good  and 
noble,  speak  him  what  he  was — ^not  less  than  that 
of  Digby,  which,  though  eminently  handsome,  has 
not  one  elevated  or  amiable  trait  in  the  conate- 
nance ;  the  drapery,  background,  and  more  eqieo- 
ially  the  hands,  are  magnificently  painted.  On 
one  side  of  this  superb  picture,  hangs  the  present 
Earl  Spencer  when  a  youth ;  and  on  the  othei^  his 
sister,  Georgiana  Duchess  of  Devonshirei  at  the 
age  of  eighteen,  looking  all  life  and  high-bom  love- 
.  liness,  and  reminding  one  of  Coleridge's  beautiful 
lines  to  her : — 

"  Light  as  a  dream  your  days  their  circlets  ran 
From  all  that  teaches  brotherhood  to  man, 
Far,  far  removed!  from  want,  from  grief,  from  fear! 
Obedient  music  Inll'd  your  infant  ear; 
Obedient  praises  soothed  your  infant  heart 

Emblazonments  and  old  ancestra]  crests, 
With  many  a  bright  obtrusive  form  of  art. 

Detain' d  your  eye  from  nature.    Stately  vests, 
That  veiling  strove  to  deck  your  charms  divine, 
Bich  viands  and  the  pleasurable  wine, 
Were  yours  uneam'd  by  toil." 

And  he  thus  beautifully  alludes  to  her  maternal 
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i^^firaater;  for  this  accomplished  woman  set  the 
e;&apip^  to  the  highest  ranks,  of  nursing  her  own 
QhildrejQ: — 

"  You  were  a  mother!  at  yotur  bosom  fed 

The  babes  that  loved  you.    You,  with  laughing  eye, 
Each  twilight  thought,  each  nascent  feeling  read, 
Which  you  yourself  created.*' 

!Alas,  that  such  a  beginning  should  have  such  an 
eiidf 

"  Both  these  are  whole-lengths,  by  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds :  the  middle  tints  are  a  little  flown,  else 
they  were  perfect;  they  suffer  by  being  hung  near 
tJie  glowing  yet  mellowed  tints  of  Vandyke. 

We  have  here  a  whole  bevy  of  the  heroines  of 
De  Gframmont,  delightful  to  those  who  have  what 
Walpole  used  to  call  the  "  De  Grammont  madness  '* 
upon  them.  Here  is  that  beautiful,  audacious  ter- 
magant, Castlemaine,  very  like  her  picture  at 
Windsor,  and  with  the  same  characteristic  bit  of 
storm  gleaming  in  the  background. — Lady  Den- 
ham,*  the  wife  of  the  poet,  iSr  John  Denham,  and 
niece  of  that  Lord  Bristol  who  figures  in  Vandyke's 
picture  above  mentioned — a  lovely  creature,  and  a 
sweet  picture. — Louise  de  Querouaille,  Duchess 
of  Portsmouth,  who  so  long  ruled  the  heart  and 
councils  of  Charles  the  Second,  in  Lely's  finest 
style ;  the  face  has  a  look  of  blooming  innocence, 
soon  exchanged  for  coarseness  and  arrogance. — 

» 

. ;  •         *  lainbeth  Brooke,  poisoned  at  the  age  of  twenty. 
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The  indolent,  alluring  Mddleton,  looking  ^om- 
under  her  sleepy  eyelids,  "trop  coquette  poar- 
rebuter  personne." — "La  Belle  Hamilton,"  the 
lovely  prize  of  the  Yolatile  De  Grammont;  very 
like  her  portrait  at  Windsor,  with  the  same  finely 
formed  bust  and  compressed  niby  lips,  but  with  an 
expression  more  vivacious  and  saucy,  and  leas 
elevated. — Two  portraits  of  Nell  Gwyn,  with  the 
fair  brown  hair  and  small  bright  eyes  they  oogiit 
to  have ;  au  reste^  with  such  prim,  sanctified 
mouths,  and  dressed  with  such  elaborate  decency, 
that  instead  of  reminding  us  of  the  "  parole  sciolte 
d*ogni  freno,  risi,  vezzi,  giuoehi " — ^they  are  mare 
like  Beck  Marshall,  the  puritan's  daughter,  on  her 
good  behavior.* 

Here  is  that  extraordinary  woman  Hortense 
Mancini,  Duchess  of  Mazarin,  the  fame  of  whose- 
beauty  and  gallantries  filled  all  Europe,  and  once 
the  intended  wife  of  Charles  the  Second,  though 
she  afterwards  intrigued  in  vain  for  the  less  (or 
more)  eligible  post  of  maitresse  en  litre.  What  an 
extraordinary,  wild,  perverted,  good-for-nothing, 
yet  interesting  set  of  women,  were  those  four 
Mancini  sisters !  all  victims,  more  or  less,  to  the 
pride,  policy,  or  avarice,  of  their  cardinal  uncle ; 
all  gifted  by  nature  with  the  fervid  Italian  blood 
and  the  plotting  Italian  brain ;  all  really  aventu- 
fibres,  while  they  figured  as  duchesses  and  prin- 
cesses.    They  wore  their  coronets  and  ennine  as 

*a*  the  soene  between  Beck  ManhaU  and  NeU  Gwyn,  lit 
"  Pepys." 
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stircdHi^  players  wear  dreir  robes  of  state — with  a 
sort  of  picturesque  awkwardness — and  they  proved 
raliher  too  scanty  to  cofver  a  multitude  of  sins. 

This  head  of  Hortense  Mancini,  as  Cleopatra 
dissolying  the  pearl,  is  tlie  most  spirited,  but  the 
least  beautiful  portrait  I  have  seen  bf  her.  An 
appropriate  pendant  on  the  (^posite  side  is  her 
lover,  philosopher,  and  eulogist,  the  witty  St.  Evre- 
moud — Grammonf  s  "  Caton  de  Normandie ; "  but 
instead  of  looking  like  a  good-natured  epicurean,  a 
man  "  who  thought  as^he  liked,  and  liked  what  he 
thought,"*  his  nose  is  here  wrinkled  up  into  an 
expression  of  the  most  supercilious*scorn,  adding 
to  his  native  u^ness.t  Both  these  are  by  Eneller. 
Farther  on,  is  another  of  Charles's  beauties,  whose 
sagesse  has  never  been  disputed — Elizabeth  Wri- 
othesley,  Countess  of  Northumberland,  the  sister 
of  that  half  saint,  half  heroine,  and  cdl  woman — 
Lady  Russell. 

There  is  also  a  lovely  picture  of  that  magnificent 
brunette,  Miss  Bagot.  '^  Elle  avait,"  says  Hamilton, 
"*ce  ,teint  rembruni  qui  plait  tant  quand  il  plait'* 
She  married  Berkeley  Lord  Falmouth,  a  man  who, 
though  unprincipled,  seems  to  have  loved  her ;  at 
least,  was  not  long  enough  her  husband  to  forget 
to  be  her  lover :  he  w€is  killed,  shortly  after  his 


*  Walpole. 

t  The  gay,  gallant  St.  Bvremond,  besides  being  naturally 
ugly,  had  a  wen  between  his  eyebrows.  There  is  a  fine  picture 
of  him  and  Hortense  as  Tortumnns  and  Pomona,  in  the  Stafford 
gallery. 


d  by  Google 


440  ALTHOBPB. 

marriage,  in  the  battle  of  Southwold-bay.  Xhii^ii 
assuredly  one  of  the  most  splendid  pictares  he\y 
ever  painted ;  and  it  is,  besides,  full  of  character 
and  interest.  She  holds  a  cannon-ball  in  her  lap, 
(only  an  airy  emblematical  cannon-ball;  for  she 
poises  it  like  a  feather,}  and  the  countenance  is 
touched  with  a  sweet  expression  of  melancholy: 
hence  it  is  plain  that  she  sat  for  it  soon  after  the 
death  of  her  first  husband,  and  before  her  marriage 
with  the  witty  Earl  of  Dorset. — Near"  her  hangs 
another  fair  piece  of  witchcraft,  "  La  Belle  Jen- 
nings," who  in  her  day  played  with  hearts  as  if 
they  had  been  billiard  balls;  and  no  wonder, 
considering  what  things  she  had  to  deal  with:* 
there  was  a  great  difference  between  her  vivacity 
awid  that  of  her  vivacious  sister,  the  Duchess  of 
Mariborough. — Old  Sarah  hangs  near  her.  One 
would  think  that  Kneller,  in  spite,  had  watehed 
the  moment  to  take  a  characteristic  likeness,  and 
catch,  not  the  Cynthia,  but  the  Fury  of  the  minute ; 
a8>  for  instance,  when  she  cut  off  her  luxuriaol 
tresses,  so  worshipped  by  her  husband,  and  fijmg 
them  in  his  face;  for  so  she  tosses  back  hei 
disdainful  head,  and  curls  her  lip  like  an  insolent, 
pouting,  spoiled,  grown-up  baby.  The  life  of  diis 
woman  is  as  fine  a  lesson  on  the  emptiness  of  aU 
worldly  advantages,  boundless  wealth,  power,  fiwiei, 

*  The  pictures  of  MIbs  Jennings  are  very  rare.  This  one  at 
Althorpe  was  copied  for  H.  Walpole,  and  I  hare  heard  of  another 
in  Ireland.  Miss  Jennings  was  afterwards  Ducheai^f  Tyxcosk* 
nel. 
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be^utj,  wit,  as  ever  was  set  forth  by  moralist  at 
d|i(iiie«  » 

^By  spirit  robb'd  of  power — ^by  warmth,  of  Mends — 
By  wealth,  of  followers !  without  one  distress, 
Sick  of  herself  through  very  selfishness."* 

And  yet  I  suspect  that  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough 
has  never  met  with  justice.  History  knows  her 
only  as  Marlborough's  wife,  an  intriguing  dame 
d'honneur,  and  a  cast-off  favorite.  Vituperated 
by  Swift,  satirized  by  Pope,  ridiculed  by  Walpole 
— what  angel  could  have  stood  such  bedaubing, 
^nd  from  such  pens  ? 

**  0  she  has  fallen  into  a  pit  of  ink ! " 

But  glorious  talents  she  had,  strength  of  mind, 
generosity^  the  power  to  feel  and  inspire  the 
strongest  attachment, — and  all  these  qualities  were 
degraded,  or  rendered  useless,  by  temper!  Her 
avarice  was  not  the  love  of  money  for  its  own  sake, 
but  the  love  of  power ;  and  her  bitter  contempt  for 
**  knaves  and  fools  "  may  be  excused,  if  not  justified. 
Imagine  such  a  woman  as  the  Duchess  of  Marl- 
borough out-faced,  out-plotted  by  that  crowned 
cypher,  that  sceptred  common-place,  queen  Anne ! 
It  should  seem  that  the  constant  habit  of  being 
forced  to  serve,  outwardly,  where  she  really  ruled, 

*Pope.  One  hates  him  for  taking  a  thousand  pounds  to 
snppTMS  this  character  of  Atossa,  and  publishing  it  after  all ; 
yet  who  for  a  thousand  pounds  would  have  lost  it? 
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— ^the  conseioosnessf  of  her  own  brilliant  and  po^-* 
erful  faculties  brought  into  immediate  honriy  com-* 
parison  with  the  confined  tri^ng  understanding  of 
her  mistresS)  a  disdain  of  her  own  forced  hypocrisy, 
and  a  perception  of  the  heartless  baseness  of  the 
courtiers  around  her,  disgusting  to  a  mind  nathrally 
high-toned,  produced  at  length  that  extreme  of 
bitterness  and  insolence  which  made  her  so  ofben 
"  an  embodied  storm."  She  was  always  a  terma- 
gant— ^but  of  a  very  different  description  from  the 
vulgar  Castlemaine. 

Though  the  picture  of  Colonel  Russell,  by  Dob- 
son,  is  really  fine  as  a  portrait,  the  recollection  of 
the  scene  between  him  and  Miss  Hamilton  * — ^his 
love  of  dancing,  to  prove  he  was  not  old  and  asth- 
matical, — and  his  attachment  to  his  ^^chapeau 
pointu/*  make  it  impossible  to  look  at  him  without 
a  smile — ^but  a  good-humored  i^iile,  such  as  his 
lovely  unstress  gave  him  when  she  rejected  him 
with  so  mneh  pdliteness. — Arabella  Churchill,  the 
sister  of  the  great  Duke  of  Mariborough,  and 
mistress  of  the  Duke  of  Yoi^,  has  been  better 
treated  by  the  painter  than  by  Hamiltdn ;  instead 
of  '^  La  grande  creature,  pale  et  decham^e,''  she 
appears  here  a  very  lovely  woman.  But  enough 
of  these  equivocal  ladles.  No — before  we  leave 
them,  there  are  yet  two  to  be  noticed,  more  equiv- 
ocal, more  interesting,  and  more  extraordinary 
than  all  the  rest  put  together — ^Bianca  di  CapeUo, 

*  See  his  declaration  of  love—"  Je  suis  fMre  du  C!omto  de  Bed- 
ford,* je  oommande  le  regiment  des  gardes,"  &c. 
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who^  from  a  washerwoman,  became  Grand  Duchess 
of  Florence,  with  less  beauty  than  I  should  have 
expected,  but  as  much  countenance:  and  the 
beautiful,  but  appalling  picture  of  Yenitia  Bigby, 
painted  after  she  was  dead,  by  Vandyke :  she  was 
found  one  morning  sitting  up  in  her  bed,  leaning 
her  head  on  her  hand,  and  lifeless ;  and  thus  she 
is  painted.  Notwithstanding  the  ease  and  grace  of 
the  attitude,  and  the  delicacy  of  the  features,  there 
is  no  mistaking  this  for  slumber :  a  heavier  hand 
has  pressed  upon  those  eyelids,  which  will  never 
more  open  to  the  light :  there  is  a  leaden  lifeles&h 
ness  about  them,  too  shockingly  true  and  resd — 

"  It  thrills  us  with  mortality. 
And  curdles  to  the  gazer's  heart" 

Her  picture  at  Windsor  is  t^  most  perfectly  beauti- 
fol  and  impressive  femsde  portrait  I  ever  saw.  How 
have  I  longed,  when  gazing  at  it,  to  conjure  her  out 
of  her  frame,  and  bid  her  reveal  the  secret  of  her 
mysterious  life  and  death ! — Nearly  opposite  to  the 
dead  Venitia,  in  strange  contrast,  hangs  her  hus- 
band, who  loved  her  to  madness,  or  was  mad  before 
he  married  her,  in  the  very  prime  of  life  and  yputh. 
This  picture,  by  Cornelius  Jansen,  is  as  fine  as  any 
thing  of  Vandyke's :  the  character  expresses  more 
of  intellectual  power  and  physical  strength,  than 
of  that  elegance  of  face  and  form  we  should  have 
looked  for  in  such  a  fanciftil  being  as  Sir  Kenelm 
IHgby:    he  looks  more  like  one  of  the  Athletae 
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than  a  poet,  a  metaphy^cian,  and   a  ^*  squire  tjpi^. 
dames."  ,    i. 

There  are  three  pictures  of  Waller's  ^fapoaed 
Sacharissa,  the  first  Lady  Sunderland :  one  in  a)ia4t 
at  the  age  of  fifteen  or  sixteen,  gay  and  blooming,  f 
the  second,  far  more  interesting,  was  painted  about 
the  time  of  her  marriage  with  the  young  Earl  c^ 
Sunderland,  or  shortly  after — ^very  sweet  and  lady- 
like. I  should  say  that  the  high-breeding  of  the 
face  and  air  was  more  conspicuous  than  the  beauty ; 
the  neck  and  hands  exquisite.  Both  these  are 
Vandyke's.  A  third  picture  represents  her  about 
the  time  of  her  second  marriage :  the  expregsicm 
wholly  changed— cold,  sad,  faded,  but  pretty  still : 
one  might  fancy  her  contemplating,  with  a  sick 
heart,  the  portrait  of  Lord  Sunderland,  the  lovef 
and  husband  of  her  early  youth,  who  hangs  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  gallery,  in  complete  annour :  he 
fell  in  the  same  battle  with  Lord  Falkland,  at  the 
age  of  three-and-twenty.  The  brother  of  Sacha- 
rissa,  the  famous  Algernon  Sidney,  is  suspended, 
near  her;  a  fine  head,  fiiU  of  contemplation  and 
power. 

Among  the  most  interesting  pictures  in  the  galr 
lery  is  an  undoubted  original  of  Lady  Jane  Grey, 
After  seeing  so  many  hideous,  hard,  prim-looking- 
pictures  and  prints  of  this  gentle-spirited  heroiiie, 
it  is  consoling  io  trust  in  the  genuineness  of  a  face 
which  has  all  the  sweetness  and  dignity  we  look 
for,  and  ought  to  find.  Then,  by  way  of  contrast, 
we   have  that  most  curious   picture  of  Diana  of. 
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Pditiers,  once  in  the  Crawford  collection:  it  is  a 
snnall  half-length ;  the  features  fair  and  regular ; 
&te  hair  is  elaborately  dressed  with  a  profosion  of 
jewels ;  but  there  is  no  drapery  whatever — ^**  force 
pierreries  et  tr^s  pen  de  Hnge,"  as  Madame  de 
Sevignd  described  the  two  Mancini.  *  Round  the 
head  is  the  legend  from  the  4  2d  Psalm — "  Comme 
le  cerf  br^e  aprfes  le  d^cours  des  eaues,  ainsi  brait 
mon  ame  apr^s  toi,  O  Dieu,"  which  is  certainly  an 
extraordinary  application.  In  the  days  of  Diana 
of  Poitiers,  the  beaulifol  mistress  of  Henry  the 
Second  of  France,  it  was  the  court  fashion  to  sing 
the  Psalms  of  David  to  dance  and  song  tunes ;  f 
and  the  courtiers  and  beauties  had  each  their 
favorite  psalm,  which  served  as  a  kind  of  devise : 
this  may  explain  the  very  singular  inscription  on 
this  very  singular  pictjure.  Here  are  also  the  por- 
traits of  Otway  and  Cowley,  and  of  Montaigne; 
the  last  from  the  Crawford  collection. 

I  had  nearly  omitted  to  mention  a  magnificent 
whole-length  of  the  Due  de  Guise — who  was  stabbed 
in  the  closet  of  Henry  the  Third — whose  life  con- 
tains materials  for  ten  romances  and  a  dozen  epics, 
and  whose  death  has  fornished  subjects  for  as  many 
trs^edies.  And  not  far  from  him  that  not  less  daiv 
ing,  and  more  successfol  chief,  Oliver  Cromwell : 
a  page  is  tying  on  his  sash.     There  is  a  vulgar 

*  The  Prizvcess  Colonna  and  the  Duchesse  de  Macarin. 
t  Clement  Marot  had  composed  a  version  of  the  Psahns,  then 
vety  popular.    See  Bayle,  and  the  Curiosities  of  Literature. 
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power  and  boldness  about  this  head,  in  Ane  don- 
trast  with  the  high-bom,  fearless,  chivalrous-looking 
Guise. 

In  the  library  is  the  sjAendid  picture  of  Sofonisba 
Angusciola,  by  herself:  she  is  touching  the  harp- 
sichord, for  like  many  others  of  her  craft,  she  ex- 
celled in  music.  AngeHca  Kaufiman  had  nearly 
been  an  operarsinger.  The  instances  of  great  paint- 
ers being  also  excellent  musicians  are  numerous ; 
SaWator  Rosa  could  have  led  an  orchestra,  and 
Vernet  could  not  exist  without  Pergolesi's  piano. 
But  I  cannot  recollect  an  instance  of  a  great  mu- 
sician by  profession,  who  has  also  been  a  painter : 
the  range  of  faculties  is  generally  more  confined. 

Rembrandt^s  large  picture  of  his  mother,  wbich 
18)  I  think,  the  most  magnificent  specimen  of  tilus 
master  now  in  England,  hangs  over  the  chinmey  in 
the  same  room  with  the  Sofonisba. 

The  last  picture  I  can  distinctly  remember  is  a 
portrait  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  with  all  his  per- 
fections combined  in  their  perfection.  It  is  that  of 
a  beautiful  Frenchwoman,  an  intimate  friend  of  the 
last  Lady  Spencer — with  as  much  intellect,  senti- 
ment, and  depth  of  feeling  as  would  have  furnished 
out  twenty  ordinary  heads;  all  harmony  in  the 
coloring,  all  grace  in  the  drawing. 

Here  then  was  food  for  the  eye  and  for  the  mem- 
ory— ^for  sweet  and  bitter  fancy — for  the  amateur, 
and  for  the  connoisseur — ^for  antiquary,  historian, 
painter,  and  poet.  Well  might  Horace  Walpole 
say  that  the  gallery  at  Althorpe  was  "  endeared  to 
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^hfi  pensive  spectator."  He  tells  us  in  his  letters, 
that  when  here,  (about  seventy  years  since,)  he 
surprised  the  housekeeper  by  "  his  intimate  ac- 
quaintance with  all  the  faces  in  the  gallery."  I  was 
amused  at  the  thought  that  we  caused  a  similar  sur- 
prise in  our  day.  I  hope  his  female  cicerone  was 
as  civil  and  intelligent  as  ours ;  as  worthy  to  be  the 
keeper  of  the  pictorial  treasures  of  Althorpe. 
When  we  lingered  and  hngcred,  spell-bound,  and 
.  apologized  for  making  such  unconscionable  de- 
mands on  her  patience,  she  replied,  "  that  she  was 
flattered ;  that  she  felt  affronted  when  any  visitor 
hurried  through  the  apartments."  Old  Horace 
would  have  been  delighted  with  her ;  and  not  less 
with  the  biblical  enthusiasm  of  a  village  glazier, 
whom  we  found  dusting  the  books  in  the  library, 
and  who  had  such  a  sublime  reverence  for  old  edi- 
tions, unique  copies,  illuminated  MSS,,  and  rare 
bindings,  that  it  was  quite  edifying. 
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[The  following  little  aketoh  was  written  a  few  days  after  th« 
'death  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  and  was  called  forth  by  certain  para> 
graphs  which  appeared  in  the  daily  papers.  A  misapprehenfikm 
oi  tiie  real  character  of  this  resiaikable  w(»nan,  which  I  know  to 
exist  in  the  minds  of  many  who  admired  and  venerated  her  tal- 
ents, has  induced  me  to  enlarge  the  first  very  slight  sketch,  into 
a  more  finished  bnt  still  inadequate  portrait. '  I  have  spared  bo 
pains  to  verify  the  truth  of  my  own  conception  by  testimony  of 
every  kind  that  was  attainable.  I  have  penned  every  word  as  if 
I  had  been  in  that  g^eat  final  court  where  the  thoughts  of  all 
hearts  are  manifested ;  and  those  who  best  knew  the  indlvidnal 
I  have  attempted  to  delineate  bear  witness  to  the  fidelity  of  the 
portrait,  as  &r  as  it  goes.  I  mnst  be  permitted  to  add,  that  in 
this  and  the  succeeding  sketch  I  have  not  only  been  inspired  by 
the  wish  to  do  justice  to  individual  virtue  and  talent, — ^I  wished 
to  impress  and  illttstrate  that  important  truth,  that  a  giltod 
woman  may  pursue  a  public  vocation,  yet  preserve  the  purity  and 
maintain  the  dignity  of  her  sex — that  there  is  no  pr^udice  which 
will  not  shrink  away  before  moral  energy,  and  no  profession 
which  may  not  be  made  compatible  with  the  respect  due  to  ns  afl 
women,  the  cultivation  of  every  feminine  virtue,  and  the  pcao* 
tice  of  every  private  duty.  I  might  here  multiply  examples  and 
exceptions,  and  discuss  causes  and  results ;  bnt  it  is  a  considera- 
tion I  reserve  for  another  opportunity.] 

"  Implora  pace  1  "—She,  who  upon  earth  ndecl 
the  souls  and  senses  of  men,  as  th6  moon  rules  the 
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surge  of  waters ;  the  acknowledged  and  Kege  em- 
press of  all  the  reahns  of  illusion ;  the  crowned 
queen ;  the  throned  muse ;  the  sceptred  shadow 
of  departed  genius,  majesty,  and  beauty, — suppli- 
cates— Peace  I 

What  unhallowed  work  has  been  going  forward 
in  some  of  the  daily  pi^rs  since  this  illustrious 
creature  has  been  laid  in  her  quiet  unostentatious 
grare !  ay,  even  before  her  poor  remains  were 
cold !  What  pains  have  been  taken  to  cater  tri- 
jfling  scandal  for  the  blind,  heartless,  gossip-loving 
vulgar  1  and  to  throw  round  the  memory  of  a 
wosnan,  whose  private  life  was  as  irreproachable 
as  her  public  career  yas  glorious,  some  ridiculous 
or  unamiable  association  which  should  tend  to  un- 
^here  her  firom  her  throne  in  our  imagination,  and 
degrade  from  her  towering  pride  of  place,  the  her- 
oine of  Shakspeare,  and  the  Muse  of  Tragedy  ! 

That  stupid  malignity  which  revels  in  the  mar- 
tyrdom of  fame — which  rejoices  when,  by  some 
approximation  of  the  mean  and  ludicrous  with  the 
beimtiful  and  suUime,  it  can  for  a  moment  bring 
down  the  rainbow-like  glory  in  which  the  fancy 
invests  genius,  to  the  drab-colored  level  of  medi- 
ocrity — ^is  always  hateful  and  contemptible;  but 
is  ^e  present  case  it  is  something  worse ;  it  has  a 
peculiar  degree  of  cowardly  injustice.  ^  If  some  ele- 
gant biographer  inform  us  that  the  same  hand 
which  painted  the  infant  Hercules,  or  Ugolino,  or 
Mrs.  Sheridan,  half  seraph  and  half  saint — could 
dutch  a  ^inea  with  satisfaction^  or  drive  a  bar- 
29 
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gain  with  a  footman ;  if  some  discreet  friend,  fis^q^^ 
the  mere  love  of  truth,  no  doubt,  revest  to  ue  tho 
puerile,  lamentable  frailties  of  that  bright  sjHrit« 
which  poured  itself  forth  in  torrents  of  song  and 
passion :  what  then  ?  'tis  pitiful,  certainly,  wob* 
droua  pitiful ;  but  there  is  no  great  harm  done, — 
no  irremediable  injury  inflicted;  for  there  stimd 
their  works :  the  poet's  inmiortal  ps^e,  the  psunter's 
breathing  canvas  witness  for  them.  *'  Death  ha^ 
had  no  power  yet  upon  their  beauty  " — over  then^ 
scandal  cannot  draw  her  cold  slimy  finger ; — on 
them  calumny  cannot  breathe  her  mildew ;  nor 
envy  wither  them^ ynth  a  blast  from  hell.  There 
they  stand  forever  to  conftit^  injustice,  to  rectify 
error,  to  defy  malice ;  to  sUence,  and  long  outlive 
the  sneer,  the  lie,  the  jest,  the  reproacL  But  ska 
— who  was  of  painters  the  model,  the  wonder,  the 
despair ; — she,  who  realized  in  her  own  presence 
and  person  the  poef  s  divinest  dreams  and  noblest 
creations; — she,  who  has  enriched  our  language 
with  a  new  epithet,  and  made  the  word  Siddonian 
synonymous  with  all  we  can  imagine  of  feminine 
grace  and  grandeur:  she  has  left  nothing  behind 
her,  but  the  memory  of  a  great  name :  she  has  be* 
queathed  it  to  our  reverence,  our  gratitude,  ovas 
charity,  and  our  sympathy ;  and  if  it  is  not  to  be 
sacred,  I  know  not  what  is — cwr  ever  will  be. 

Mrs.  Siddons,  as  an  artist,  presented  a  singular 
example  of  the  union  of  all  the  faculties,  mental 
and  physical,  which  constitute  excellence  in  her 
art,  directed  to  the  end  for  which  they  seemed  cre- 
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a«ed.  In  any  other  situation  or  profession,  some 
cme  or  other  of  her  splendid  gifts  would  have  been 
misplaced  or  dormant.  It  was  her  especial  good 
fortune,  and  not  less  that  of  the  time  in  which  she 
Kred,  that  this  wonderful  combination  of  mental 
powers  and  external  graces,  was  fully  and  com- 
pletely developed  by  tiie  circumstances  in  which 
she  was  placed.*  "With  the  most  commanding 
beauty  of  face  and  form,  and  varied  grace  of  ac- 
tion ;  with  the  most  noble  combination  of  features, 
and  extensive  capability  of  expression  in  each  of 
them ;  with  an  unequalled  genius  for  her  art,  the 
utmost  patience  in  study,  and  the  strongest  ardour 
of  feeling ;  there  was  not  a  passion  which  sh'e  could 
not  delineate ;  not  the  nicest  shade,  not  the  most 
delicate  modification  of  passion,  which  she  could 
not  seize  with  philosc^hical  accuracy,  and  render 
with  such  immediate  force  of  nature  and  truth,  as 
well  as  precision,  that  what  was  the  result  of  pro- 
found study  and  unwearied  practice,  appeared  like 
sudden  inspiration.  There  was  no^  a  height  of 
grandeur  to  which  she  could  not  soar,  nor  a  darkr 
ness  of  misery  to  which  she  could  not  descend : 
not  a  chord  of  feeling,  from  the  sternest  to  the 
most  delicate,  which  she  could  not  cause  to  vibrate 
at  her  will.  She  had  reached  that  point  of  perfec- 
tion in  art,  where  it  ceases  to  be  art,  and  becomes 
a  second  nature.    She  had  studied  most  profoundly 

*  Some  of  the  sentences  which  follow  (marked  by  inyerted  com- 
mas) are  taken  firom  a  portrait  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  dated  1812,  and 
attributed  to  Sir  Walter  Scott. 
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the  powers  and  capabilitaes  of  language ;  so  tbat 
the  most  criiscal  sagacity  conld  not  have  suggested 
a  delicacy  of  emphasis,  by  which  the  meaning  of 
the  author  might  be  more  distinctly  conveyed,  or  a 
shade  of  intonation  by  which  the  sentipent  could 
be  more  fully  or  more  fatthMly  expressed.  While 
other  performers  of  the  past  or  present  time  have 
made  approaches  to  excellence,' or  attained  it  now 
and  then,  Mrs.  Siddons  al(me  was  pronounced 
faultless ;  and,  in  her^  the  last  generation  witnessed 
what  we  shall  not  see  in  ours ; — ^ne,  nor  our  chil- 
dren afber  us; — ^diat  amazing  union  of  splendid 
intellectual  powers,  with  unequalled  chioms  of  per^ 
son,  which,  in  the  tragic  department  of  her  art, 
realized  the  idea  of  perCection.'* 

Such  was  the  magnificent  portrait  drawn  of  Mrs. 
Siddons  twenty  years  ago ;  and  it  will  be  admitted 
by  those  who  remember  her,  and  must  be  believed 
by  those  who  do  not,  that  in  this  case,  eulogy  could 
not  wander  into  exaggeration,  nor  enthusiasm  be 
exalted  beyoni  the  bounds  of  truth. 

I  have  heard  people  most  unreasonably  surprised 
or  displeased,  because  this  exceeding  dignity  of  de- 
meanor was  not  confined  to  the  stage,  but  was 
carried  into  private  life.  Had  it  been  merely  con^ 
ventional, — a  thing  put  on  and  put  off, — it  might 
have  been  so ;  but  the  grandeur  of  her  mind,  and 
the  light  of  her  glorious  beauty,  were  not  as  a  dia- 
dem and  robe  for  state  occasions  only ;  hers  was  not 
only  dignity  of  manner  and  person,  it  was  moral 
and  innate,  and,  I  may  add,  hereditary.    Mrs.  Si* . 
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dons,  with  all  her  graces  <£  form  aiid  feature,  her 
9>^gniicence  of  deportment,  her  deep-toned,  meas- 
ured voice,  and  impressive  enunciation,  was  in 
reality  a  softened  reflection  of  her  more  stem, 
stately,  majestic  mother,  whose  genuine  loftiness  of 
^irit  and  of  bearing,  whose  rare  beauty,  and  im- 
pious despotism  of  character,  have  often  been 
described  to  me  as  absolutely  awful, — even  her 
children  troubled  in  her  presence. 

"  All  the  Eembles,''  said  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence, 
'^  have  historical  faces ; "  and  for  several  genera- 
tions their  minds  seem  to  have  been  cast  in  a  poet- 
ical mould.  It  has,  however,  been  disputed, 
whether  Mrs.  Siddons  possessed  genius.  Whether 
genius  be  exclusively  defined  as  the  creative  and 
inventive  faculty  of  the  soul,  or  taken,  in  its  usual 
accept^on,  as  "  a  mind  of  large  general  faculties, 
accidentally  determined  to  some  particular  direc- 
tion,'' I  think  she  did  possess  it  in  both  senses. 
The  grand  characteristic  of  her  mind  was  power, 
but  it  was  power  of  a  very  peciiliar  kind :  it 
was  slowly  roused — ^slowly  developed — not  easily 
moved ;  her  perceptions  were  not  rapid,  nor  her 
sensations  quick  ;  she  required  time  for  every 
thing, — ^time  to  think,  time  to  comprehend,  time  to 
q)eak.  There  was  nothing  superficial  about  her ; 
no  vivacity  of  manner ;  to  petty  gossip  she  would 
not  descend,  and  evil-speaking  she  abhorred; 
she  cared  not  to  shine  in  general  conversation. 
Like  some  majestic  ^^  Argosie,"  bearing  freight  of 
precious  metal,  she  was  »-ground  and  cumbrous 
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and  motionless  among  the  shallows  of  commoa  Jife; 
but  set  her  upon  the  deep  waters  of  poetry  an^ 
passion — i^re  was  her'  element — there  was  bei 
reign.  Aak  her  an  opinion,  she  could  not  give  tl 
you  till  she  had  looked  on  the  subject,  and  consid; 
ered  .it  on  every  side,— then  you  might  trust  to  il 
without  appeal.  Her  powers,  though  not  eaa!ty 
put  in  motion,  were  directed  by  an  incredible 
energy ;  her  mind,  when  called  to  action,  seemed 
to  rear  itself  up  like  a  great  wave  of  the  sea,  ao4 
roll  forwards  with  an  irresistible  force.  Thisppch 
digious  intellectual  power  was  one  of  her  chief 
characteristics.  Another  was  tnUh^  which  in  ^ 
human  mind  is  generally  allied  with  power.  It  is, 
I  think,  a  mistaken  idea^  tliat  habits  of  impersona- 
tion on  the  stage  tend  to  impair  the  abceri^  etr 
the  individuality  of  a  character.  If  any  kjuiy  ie 
done  in  this  way,  it  is  by  the  continual  and  strong 
excitement  of  the  vanity,  the  d^endence  on  ap- 
plause, which  in  time  may  certainly  corrode  away 
the  integrity  of  the  manner,  if  not  of  the  mind.  It 
is  difficult  for  an  admired  actress  not  to  be  vain, 
and  difficult  for  a  very  vain  person  to  be  quite  jja- 
affected,  on  or  off  the  stage ;  it  is,  however,  certam 
that  some  oi  the  truest,  most  natural  persmis  I  errer 
met  with  in  my  life,  were  actresses.  In  the  char- 
acter of -Mrs.  Siddons,  truth,  and  a  reverence  for 
truth,  were  commensurate  with  her  vast  power: 
Heaven  is  not&rther  removed  from  earth  than  she 
was  from  &lsehood.  Allied  to  this  conscientioQS 
turn  was  her  love  of  order.     She  was  ^(stpemsfy 
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punct»«d  in  aU  her  arrangements ;  methodical  and 
6xact  in  every  thing  she  did ;  circmnstantial  and 
ftecurate  in  all  she  said.  In  little  and  in  great 
things,  in  the  very  texture  and  constitution  of  her 
mind,  she  was  integrity  itself :  "  It  was,"  (said  one 
5f  her  most  intimate  friends,)  **  a  mind  far  above 
the  average  standard,  not  only  in  ability,  but  i^ 
moral  and  religious  qualities;  that  these  should 
liafv^  exhausted  themselves  in  the  world  of  fiction, 
mAy  be  regretted  in  reference  to  her  individual 
happiness,  but^she  certainly  exercised,  during  her 
reign,  a  most  powerftil  moral  influence : — ^she  ex- 
cited the  nobler  feelings  and  higher  faculties  of 
^very  mind  which  came  in  contact  with  her  own. 
I  speak  with  the  deepest  sense  of  personal  obliga- 
tion :  it  was  at  a  very  early  age  that  she  repeated 
-to  me,  in  a  manner  and  tone  which  left  an  indeli- 
ble impression, 

*  Sincerity, 
Thou  first  of  virtues !  let  no  mortal  leave 
Thy  onward  path,'  &c. 

and  I  never  knew  her  to  omit  an  opportunity  of 
^making  her  fine  genius  minister  to  piety  and  virtue." 
ililow  what  are  the  bravos  of  a  whc4e  theatre, 

"  When  all  the  thunder  of  the  pit  ascends," 

compared  to  such  praise  as  this  ? 

"  Her  mind "  (again  I  am  enabled  to  give  the 
very  words  of  one  who  knew  her  well)  "  was  a 
petfect  mirror  of  the  sublime  and  beautify ;  like 
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a  lake  that  reflected  gdIj  ^  heayens  abovd,  or 
the  summits  of  the  mountsuns  around;  nothing 
below  a  certain  level  could  appear  in  it.  The 
ideal  was  her  vital  air.  She  breathed  with  diffi-* 
culty  in  the  atmosphere  of  this  *  working^ay 
world/  and  withdrew  from  it  as  much  as  posaibte. 
Hence  her  moral  principles  were  seldom  brought 
to  bear  upon  the  actual  and  ordinary  conoeros  of 
li^.  She  was  rather  the  associate  of  '  the  m^aty 
dead/  than  the  fellowfcreaiture  (^  the  liviz^.  To 
the  latter  she  was  known  chiefly  trough  others, 
and  often  through  those  who  were  incapable  of  re* 
flectii^  her  qualities  faithfiiUy,  though  impressed 
with  the  utmost  veneratiou  for  her  'geniiis.  ^ 
their  very  anxiety  for  what  they  conridered  her 
interests,  (and  of  her  worldly  iatere9tB  she  toc^  tu^ 
charge^)  they  would  in  her  name  authorize  pru* 
dential  arrangements,  which  gave  rise  to  the  sus- 
picion of  covetousness,  whilst  she  was  sitting  rapt 
in  heavenly  contemplation.  Had  she  given  h^r 
mind  to  the  consideration  and  investigation  of 
relative  claims,  she  might  on  some  occasions  have 
acted  differently — or,  rather,  she  would  have  acted 
where  in  f&ct  others  only  acted:  for  never,  as  i 
have  reason  to  believe,  was  a  ease  of  distress  prt* 
sented  to  her  without  her  being  ready  to  give  even 
till  her  *  hand  lacked  means.'  Many  of  the  poor 
in  her  neighborhood  were  pensioned  by  her. 

^^  She  was  credulous — simple — ^to  an  extraor- 
dinary degree.  Profession  had,  therefore,  to<>  much 
weight  with  her.     SJiie  was  accustomed  to 
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figstoHans  o£  the  sentiments  she  excited,  and  in 
seeking  the  demonstration  sometimes  overiooked 
the  silent  reality ; — ^this  was  a  consequence  of  her 
prQfe^sion. 

^^  She  was  not  only  exact  in  the  performance  of 
her  religious  duties ;  her  religion  was  a  pervading 
se^timetit,  influencing  her  to  the  strictest  obsei^ 
vance  of  truth  and  charity— I  mean  charity  in 
judging  oliiers:  the  very  active  and  excursive 
benevolence  which 

*  SeeJcs  the  duty,  nay,  prevents  the  need,' 

would  have  been  incompatible  with  her  toilsome 
engrossing  avocations  and  with  the  viraonary  ten- 
dencies of  her  character.  But  Ihe  visionary  has 
hi£i  own  sphere  of  action,  and  can  often  touch  the 
master-springs  of  other  minds,  so  as  to  gjve  the 
first  impulse  to  the  good  deeds  flowing  from  them. 
There  are  some  who  can  trace  back  to  the  sympar 
thies  which  Mrs.  Siddons  awakened,  their  devoted- 
ness  to  the  cause  of  the  sufiering  and  oppressed. 
Fai^ifully  did  she  perform  the  part  in  life  which 
she  believed  allotted  to  her;  and  who  may  pre- 
sume to  judge  that  she  did  not  choose  the  better 
part?" 

The  idea  that  she  was  a  cold  woman  is  emi- 
nently false.  Her  afiections,  like  her  intellectuaf 
powers,  were  slow,  but  tenacious ;  they  enveloped 
in  folds,  strong  as  fl^h  and  blood,  those  whom  she 
had  found  worthy  and  taken  to  her  heart ;  and  her 
hap(uness  was  more  entwined  with  them  than  those 
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-who  knew  her  only  in  her  professional  ahsarmHi^ 
could  have  supposed ;  she  would  return  hoihe  ^roiA 
the  theatre,  every  nerve  thrilling  with  the  6iictl€M 
ment  of  sympathy,  and  applause,  and  admiratioiy, 
and  a  cold  look  or  word  from  her  hufband  has  sent 
her  to  bed  in  tears.  She  had  that  sure  indication 
of  a  good  heart  and  a  fine  mind,  an  exceeding  lov6 
for  children,  and  a  power  to  attract  and  amtide 
them.  It  was  remarked  that  her  voice  alwviya 
softened  in  addressing  a  child.  I  remember  k 
letter  of  hers  relative  to  a  young  mother  and  h^t 
infant,  in  which,  among  other  tender  and  playM 
things,  she  says,  "  I  wonder  whether  Lady  N —  is 
as  good  a  talker  of  baby-nonsense  as  I  flatter  iiiy=* 
self  /  am !  **  A  lady  who  was  intimate  wTifli  her, 
happening  to  enter  her  bedroom  early  one  mofn^ 
ing,  found  her  with  two  of  her  little  grandchildr^h 
romping  on  her  bed,  and  playing  with  the  tresses 
of  her  long  dark  hair,  which  she  had  let  down  fb^ 
their  amusement.  Her  own  children  adored  her; 
her  surviving  fnends  refer  to  her  with  tenderness^ 
with  gratitude,  even  with  tears.  I  speak  here  of 
what  I  know.  I  have  seldom  been  more  touched 
to  the  heart  than  by  the  perusal  of  some  of  her 
most  private  letters  and  notes,  which  fbr  tencfet^ 
ness  of  sentiment,  genuine  feeling,  and  simple  yei 
forcible    expression,    could    not   be    surpiii8sed.f 

*  I  am  permitted  to  giTe  the  Mlowing  Uttle  eztimot  m  ftirthet 
UloBtnting  that  tenderness  of  natoie  which  I  hate  only  tooched 

upon.    "  I  owe a  letter,  but  I  don't  know  how  it  ii^ 

now  that  I  am  arrtred  at  that  time  of  life  when  I  snppoMri 
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Aftireaft  though  she  was,  she  had  no  idea  of  doing 
any  thing  for  the  sake  of  appearances,  or  of  court- 
ing popularity  by  any  means  but  excellence  in  her 
art.  She  loved  the  elegances  and  refinements  of 
Jife — enjoyed,  and  freely  shared  what  she  had 
tcnled  to  obtain — and  in  the  earlier  part  of  her 
career  was  the  frequent  victim  of  her  own  kind 
and  careless  nature.  She  has  been  known  to  give 
generously,  nobly, — ^to  sympathize  warmly;  but 
did  she  deny  to  greedy  selfishness  or  spendthrift 
vanity  the  twentieth  demand  on  her  purse  or  her 
benevolence?  Was  she,  while  absorbed  in  her 
poetical,  ideal  existence,  the  dupe  of  exterior 
shows  in  judging  of  character  ?  Or  did  she,  from 
to4al  Ignorance  of,  or  indifference  to,  the  common- 
place prejudices,  or  customary  forms  of  society, 
unconsciously  wound  the  amour-propre  of  some 
shallow  flatterer  or  critic, — or  by  bringing  the 
gravity  and  glory  of  her  histrionic  impersonations 
into  the  frivolities  and  hard  realities  of  this  our 
world,  render  herself  obnoxious  to  vulgar  ridicule  ? 
^-^en  was  she  made  to  feel  what  it  is  to  live  in 


Bturnld  be  able  to  sit  down  and  indulge  my  natural  indolence,  I 
Hud  the  bnsinesfl  of  it  thickens  and  increases  around  me ;  and  I 
am  now  as  much  occupied  about  the  a£Eurs  of  others  as  I  have 
been  about  my  own.  I  am  just  now  expecting  my  son  (George's 
Cw6  babies  from  India.  The  ship  which  took  them  from  their 
parents,  I  thank  hearen,  is  safely  arrived:  Oh!  that  they  could 
kmtno  it  J  For  the  present  I  riiall  have  them  near  me.  There 
is  a  schocd  between  my  little  hut  and  the  church,  where  they 
will  have  delicious  atr,  and  I  shall  be  able  to  see  the  poor  dears 
OTwrjr  day." 
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the  public  eye;  then  flew  round  llie  ma^gasitt 
slander,  the  vengeful  lie,  tlie  base  sneer,  the  im^ 
pertinent  misinterpretation  of  what  few  eoold 
understand  and  fewer  feel !  Reach  her  these  libeh 
could  not — ^but  sometimes  they  reached  those  whose 
affectionate  reverence  fenced  her  round  firom  Hie 
rude  contact  of  real  life.  In  some  things  Mrs. 
Siddons  was  like  a  child.  I  have  heard  anecdotes 
of  her  extreme  ^mplicity,  which  by  the  f<»ee  of 
contrast  made  me  smile — at  them,  not  at  her :  who 
could  have  laughed  at  Mrs.  IS^ddons  ?  I  should 
as  soon  have  thought  of  laughing  at  the  Delphle 
Sibyl. 

As  an  artist,  her  genius  appears  to  have  been 
slowly  developed.  She  did  not,  as  it  has  been 
said  of  her  niece,  *^  spring  at  once  into  the  chair 
of  the  tragic  muse  ;"  but  toiled  her  way  up  to  glory 
and  excellence  in  her  profession,  through  length 
of  time,  difficulties,  and  obstacles  innumeraUe. 
She  was  exclusively  professional ;  and  all  her  at- 
tainments, and  all  her  powers,  seem  to  have  been 
directed  to  one  end  and  aim.  Tet  I  suppose  no 
one  would  have  said  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  that  she  was 
a  " mere  actress"  as  it  was  usually  s««d  of  Garriok, 
that  he»was  a  "  mere  player  ;  " — the  most  admiraMe 
and  versatile  actor  that  ever  exkted ;  but  still  tlte 
mere  player ; — ^nothing  more — nothing  better.  He 
does  not  appear  to  have  had  a  tincture  of  that  high 
gentlemanly  feeling,  that  native  elevation  of  char- 
acter, and  general  literary  taste  which  strike  us  in 
John  Kemble  and  his  brother  Charles;  nor  any 
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flihig  df  the  splendid  imagination,  the  enthusiasm 
oi  art^  the  personal  grace  and  grandeur,  which 
threw  such  a  glory  around  Mrs.  Siddons.  Of  John 
Kemble  it  might  be  said,*  as  Dryden  said  of  Harte 
in  his  time,  that  "kings  and  princes  might  have 
ee«ne  to  him,  and  taken  lessons  how  to  comport 
themselves  with  dignity."  And  with  the  noble 
presence  of  Mrs.  Siddons  we  associated,  in  public 
and  in  private,  something  absolutely  awful.  We 
were  accustOTtted  to  bring  her  befca^  our  fancy  as 
<me  habitually  elevated  above  the  sphere  of  familiar 


"  Attired  in  all  the  majesty  of  art- 
Crowned  with  the  rich  traditions  of  a  soul 
That  hates  to  have  her  dignity  profan'd 
r     *       By  any  relish  of  an  earthly  thought.*'  t 

Who  was  it  ? — (I  think  Northcote  the  painter,) 
who  said  he  had  seen  a  group  of  young  ladies  of 
rank)  Lady  Fannys  and  Lady  Marys,  peeping 
throt^h  the  half-K)pen  door  of  a  room  where  Mrs. 
Sidd(m»  was  sitting,  with  the  same  timidity  and 
curiosity  as  if  it  had  been  some  preternatural  being, 
— much  more  than  if  it  had  been  the  queen :  which 
I  .can  easily  believe.  I  remember  that  the  first 
time  I  found  myself  in  the  same  room  with  Mrs. 
Si4doQ8,  (I  was  then  about  twenty,)  I  gazed  on  her 
90  I  should  have  gazed  at  one  of  the  Egyptian 

*  I  belieye  it  fuu  been  said;  but,  like  Madlle.  de  Montpensier, 
my  imagixiatioii  and  my  memory  are  sometimes  confounded, 
t  Ben  Jonson. 


d  by  Google 


462  MRS.   BIDDOKS. 

pyramids — ^nay,  with  a  deeper  awe,  for  wliat  & 
material  and  physical  immensity,  compared  witii 
moral  and  poetical  grandeur  ?  I  was  struck  with 
a  sensation  which  made  my  heart  pause,  and  ren* 
dered  me  dumb  for  some  minutes ;  and  when  I  was 
led  into  conversation  with  her,  my  first  words  came 
faltering  and  thick, — ^which  never  certainly  would 
have  been  the  case  in  presence  of  tJie  autocratrix 
of  all  the  Russias.  The  greatest,  the  noblest  in  the 
land  approached  her  with  a  deference  not  unimn^ 
gled  with  a  shade  c^  embarrassmait,  whale  she  stood 
in  regal  guise  majestic,  with  the  air  of  one  who  be- 
stowed and  never  received  honor.*  Nor  was  this 
feeling  of  her  power,  which  was  derived,  partly 
from  her  own  peculiar  dignity  of  deportment,  pai^fly 
from  her  association  with  all  that  was  grand,  poeti* 
cal,  terrible,  confined  to  those  who  could  appreciate 
the  full  measure  of  her  endowments.  Every  mem- 
ber of  that  public,  whose  idol  she  was,  &om  die 
greatest  down  to  l^e  meanest,  felt  it  more  or  less. 
Lknew  a  poor  woman  who  once  went  to  the  house 
of  Mrs.  Siddons  to  be  paid  by  her  daughter  for 
some  embrmdery.  Mrs.  Siddons  happened  to  be  i& 
the  room,  and  the  woman  perceiving  who  it  was, 
was  so  overpowered,  l^at  she  could  not  count  her 
money,  and  scarcely  dared  to  draw  her  brea^n' 
"  And  when  I  went  away,  ma'am,"  added  she,  in 
describing  her  own  sensations,  <^I  walked  all  die 
way  down  the  street,  fbeling  myself  a  great  deal 

*  George  the  Fourth,  after  conversing  with  her,  said  with  Wk" 
phasis,  "  She  is  the  only  reai  queen !  " 
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taller/*  Hiis  was  the  same  unconscious  feeling  of 
tj^e  sublime,-  which  made  Bouchardon  say  that, 
aftei*  reading  the  Iliad,  he  fancied  himself  seven 
feet  high. 

She  modelled  very  beautifully,  and  in  this  talent, 
which  was  in  a  manner  intuitiye,  she  displayed  a 
creative  as  well  as  an  imitative  power.  Might  we 
not  say  that  in  the  peculiar  character  of  her  genius 
— inlte  combination  of  the  very  real  with  the  very 
ideal,  of  the  demonstrative  and  the  visionary,  of 
vastness  and  symmetry,  of  the  massive  material  and 
the  grand  unearthly  forms  into  which  it  shaped  it- 
self—there was  something  analogous  to  sculpture  ? 
At  all  events,  it  is  the  opinion  of  many  who  knew 
her,  that  if  she  had  not  been  a  great  actress  she 
would  >have  devoted  herself  to  sculpture.  She  was 
never  so  happy  as  when  occupied  with  her  model- 
ling tools ;  she  would  stand  at  her  work  eight  hours 
together,  scarcely  turning  her  head.  Music  she 
passionately  loved  :>  in  her  younger  days  her  voice 
in  singing  was  exquisitely  sweet  and  flexible.  She 
would  sometimes  compose  verses,  and  sing  them  to 
an  extemporaneous  air ;  but  I  believe  she  did  not 
perform  on  any  instrument 

To  complete  this  sketch  I  shall  add  an  outline  of 
her  professional  life. 

Mrs.  Siddons  was  bom  in  1755.  She  might  be 
said,  ^dmost  without  metaphor,  to  have  been  "  born 
on  tie  stage."  All  the  family,  I  believe,  for  two  or 
three  generations,  had  been  players.  In  her  early 
life  she  endured  many  vicissitudes,  and  was  ac- 
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quainted  with  misery  and  hardship  in  many  T<e|ptd- 
gire  forms.  On  this  suljecft  she  had  none  of  the 
pride  of  a  little  mind ;  but  allnded  to  her  former 
situation  with  perfect  simplicity.  The  description 
in  Mrs.  Inchbald's  Memoirs  of  '*  Mn^:  Siddons  amg- 
ing  and  mending  her  diildren's  clothes/'  is  &om 
the  life,  and  charming  as  well  as  touching,  when  we 
consider  her  peculiar  character  and  her  suj^s^nent 
destinies.  She  was  in  her  twenty-first  year^hen 
she  made  her  first  attempt  in  Londcm,  (for  it  was 
but  an  attempt,)  in  the  character  of  Portia.  She 
also  a^peio^  as  Lady  Anne  in  Richard  lU.  and 
in  comedy  as  Mrs.  Strickland  to  Garrick's  Ranger, 
^e  was  not  successful:  Q«rrick  is  said  to  have 
been  jealous  of  her  ri^ng  powers :  the  public  did 
not  discover  in  her  the  future  tragic  muse,  and  fer 
herself—^  She  felt  that  she  was  greater  than  ^ 
knew."  She  returned  to  her  provincial  career; 
she  spent  seven  years  in  patient  study,  in  reflec- 
tion, in  contemplation,  and  in  mastering  the  practi- 
cal part  oi  her  profession ;  and  then  she  retnmed 
at  the  age  of  twenty-eight,  and  burst  upon  tlie 
world  in  the  prime  of  her  beauty  and  transcendent 
powers,  with  all  the  attributes  of  confirmed  and  ae- 
knowledged  excellence. 

It  appears  that,  in  her  first  season,  she  did  not 
play  one  of  Shakspeare's  characters ;  she  performed 
Lutbella,  Enphrada,  Jane  Shore,  Ct^ista,  and  ZanL 
In  a  visit  she  paid  to  Dr.  Johnson,  at  the  condn- 
sion  of  the  season,  she  informed  him  that  it  was  her 
intention,  the  following  year^  to  bring  out  some  of 
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Shakspeare's  hercuaes,  particularly  Katherine  of 
Arragou,  to  which  she  then  gave  the  preference  as 
a  character.  Dr.  Johnson  agreed  with  her,  and 
added  that,  when  she  played  Katherine,  he  would 
hobble  to  the  theatre  hidteelf  to  see  her ;  but  he 
did  not  live  to  pay  her  this  tribute  ci  admiration. 
He,  however,  paid  her  another  not  less  valuable : 
describing  his  visitor  after  her  departure,  he  said, 
<^  she  1^  nothing  behind  her  to  be  censured  or  de- 
spised ;  ndther  praise  nor  money,  those  two  power- 
M  corrupters  of  mankind,  seem  to  have  depraved 
her."  *  In  this  interview  she  seems  to  have  pleased 
the  old  critic  and  moralist,  who  was  also  a  severe 
and  acute  judge  of  human  nature,  and  not  inclined 
to  judge  favorably  of  actresses,  by  the  union  of 
modesty  with  native  dignity  which  at  all  times  dis- 
tinguished her ; — a  rare  union !  and  most  delightful 
in  those  who  are  the  olyects  of  the  public  gaze, 
and  when  the  popular  enthusiasm  is  still  in  all  its 
first  intoxicating  efifervescence. 

The  first  c£.  Shakspeare's  characters  which  Mrs. 
Siddons  performed  was  Isabella,  in  Measure  for 
Measure,  (1784,)  and  the  next  Constance.  In  the 
game  year  Sir.  Joshua  painted  her  as  the  tragic 
Muse.f  With  what  a  deep  interest  shall  we  now 
visit  this  her  true  apotheosis, — now  that  k  has  re- 
ceived its  last  consecration  1  The  rest  of  Shak- 
gpeare's  characters  followed  in  this  order:  Lady 

•  In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Thrale. 

t  Jml  the  QzoSTeiior  gallery.    Therein  a  duplicate  of  thla  pio- 
tme  in  the  Dulwieh  gallexy. 
80 
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Macbeth  in  1785,  and,  soon  afterwards,  as  i£-hf 
way  of  contrast,  Desdemona,  Ophelia,  Eost^ikd> 
In  1786  she  played  Imogen;  in  1788  Eathenna 
of  Arragon;  and,  in  1789,  Volumnia;  and  in  tb^ 
same  season  she  playech  Juliet,  being  then  in  her 
thirty-fifth  year, — too  old  for  Juliet ;  nor  did  thir 
ever  become  one  of  her  popular  parts ;  she  left  if 
to  her  niece  to  identify,  herself  forever  with  the 
poetry  and  sensibility,  the  youthftd  grace  and  fervid 
passion  of  Shakspeare's  Juliet;  and  we  have  as 
little  chance  of  ever  seeing  such  another  Juliet  as 
Fanny  Eemble,  as  of  ever  seeing  such  another 
Lady  Macbeth  as  her  magnificent  aunt. 

A  good  critic,  who  was  also  a  great  admirer  ei 
Mrs.  Siddons,  asserts  that  there  must  be  somethii^r 
in  acting  which  levels  all  poetical  distinctions,  mnce 
people  tsJked  in  the  same  breath  of  her  Lady  Mao^ 
beth  and  Mrs.  Beverley  as  being  equally  "fine 
pieces  of  acting."  I  think  he  is  mistaken.  No 
one — no  one  at  least  but  the  most  vulgar  part  of 
her  .audience— ever  equalized  these  two  characters^ 
even  as  pieces  of  acting ;  or  imagined  for  a  moment 
that  the  same  degree  of  talent  which  sufficed  to 
represent  Mrs.  Beverley  could  have  grasped  the 
towering  grandeur  of  such  a  character  as  Lady 
Macbeth ; — dived  into  its  profound  and  gloomy 
depths — seized  and  reiftected  its  wonderful  grada- 
tions— displayed  its  magnificence—- developed  itfr 
beauties,  and  revealed  its  terrors :  no  such  thin^ 
She  might  have  drawn  more  tears  in  Isabella  than 
in  Constance-^^rown  more  young  ladies  into  iyjK 

Digitized  by  Google 


MRS.    S1DD0N8.  467 

terics  in  Belvidera  than  in  Katherine  of  Arragon ; 
bat  all  with  whom  I  have  conversed  on  the  subject 
©t"  Mrs.  Siddons,  are  agreed  in  this ; — that  her  finest 
characters,  as  pieces  of  art,  were  those  which  af- 
forded the  fullest  scope  for  her  powers,  and  con- 
tained in  themselves  the  largest  materials  in  poetry, 
grandeur,  and  passion  :  consequently,  that  her 
Constance,  Katherine  of  Arragon,  Volumnia,  Her- 
imone,  and  Lady  Macbeth  stood  preeminent.  In 
j^aying  Jane  de  Montfort,  in  Joanna  Baillie's 
tragedy,  her  audience  almost  lost  the  sense  of  im- 
personation in  the  feeling  of  identity.  She  was 
Jane  de  Montfort — ^the  actress,  the  woman,  the 
character,  blended  into  each  other.  It  is  a  mistaken 
idea  that  she  herself  preferred  the  part  of  Aspasia 
(in  Rowe's  Bajazet)  to  any  of  these  grand  imper- 
sonations. She  spoke  of  it  as  one  in  which  she  had 
produced  the  most  extraordinary  effect  on  the 
nerves  of  her  audience ;  and  this  is  true.  "  I  rec- 
ollect," said  a  gentleman  to  me,  "  being  present  at 
one  of  the  last  representations  of  Bajazet :  and  at 
the  moment  when  the  order  is  given  to  strangle 
Moneses,  while  Aspasia  stands  inmiovable  in  front 
of  the  stage,  I  turned  my  head,  unable  to  endure 
Q>ore,  and  to  my  amazement  I  beheld  the  whole  pit 
staring  ghastly,  with  upward  faces,  dilated  eyes, 
and  mouths  wide  open — gasping — fascinated.  Nor 
shall  I  ever  forget  the  strange  effect  produced  by 
that  sea  of  human  faces,  all  fixed  in  one  simulta- 
neous expression  of  stony  horror.  It  realized  for  a 
moment  the  fabled  power  of  the  Medusa — ^it  was- 
terrible ! " 
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Of  all  her  ^-eat  cliaracters,  hord  ByroQi  I.  be- 
lieve, preferred  Constance,  to  whiek  she  gave  tiie 
preference  herself,  and  esteemed  it  the  most  diffi- 
cult and  the  most  finished  of  all  her  impersoiiatioiis ; 
but  the  general  opinion  stamps  her  Lady  Macbeth 
as  the  grandest  effcH*t  of  her  art;  and  therefore,  as 
she  was  the  first  in  her  art,  as  the  ne  plus  vUra  <£ 
acting.  This  at  least  was  the  opinion  of  one  wbo 
admired  her  witji  all  the  fervor  of  a  kindred  geniis, 
and  could  lavish  on  her  praise  of  such  "  rich  words 
composed  as  made  the  gift  more  street '^  (^  her 
Lady  Macbeth,  he  says,  ^^  nothing  could  have  been 
imagined  grander, — it  was  something  above  nature ; 
it  seemed  almost  as  if  a  being  of  a  superior  order 
had  dropped  from  a  higher  sphere  to  awe  the  w&M 
with  the  majesty  oi  her  appearance.  Power  was 
seated  on  her  brow,  passion  emanated  from  her 
breast  as  from  a  shrine.  In  coming  on  in  the  sleep- 
ing Scene,  her  eyes  were  open,  but  their  sense  was 
shut ;  she  was  like  a  person  bewildered :  her  lips 
moved  invcduntarily ;  all  her  gestures  seeoud 
mechanical — she  ^ded  on  and  off  the  stage  like 
an  apparition.  To  have  seen  her  in  that  character 
was  an  event  in  every  (me's  life  never  to  be  for- 
gotten." 

By  profound  and  incessant  study  she  had  brought 
her  conception  and  representation  of  this  character 
to  such  a  pitch  of  perfection  that  the  imaginatioa 
could  conceive  of  nothing  more  magnificent  or 
more  finished ;  and  yet  she  has  been  heard  to  say, 
after  playing  it  for  thirty  yeas^  that  she  never 
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read  orer  the  part  without  discovering  in  it  some- 
thing new ;  nor  ever  went  on  the  stage  to  perform 
Jt,  without  spending  the  whole  morning  in  studying 
and  meditating  it,  Hne  by  line,  as  intently  as  if 
she  were  about  to  act  it  for  the  first  time.  In  this 
character  she  bid  farewell  to  her  profession  and  the 
public,  (June  29th,  1812.)  The  audience,  on  this 
occasion,  paid  her  a  singular  and  touching  tribute 
of  respect.  On  her  going  off  in  the  sleeping  scene, 
they  c(»Dmanded  the  curtain  to  fall,  and  would  not 
8off&p  the  play  to  proceed.  * 

The  idea  that  Mrs.  Siddons  was  quite  unmoved 
by  the  emotions  she  portrayed — ^the  sorrows  and 
tlie  passions  she  embodied  with  such  inimitable 
skill  and  truth,  is  altogether  false.  Fine  acting 
may  accidentally  be  mere  impulse ;  it  never  can  be 
wholly  mechanical.  To  a  late  period  of  her  life 
she  continued  to  be  strongly,  sometimes  painfully, 
excited  by  her  own  acting  ;  the  part  of  Constance 
always  affected  her  powerfully — she  invariably  left 
the  stage,  her  face  streaming  with  tears ;  and  after 
playing  Lady  Macbeth,  she  could  not  sleep :  even 


*  She  afterwards  played  Lady  Randolph  tor  Mr.  Charles  Kem- 
ble's  benefit,  and  performed  Lady  Macbeth  at  the  request  of  the 
Princess  Charlotte  in  1816.  This  was  her  final  appearance.  She 
was  then  sixty-one,  and  her  powers  unabated.  I  recollect  a 
characteristic  passage  in  one  of  her  letters  relating  to  this  cir- 
cumstance :  she  says,  **  The  princess  honored  me  with  several 
graeiovs  (not  grateful)  nods ;  but  the  newspapers  gare  me  credit 
for  much  more  sensUrility  than  I  either  felt  or  displayed  on  th« 
occasion.  I  was  by  no  means  so  much  overtohelmed  by  her  Royal 
Highness's  kindness,  as  they  were  pleased  to  represent  me." 
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after  reading  the  play  of  Macbeth  a  feverish,  wake- 
ful night  was  generally  the  consequence. 

I  am  not  old  enough  to  remember  Mrs.  SiddonaJ 
in  her  best  days  ;  but,  judging  from  my  own  recol- 
lections, I  should  say  that,  to  hear  her  read  one  of. 
Shakspeare's  plays,  was  a  higher,  a  more  complete 
gratification,  and  a  more  astonishing  display  of  her 
powers,  than  her  performance  of  any  single  char- 
acter. On  the  stage  she  was  the  perfect  actress ; 
when  she  was  reading  Shakspeare,  her  profound 
enthusiastic  admiration  of  the  poet,  and  deep  in- 
sight into  his  most  hidden  beauties,  made  her  ahnost 
a  poetess,  or  at  least,  like  a  priestess,  full  of  the 
god  of  her  idolatry.  Her  whole  soul  looked  out 
from  her  regal  brow  and  effulgent  eyes ;  anjd  theqt 
h^r  countenance ! — the  inconceivable  flexibility 
and  musical  intonations  of  her  voice  !  there  was  no 
got-up  illusion  here :  no  scenes — no  trickery  of  the 
stage  ;  there  needed  no  sceptred  pall — no  sweeping 
train,  nor  any  of  the  gorgeous  accompaniments  of 
tragedy : — Shb  was  Tragedy  I  When  in  reading 
Macbeth  she  said,  "give  me  the  daggers  1**  they 
gleamed  before  our  eyes.  The  witch  scenes  in  the 
same  play  she  rendered  awfully  terrific  by  the 
magic  of  looks  and  tones ;  she  invested  the  weird 
sisters  with  all  their  own  infernal  fascinations ;  they 
were  the  serious,  poetical,  tragical  personages  which 
the  poet  intended  them  to  be,  and  the  wild  gro- 
tesque horror  of  their  enchantments  made  th^ 
blood  curdle.  When,  in  King  John,  she  came  to 
the  passage  beginning — 
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"If  the-midnight  bell, 
Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  note,"  &c. 

I  remember  I  felt  every  drop  of  blood  pause,  and 
then  run  backwards  through  •  my  veins  with  an 
overpowering  awe  and  horror.  No  scenic  repre- 
sentation I  ever  witnessed  produced  the  hundredth 
part  of  the  effect  of  her  reading  Hamlet.  This 
tragedy  was  the  triumph  of  her  art.  Hamlet  and 
his  mother,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  were  all  there  before 
tis.  Those  who  ever  heard  her  give  Ophelia's  reply 
to  Hamlet, 

Hamlet.    I  loved  you  not. 
Ophelia,   I  was  the  more  deceived  l 

aittd  the  lines — 

And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched. 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows,  &c. 
« 
will  never  foi^et  their  exquisite  pathos.    What  a 
revelation  of  love  and  woe  was  there  ! — ^the  very 
iieart  seemed  to  break  upon  the  utterance. 

Lear  was  another  of  her  grandest  efforts ;  but 
her  rare  talent  was  not  confined  to  tragedy  ;  none 
could  exceed  her  in  the  power  to  conceive  and 
render  witty  and  humorous  character.  I  thought 
I  had  never  understood  or  fdt  the  comic  force  of 
such  parts  as  Polonius,  Lucio,  Gratiano,  and 
Shakspeare's  clowns,  till  I  heard  the  dialogue  from 
her  lips :  and  to  hear  her  read  the  Merchant  of 
Venice  and  As  You  Like  It,  was  hardly  a  less  per- 
fect treat  than  to  hear  her  read  Macbeth. 
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•  The  following  stort  extract  from  a  letter  of  Mm. 
Joanna  Baillie,  dated  about  a  year  before  ^e 
death  of  Mrs.  Siddons  will,  I  am  persuaded*  be 
read  vith  a  double  interest,  for  her  sakB  who 
penned  it,  not  less  than  hers  who  is  the  sul^ect 
of  it  ^ 

"The  most  agreeable  thing  I  have  to  begin 
with,  is  a  visit  we  paid  last  week  to  Mrs.  Siddons. 
We  had  met  her  at  dinner  at  Mr.  Eogers's  a  few 
days  before,  and  she  kindly  adced  ns,  our  hostr 
and  his  sister,  the  Thursday  following^  an  invita" 
tion  which  we  gladly  accepted,  though  we  *  ex- 
pected to  see  much  decay  in  her  powers  of  ex- 
pression, and  consequently  to  have  our  pleasure 
mingled,  with  pain.  Judge  then  of  our  delight 
when  we  heard  her  read  the  best  scenes  of  Hamlet^ 
with  expression  of  countenance,  voice,  and  action, 
that  would  have  done  honor  to  her  best^ays !  She 
was  before  us  as  an  unconquerable  creature,  over 
whose  astonishing  gifts  of  nature  time  had  no 
power.*  She  complained  of  her  vcsce,  Yrhkk  sba 
said  was  not  obedient  to  her  will ;  bat  it  appearod 
to  my  ear  to  be  peculiarly  trme  to  nature,  and  the 
more  so,  because  it  had  lost  that  deep  solemnity  of 
tone  which  she,  perhaps,  had  considered  as  aa  ex- 
cellence. I  thought  I  coold  trace  ik  t^e  pity  aad 
tenderness,  mixed  with  her  awe  of  the  ghosts  tJbe 


*  <'  For  time  hath  laid  his  hand  so  gently  on  her 
As  he  too  had  been  awed.'' 

Bi  Mionvomr. 
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natural  feelinga  of  one  who  had  lost  dear  friends, 
and  expected  to  go  to  them  soon ;  and  her  reading 
of  that  scene,  (the  noblest  which  dramatic  art  ever 
achieved,)  went  to  my  heart  as  it  had  never  done 
b^^.  At  the  end,  Mr.  Rogers  very  justly  said, 
*  Oh,  that  we  could  have  assembled  a  company  of 
young  people  to  witness  this,  that  they  might  have 
conveyed  the  memory  erf"  it  down  to  another  gener- 
ation !'  In  short,  we  left  her  fuir  of  admiration, 
as  well  as  of  gratitude,  that  she  had  made  such  an 
estertion  to  gratify  so  small  an  audience ;  for,  ex- 
dufflve  of  her  own  family,  we  were  but  five." 

She  continued  to  exercise  her  power  of  reading 
and  reciting  long  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  even 
tfll  within  a  few  days  of  her  death,  although  her 
health  had  long  been  in  a  declining  state.*  She 
died  at  length  on  the  8th  of  June,  1881,  after  a 
few  hours  of  acute  suffering.  She  had  lived  nearly 
seventy-six  years,  of  which  forty-six  were  spent  in 
the  constant  presence  and  service  of  the  pubfic. 
She  was  an  honor  to  her  profession,  which  was 
more  honored  and  honorable  in  her  person  and 
family  than  it  ever  was  before,  or  will  be  hereafler, 
tat  the  stage  becomes  something  very  different 
from  what  it  now  is. 

And,  since  it  has  pleased  some  writers  (who 
apparently  knew  as  little  of  her  real  situation  as  of 
her  real  character)  to  lament  over  the  misfortune 
of  this  celebrated  woman,  in  having  survived  all 

*  The  laat  play  she  read  aloud  wm  Henry  V.  only  ten  days  be- 
fore she  died 
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her  children,  &c.  &c.,  it  may  be  interesting  to  add 
that,  a  short  time  before  her  death,  she  was  seaited 
in  a  room  in  her  own  house,  when  about  thirty 
of  her  young  relatives,  children,  grandehildr^ri, 
nephews  and  nieces,  were  assembled,  and  locked 
on  while  they  were  dancing,  with  great  and  evi- 
dent pleasure  :  and  that  her  surviving '  daughter, 
Cecilia  Siddons,*  who  had  been,  for  many  years, 
the  inseparable  friend  and  companion  of  her 
mother,  attended  upon  her  with  truly  filial  devo- 
tion and  reverence  to  the  last  moment  of  existence. 
Her  admirers  may,  therefore,  console  themselves 
with  the  idea  that  in  "  love,  obedience,  troops  of 
friends,"  as  well  as  affluence  and  &sne,  she  had 
"  all  that  should  accompany  old  age."  She  died 
full  of  years  and  honors ;  having  enjoyed,  in  hef 
long  life,  as  much  glory  and  prosperity  as  any  moi^ 
tal  could  expect:  having  imparted  more  intense 
and  general  pleasure  iihan  ever  mortal  did ;  and 
having  paid  the  tribute  of  mortality  in  such  suffer- 
ing and  sorrow  as  wait  on  the  widowed  wife  and 
the  bereaved  mother.  If  with  such  rare  natural 
gifts  were  blended  some  human  infirmities ; — if  the 
cultivation  of  the  imaginative  far  Above  the  per- 
ceptive faculties,  hazarded  her  individual  happi- 
ness ; — ^if  in  the  course  of  a  professional  career  of 
unexampled  continuance  and  splendor,  the  love 
of  praise  ever  degenerated  into  the  appetite  for 
applause; — ^if  the  worshipped  actress  languished 

*  Now  Birs.  George  Combe. 
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out  of  her  atmosphere  of  incense, — is  this  to  be 
made  matter  of  wonder  or  of  ill-natured  comment? 
Ddd  ever  any  human  being  escape  more  intacte  in 
person  and  mind  from  the  fiery  furnace  of  popular 
admiration  ?  Let  us  remember  the  severity  of  the 
ordeal  to  which  she  was  exposed ;  the  hard  lot  of 
those  who  pass  their  lives  in  the  full-noon  glare  of 
public  observation,  where  every  speck  is  noted  I 
What  a  difference  too,  between  the  aspiration  after 
immortahty  and  the  pursuit  of  celebrity! — The 
noise  of  distant  and  future  fame  is  like  the  sound 
of  the  far-off  sea,  and  the  mingled  roll  of  its  multi- 
tudinous waves,  which,  as  it  swells  on  the  ear,  ele- 
.Yates  the  soul  with  a  sublime  emotion ;  but  present 
.and  loud  applause,  flung  continually  in  one's  face, 
is  like  the  noisy  dash  of  the  surf  upon  the  rock, — 
and  it  requires  the  fimmess  of  the  rock  to  bear  it 
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OF 

FXNNT  KEMBLE 

IN  JULIET.- 

IirrRODUCTION  AND  NOTES  TO  MR.  JOHN  HAYTER*8 
SKETCHES  OF  FANNT  KEMBLE,  IN  THE  CHARACTER 
OF  JUtlET.* 

'*  Mbn  place  a  lei  che  Innumerabll  ttirba 
Ylrtk  in  atto  di  taor,  morta  di  dentoo, 
Le  applauda  a  caso,  e  mano  a  man  peronota; 
Ne  si  rallegra  se  le  rozzi  roci 

Yolgano  a  lei  quelle  inflniti  lodi 

Ma  la  {KMuanaa  del  diTino  ingegno, 

Vita  di  dentro." 

It  would  be  doing  an  injustice  to  the  author  of 
these  sketches,  and  something  worse  than  injustice 
to  her  who  is  the  subject  of  them,  should  more  be 
expected  than  the  pencil  could  possibly  convey, 
and  more  required  than  the  artist  ever  intended  lo 
execute.  Their  merit  consists  in  their  fidelity,  as 
far  as  they  go ;  their  interest  in  conveying  a  lively 
and  distinct  idea  of  some  immediate  and  transient 

•  Theee  sketcbea,  once  intended  for  publication,  ara  now  in 
the  possession  of  Lord  Francis  Egerton.  The  introduction  and 
notes  were  written  in  March,  1880— the  conclusion  in  March, 
1884. 
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effects  of  grace  and  expression.  They  do  not 
assume  to  be  portraits  of  Miss  Kemble ;  they  are 
merely  a  series  of  rapid  outlines,  caught  from  her 
action,  and  exhibiting,  at  the  first  glance,  just  so 
much  of  the  individual  and  peculiar  character  she 
has  thrown  into  her  impersonation  of  Juliet,  as  at 
once  to  be  rec(^nized  by  those  who  have  seen  her. 
To  them  alone  these  isolated  passages — linked  to- 
gether in  the  imagination  by  all  the  intervening 
graces  of  attitude  and  sentiment,  by  the  recollec- 
tion of  a  countenance  where  the  kindled  soul  looks 
put  through  every  feature,  and  of  a  voice  whose 
tones  tremble  into  one's  very  heart — will  give  some 
faint  reflection  of  thi^  effect  produced  by  the  whole 
of  this  beautiful  piece  of  acting,— or  rather  of 
nature,  for  here  "  each  seems  either."  It  will  be 
allowed,  even  by.  the  most  enthusiastic  lover  c^ 
painting,  that  the  merely  imitative  arts  can  do  but 
feeble  justice  to  the  powers  of  a  fine  actress ;  for 
what  graphic  skill  can  fix  the  evanescent  shades 
of  feeling  as  they  melt  one  into  another  ? — 

"  What  fine  chisel  could  ever  yet  cut  breath?  '» 

— and  yet  even  those  who  have  not  witnessed  and 
may  never  witness  Miss  Kemble's  performance,  to 
wbom  her  name  alone  can  be  boi^  through  long 
intervals  of  space  and  time,  will  not  regard  these 
little  sketches  without  curiosity  and  interest  If 
any  one  had  thought  of  transferring  to  paper  a 
connected  series  of  some  of  the  awe-commanding 
gestures  of  Mrs.  Siddons  in  one  of  her  great  parts ; 
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or  caught  (flying)  some  of  the  inimitable  graces  of 
movement  and  attitude,  and  sparkling  effects  of 
manner,  with  which  Mrs.  Charles  Kemble  once 
enchanted  the  world,  with  what  avidity  would 
they  now  be  sought ! — ^they  would  have  served  ^ 
studies  for  their  successors  in  art  to  the  end  of 
time. 

All  the  fine  arts,  poetry  excepted,  possess  a 
limited  range  of  power.  Painting  and  sculpture 
can  convey  none  of  the  graces  that  belong  to 
movement  and  sound:  music  can  suggest  vague 
Bentuqaents  and  feelings,  but  it  cannot  express  inci- 
dent, or  situation,  or  form,  or  colour.  Poetry  alone 
grasps  an  unlimited  sceptre,  rules  over  the  wh<de 
visible  and  intellectual  universe,  and  knows  no 
bounds  but  those  of  human  genius.  And  it  is 
here  that  tragic  acting,  considwed  in  its  perfec- 
tion, and  in  its  relation  to  the  fine  arts,  is  allied  to 
poetry,  or  rather  is  itself  living,  breathing  poetry ; 
made  sensible  in  a  degree  to  the  hardest  and  dull- 
est minds,  seizing  on  the  dormant  sympathies  of 
our  nature,  and  dismissing  us  again  to  the  cares  of 
this  "  working-day  world,"  if  not  very  much  wiser, 
or  better,  or  happier,  at  least  enabled  to  digest 
with  less  bitterness  the  mixture  of  our  -good  and 
evil  days.         ^     . 

But  in  the  midst  of  the  just  enthusiasm  which 
a  great  actor  or  actress  excites,  so  long  as  they 
exist  to  minister  to  our  delight ; — in  the  midst  of 
that  atmosphere  of  light  and  life  they  shed  around 
them,  it  is  a  common  subject  of  repining  that  such 
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glorjr  should  be  so  transient ;  that  an  art  requiring 
ifi  it^  perfection  sucli  a  rare  combination  of  mental 
^nd  external  qualities,  can  leave  behind  no  perma- 
nent monument  of  its  own  excellence,  but  must  de- 
pend on  the  other  fine  arts  for  all  it  can  claim  of 
immortality:  that  Garriok,  for  instance,  has  be- 
come a  name — no  more — ^his  fame  the  echo  of  an 
echo  I  that  Mrs.  Siddons  herself  has  bequeathed  to 
posterity  only  a  pictured  semblance ; — that  when 
the  voice  of  Pasta  is  heard  no  longer  upon  earth, 
the  utmost  pomp  of  words  can  only  attest  her 
powers!  The  painter  and  the  poet,  struggling 
through  obscurity  to  the  heights  of  fame,  and  con- 
suming a  life  in  the  pursuit  of  (perhaps)  posthu- 
mous celebrity,  may  say  to  the  sublime  actress, — 
"  Thou  in  thy  generation  hast  had  thy  meed ;  we 
have  waited  patiently  for  ours ;  thou  art  vanished 
like  a  lost  star  from  the  firmament,  into  the  '  un- 
comfortable night  of  nothing';  we  have  left  the 
light  of  our  souls  behind  us,  and  survive  to  '  bless- 
ings and  eternal  praise  !  * "  And  why  should  it 
not  be  so  ?  Were  it  otherwise,  the  even-handed 
distribution  of  the  best  gifts  of  Heaven  among  fa- 
vored mortals  might  with  i^ason  be  impugned. 
Shall  the  young  spirit  "  dampt  by  the  necessity  of 
oblivion  "  disdain  what  is  attainable  because  it  can- 
not grasp  all  ?  Conceive  for  a  moment  the  situa- 
tion of  a  woman,  in  the  prime  an^  bloom  of  exist- 
ence, with  all  her  youthful  enthusiasm,  her  unworn 
feelings  fresh  about  her,  privileged  to  step  forth  for 
a  short  space  out  of  the  bounds  of  common  life, 
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without  o'eratep^Mug  the  modesty  of  her  ^unitiine 
nature,  permitted  to  cast  off  for  a  while,  unre- 
proved  and  unrestrained,  the  conyentional  tram- 
mels of  form  and  manner;  and  called  upoci  to 
realize  in  her  own  presence  and  person  the  divitt- 
est  dreams  of  poetry  and  romance ;  to  send  forth 
in  a  word — a  glance, — the  electrw  flash  which  is 
felt  through,  a  thousand  bosoms  at  once,  till  every 
heart  beats  the  same  measure  widi  her  own  I  Is 
there  nothing  in  all  this  to  countervsdl  the  dangers, 
the  evils,  and  the  vicissitudes  attendant  on  this 
splendid  and  public  exercise  of  talent  ?  It  may 
possibly  become,  in  time,  a  thing  of  hal»tude;  it 
may  be  degraded  into  a  mere  besoin  de  Vanumr 
propre — ^a  necessary,  yet  palling  excitement :  bnt 
in  its  outset  it  is  surely  a  triumph  far  beyond  tiie 
]|}ere  intoxication  of  personal  vanity ;  and  to  the 
very  last,  it  must  be  deemed  a  magnificent  and  an 
enviable  power. 

It  was  difficult  to  select  for  graphic  delineation 
any  particular  points  from  ACss  Kemble's  repre- 
sentation o£  Juliet  These  drawings  may  not, 
perhaps,  justify  the  enthusiasm  she  excited:  but  it 
ought  to  add  to  their  value  rather  than  detract 
from  it,  that  the  causes  of  their  imperfection  com- 
prehend the  very  foundation  on  which  the  present 
and  future  celebrity  of  this  young  actress  may  be 
stud  to  rest  In  the  first  place,  the  power  by  which 
she  seized  at  once  on  public  admiration  and  B}mi- 
pathy,  was  not  derived  from  any  thing  external  It 
was  not  founded  in  the  splendor  of  her  hereditay^- 
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pretensions,  though  in  them  there  was  much  to 
•fascinate :  nor  in  the  departed  or  fading  glories  of 
her  race :  nor  in  the  remembrance  of  her  mother 
-—once  tjie  young  Euphrosyne  of  our  stage  r  nor 
in  the  name  and  high  talent  of  her  father,  with 
whom,  it  was  once  feared  the  poetical  and  classical 
school  of  acting  was  destined  to  perish  from  the 
scene :  nor  in  any  mere  personal  advantages,  for 
in  these  she  has  been  excelled, — 

"  Though  on  her  eyelids  many  graces  sit 
Under  the  shadow  of  those  even  brows:" 

nor  in  her  extreme  youth,  and  delicacy  of  figure, 
which  tell  so  beautifully  in  the  character  of  Juliet : 
nor  in  the  acclaim  of  public  favor — 

"  To  have  all  eyes 
Dazzled  with  admiration,  and  all  tongues 
Shouting  loud  praises ;  to  rob  every  heart 
Of  love— 
This  glory  round  about  her  hath  thrown  beams.'* 

But  sttch  glory  has  circled  other  brows  ere  now, 
and  left  them  again  "  shorn  of  their  beams."  No ! 
her  success  was  founded  on. a  power  superior  to 
all  these — ^in  the  power  of  genius  superadded  to 
that  moral  interest  which  claimed  irresistibly  the 
best  sympathies  of  her  audience.  The  peculiar 
circumstances  and  feelings  which  brought  Miss 
Kemble^fore  the  pubKc,  contrary  (as  it  is  under- 
stood) to  all  the  previous  wishes  and  intentions  of 
hep  parents,  were  such  as  would  have  justified  less 
31 
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decided  talent, — ^honorable  to  herddf  axid  to  li^ 
family.  The  feeling  eotertained  towatttis  ker  on* 
this  score  was  vea^y  deligfatfol ;  it  was  a  speoies  of 
homage,  which,  like  ike  quality  of  mercy,  was 
*^  twice  blessed ;  *'  blessmg  those  who  gave  and  fa^* 
who  received.  It  produced  a  feeHng  between  hei^ 
self  and  the  public,  which  mere  admin^on  on  the 
one  hand,  and  gratified  vanity  on  the  other,  ooaM 
not  have  excited.  She  8tit>ngly  felt  this,  and  no 
change,  no  reverse,  diminished  her  fueling  of  the 
kindness  with  which  she  had  once  been  received ; 
but  her  own  fervid  genius  and  sensibility  did  as 
much  for  her.  She  was  herself  a  poetess;  h&c 
mind  claimed  a  natural  affinity  with  sdl  that  is 
feeling,  passionate,  and  imaginative ;  not  her  voioe 
only,  but  her  soul  and  ear  were  attuned  to  the 
harmony  of  verse ;  and  hence  she  gave  forth  the 
poetry  of  such  parts  as  Juliet  and  Portia  with  an 
intense  and  familiar  power,  as  though  every  line 
and  sentiment  in  Shakspeare  had  be^n  early  trans- 
planted into  her  heart, — ^had  long  been  brooded 
over  in  silence, — ^watered  with  her  tearSj-'-to  burst 
forth  at  last,  like  the  spontaneous  and  native 
growth  of  her  own  soul.  An  exceUent  cndc  of  our 
own  day  has  said,  that  "  po^ioal  enthusiasm  is  the 
rarest  faculty  among  players : "  if  so,  it  cannot  be 
too  highly  valued.  Fanny  Kemble  possessed  tiiis 
rare  faculty ;  and  in  it,  a  power  that  cannot  be 
taught,  or  analyzed,  or  feigned,  or  pi*t  orf  and  off 
with  her  tragic  drapery ; — ^it  pervaded  all  she  was 
called  upon  to  do.    It  was  this  which  in  the  €h!«dBA 

Digitized  by  Google 


PAJTNY   KBMBLB   IN  JULIET.  483 

Daughter  made  ber  look  and  step  so  like  a  young 
Mose^,  whiok  enabled  her,  by  a  single  glance — a 
tone — a  gesture — ^to  elevate  the  character  far  above 
the  language — and  exalt  the  most  common-place 
declamation  into  power  and  passion.  The  indis- 
putable fact,  that  she  appeared  on  the  stage  without 
any  previous  study  or  tuition,  ought  in  justice  to 
her  to  be  generally  known ;  it  is  most  certain  that 
she  was  not  nineteen  wheli  she  made  her  first 
appearance,  and  that  mx  weeks  before  her  debut 
there  was  no  more  thoi^ht  of  her  becoming  an 
actress,  than  of  her  becoming  an  empress.  The 
assertion  must  appear  superfluous  to  those  who 
have  seen  her ;  for  what  teaching,  or  what  artificial 
aids,  could  endue  her  with  the  advantages  just 
described  ? — ^**  unless  Philosophy  could  make  a  Ju- 
liet!" or  what  power  of  pencil,  though  it  were 
dipped  in  the  rainbow  and  tempered  in  the  sun- 
beams, could  convey  this  bright  intelligence,  or 
justify  the  enthusiasm  with  which  it  is  hauled  by 
her  audience  ?  There  is  a  second  difliculty  which 
the  ai*tist  has  had  to  contend  with,  not  less  honorar 
ble  to  the  actress ;  the  <5harm  of  her  impersonation 
of  Juliet  consisted  not  so  much  in  any  particular 
points,  as  in  the  general  conception  of  the  whole 
part,  and  in  the  sustained  preservation  and  gradual 
development  of  the  individual  character,  from  the 
first  scene  to  the  last.  Where  the  merit  lies  in  the 
beautiful  gradations  of  feeling,  succeeding  each 
other  like  waves  of  the  sea,  till  the  flood  of  passion 
swells  and  towers  and  sweeps  away  all  perceptible 
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distinctions,  the  pencil  must  necessarily  be  at  fault; 
for  as  Madame  de  Stael  says  truly,  **  rinexprim/abl^ 
est  precisement  ce  qu^un  grand  acteur  nous  fait 
connaitre" 

The  first  drawing  is  taken  from  the  scene  in 
which  Juliet  first  appears.  The  actress  has  little 
to  do,  but  to  look  the  character ; — ^that  is,  to  convey 
the  impression  of  a  gentle,  graceful  girl,  whose 
passions  and  energies  lie  folded  up  within  her,  like 
gathered  lightning  in  the  summer  cloud;  all  her 
afiections  "  soft  as  dews  on  roses,"  which  must  ere 
long  turn  to  the  fire-shower,  and  blast  her  to  the 
earth.  The  moment  chosen  is  immediately  after 
Juliet's  expostulation  to  her  garrulous  old  nurse — 
"  I  pr*ythee,  peace ! " 

The  second,  third,  and  fourth  sketches  are  all 
from  the  masquerade  scene.  The  manner  in  which 
Juliet  receives  the  parting  salutations  of  the  guests 
has  been  justly  admired; — nothing  is  denied  to 
genius  and  taste,  aided  by  natural  grace,  else  it 
might  have  been  thought  impossible  to  throw  so 
much  meaning  and  sentiment  into  so  common  an 
action.  The  first  curtsy  is  to  Benvolio.  The 
second,  to  Mercutio,  is  distinctly  marked,  as  though 
in  him  she  recognized  the  chosen  friend  of  Bomea 
In  the  third,  to  Romeo  himself,  the  bashful  sinking 
of  the  whole  figure,  the  conscious  drooping  of  the 
eyelids,  and  the  hurried,  yet  graceful  recovery  of 
herself  as  she  exclaims — 

"  Who's  he  that  follows  there  that  would  not  dance?  '  - 
Go  ask  his  name  I  " 
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wWch  19  the  subject  of  the  third  sketch;  and  lastly, 
the  tone  in  which  she  gave  the  succeeding  lines — 

"  If  he  bo  married, 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  weddiug-bed !  " 

which  seems,  in  its  deep  quiet  pathos,  to  anticipate 
"some  consequence  yet  hanging  in  the  stars," — 
form  one  unbroken  series  of  the  most  beautiful  and 
heartfelt  touches  of  nature.  The  fourth  sketch  is 
fix>m  the  conclusion  of  the  same  scene,  where 
Juliet,  with  reluctant  steps  and  many  a  lingering 
lo<^  back  on  the  portal  through  which  her  lover 
has  departed,  follows  her  nurse  out  of  the  banquet- 
room. 

The  two  next  drawings  are  from  the  balcony 
scene,  which  has  usually  been  considered  the  crite- 
rion of  the  talent  of  an  actress  in  this  part  The 
first  represents  the  action  which  accompanied  the 
line — 

"  By  whose  direction  found' et  thou  out  this  place?" 

The  second  is  the  first  "  Good  night ! " 

"  Sweet,  good  night ! 
This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower,  when  next  we  meet." 

Fanny  Kemble's  conception  of  character  and 
sentiment  in  this  scene  was  peculiarly  and  entirely 
her  own.    Juliet,  as  she  properly  felt,  is  a  young 
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impassioaed  Italian  gid,  wlio  has  flnng  her  heart, 
and  soul,  and  exktenee  upon  one  east 

**  She  was  not  made 
Tbro'  jesrs  or  moons  the  mner  weight  to  bear. 
Which  colder  hearts.endure  till  they  are  laid 
By  age  in  earth." 

In  this  view,,  the  pretty  coyness,  the  playful  coquet- 
terie,  which  has  sometimes  been  thrown  intx>  the 
balcony  scene,  by  way  of  making  an  effect,^  is  out 
of  place,  and  false  to  the  poetry  and  feeling  of  the 
part;  but  in  Fanny  Kemble's  delineation,  the 
earnest,  yet  bashM  tenderness;  the  timid,  yet 
growing  confidence ;  the  gradual  swelling  of  emo- 
tion from  the  depths  of  the  heart,  up  to  ^at  fine 
burst  of  enthusiastic  passion — 

"  Swear  by  thy  gracious  self^ 
That  art  the  god  of  my  idolatry. 
And  ruUeUeve  thee!" 

were  all  as  true  to  the  situation  and  sentiment, 
as  they  were  beantifiilly  and  delicately  conveyed. 
The  whole  of  the  speech,  "  Thou  knoVst  the  miai^ 
of  night  is  on  my  face,**  was  in  truth  "  like  soft^ 
music  to  attending  ears,"  from  the  exquisite  and 
variouB  modulation  of  voice  with  .which  it  was 
uttered.  Perhaps  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and 
entirely  original  points  in  tJM  whole  seene,  was 
the  accent  and  gesture  vitii  irhich  shie  gave  HtQ 
Hikes — 
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"  Romeo,  doff  thy  name; 
And  for  that  name^  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take — all  myself  I " 

The  grace  and  abcmdon  in  the  manner,  and  the 
softness  of  accent,  which  imparted  a  new  and 
charming  effect  to  this  passage,  cannot  be  expressed 
in  words;  and  it  was  so  delicately  touched,  and  so 
transitory, — so  dependent,  Hke  a  beautiful  chord  in 
music,  on  that  which  prepared  and  followed  it,  that 
it  was  found  impossible  to  seize  and  fix  it  in  a 
drawing. 

From  the  first  scene  with  the  nurse,  two  draw- 
ings have  been  made.  The  idea  of  Juliet  discov- 
ered as  the  curtain  rises,  gazing  from  the  window, 
and  watching  for  the  return  of  her  confidante,  is 
perfectly  new.  The  attitude  (or  more  properly, 
one  of  her  attitudes,  for  they  are  various  as  they 
are  graceful  and  appropriate,)  is  given  in  the 
seventh  sketch,  and  the  artist  has  conveyed  it  with 
peculiar  grace  and  truth.  The  action  chosen  for 
the  eighth  drawing  occurs  immediately  after  Juliet's 
litde  moment  of  petulance,  (so  justly  provoked,) 
and  before  she  utters  ia  a  caressing  tone,  *^  Come, 
what  says   Romeo?"     The  first  speech  in  this 


"  0,  she  is  lame !  love*8  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 
Which  tea  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun^s  beams, 
Driving  baek  shadows  over  lowMng  hills  f 
Therefore  do  niiable-plnion'd  doves  draw  love. 
And  thisrefore  hath  the  wind-swift  Cupid  wings,** 

1^— and  the  soliloquy  in  the  second  scetfe  of  the  third 
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act,  "  Gallop  apace,  ye  fiery-footed  steeds ! " '  in 
which  there  is  no  particular  point  of  dramatic 
effect  to  be  made,  are  instances  of  that  innate  sense 
of  poetical  harmony,  which  enabled  her  to  impart 
the  most  exquisite  pleasure,  merely  by  her  feeling, 
graceful,  animated  delivery  of  these  beautiful  lines. 
The  most  musical  intonation  of  voice,  the  happiest 
emphasis,  and  the  utmost  refinement,  as  well  as  tli^ 
most  expressive  grace  of  action,  were  here  com- 
bined to  carry  passion  and  poetry  at  once  and 
vividly  to  the  heart:  but  this  perfect  triumph  of 
illusion  is  more  than  painting  could  convey. 

The  ninth  and  tenth  sketches  are  from  the  second 
scene  with  the  nurse,  called  in  theatrical  phrase 
"  the  Banishment  Scene."  One  of  the  grandest 
and  most  impressive  passages  in  the  whole  perform- 
ance was  Juliet's  reply  to  her  nurse. 

"  Nurse.  Shame  come  to  Romeo ! 

JuUet.  Blister'd  be  thy  tongue. 

For  such  a  wish !  he  was  not  born  to  shame: 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honor  may  be  crownM 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth." 

The  loftiness  of  look  and  gesture  with  which  she 
pronounced  the  last  line,  cannot  be  forgotten :  but 
the  effect  consisted  so  much  in  the  action  of  the 
arm,  as  Ae  stepped  across  the  stage,  and  in  the 
kindling  eye  and  brow,  rather  than  in  the  attitude 
only,  that  it  could  not  well  be  conveyed  in  a  draw- 
ing.    The  first  point  selected  is  from  the  passagef. 
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"  O  break,  my  heart ! — poor  bankrupt,  break  at 
once ! "  in  which  the  gesture  is  full  of  expressive 
and  pathetic  grace.  The  tenth  drawing  represents 
the  action  which  accompanied  her  exclamation, 
"  Tybalt  is  dead — ^and  Komeo — banished  ! "  The 
tone  of  piercing  anguish  in  which  she  pronounced 
the  last  word,  banished j  and  then  Ihrew  herself  into 
the  arms  of  her  nurse,  in  all  the  helplessness  of 
utter,  desolation,  formed  one  of  the  finest  passages 
in  her  performance. 

The  scene  in  which  the  lovers  part,  called  the 
Garden  Scene,  follows;  and  the  passage  selected 


"  Art  thou  gone  so,  my  love,  my  lord,  my  friend? 
1  must  hear  from  thee  every  day  i'  the  hour !  " 

The  subdued  and  tremulous  intonation  with  which 
all  the  speeches  in  this  scene  were  given,  as  thought 
the  voice  were  broken  and  exhausted  with  exces- 
sive weeping ;  and  the  manner  in  which  she  still, 
though  half  insensible  in  her  nurse's  arms,  signed 
a  last  farewell  to  her  husband,  were  among  the 
most  delicate  and  original  beauties  of  the  charac- 
ter. 

The  two  next  drawings  are  from  the  fifth  scene 
of  the  third  act  The  latter  part  of  this  scene  con- 
tained maffy  new  and  beautiful  touches  of  feeling 
which  originated  with  Miss  Kemble  herself.  It  is 
here  that  the  real  character  of  Juliet  is  first  devel- 
oped;— it  is  here  that,  abandoned  by  the  whole 
world,  and  left  to  struggle  alone  with  her  fearful 
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destiny,  the.  lu^^soaled  and  devofted  woman'  tfe^qs 
place  of  the  tender,  trembling  girl.  The  confidki^ 
helpless  angdush  mth  which  she  at  first  tJirovis  hei^ 
self  upon  her  nurse — ("  Some  comfort,  nnrse  ! ") 
-r-the  gradual/relaxing  of  her  esa^ace,  as  the  ^d 
woman  counsels  her  to  forget  Someo  and  many 
Paris — the  tone  in  which  she  utters  the  questbn — 

"  Speakes£  thou  from  thy  heart? 
Nurse,    From  my  soul  too. 
Or  else  beshrew  them  both  !** 

And  then  the  giathering  up  of  h^eirself  with  all  the 
majesty  of  offended  virtue,  as  she  pronounces  that 
grand  "Amenl" — ^the  effect  of  which  was  felt  in 

every  bosom ^these  were  revelations  of  beauly 

and  feeling  which  we  owed  to  Fanny  Kemble  alone. 
They  were,  points  which  had  never  before  baen  ^ 
or  conveyed  in  the  same  manner.  The  shrinking 
up  wholly  into  hei'self,  and  the  eonoenfaated  soocn 
with  which  she  uttered  the  lines— 

"(Jo,  counseDorl 
Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth  shall  be  twain!**' 

are  very  spiritedly  ^ven  in  the  fourteenth  dran^ 
ing. 

From  the  scene  with  the  friar,  in  the  fouiih  a^ 
the  action  selected  is  where  she  grasps  h§ir  poniard 
with  the  resolution  of  despair^^ 

"  Give  me  some  present  counsel ;  or,  behold^ 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpiro !  ** 
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.  One  of  the  most  origin^  effects  oi  feeling  and 
genius  in  the  whole  play  occurred  in  the  course  of 
this  seene ;  but,  unfortunately,  it  was  not  found 
susceptible  of  graphic  delineation.  It  was  the  pe- 
culiar manner  with  which  she  uttered  the  words — 

"  Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now  ? 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mass  ?  " 

The  question  in  itself  is  'nothing ;  but  what  a  vol- 
ume of  misery  and  dread  suapense  was  in  that  look 
with  which;  she  turned  firom  Paris  to  the  friar,  and 
the  tone  in  which  she  uttered  those  simple  words ! 
This  was  beyond  the  pencil's  art  to  convey,  and 
eould  but  be  feh  and  remembered.  The  next 
drawing  is  therefore  from  the  scene  in  which  she 
drinks  the  sleeping  potion.  The  idea  6f  speaking 
the  first  part  of  the  soliloquy  seated,  and  with  the 
calmness  of  one  settled  and  bent  up  "  to  act  a  dis- 
mal scene  alone,"  until  her  fixed  meditation  on  the 
fearfiil  issue,  and  the  horrible  images  crowding  on 
her  mind,  work  her  up  to  gradual  frenzy,  was  new, 
and  originated  with  Miss  Kemble.  The  attitude 
expressed  in  the  drawing — "  O  look,  methinks  I 
see  my  cousin's  ghost," — was  always  hailed  with  an 
excess  of  enthusiasm  of  which  I  thought  many 
parts  of  her  performance  far  more  deserving. 

The  eighteenth  sketch  is  from  the  sleeping  scene ; 
and  the  last  two  drawings  are  from  the  tomb  scene. 
The  merits  of  this  last  scene  were  chiefly  those  of 
attitude,  look,  and  manner ;  and  the  whole  were  at 
once  so  graceful  and  beautiM,  as  well  as  terribly 
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impres^Te,  that  they  afforded  some  refief  fVom  tJir 
horrors  of  the  situation,  and  the  ravings  of  Romeo. 
The  alteration  of  Shakspeare,  in  the  last  act,  is 
certainly  founded  on  the  historical  tale  of  the  Giu- 
lietta :  but  though  the  circumstances  are  borrowed 
yet  the  spirit  in  which  they  are  related  by  the  an- 
cient noveUst,  has  not  been  taken  into  considera* 
tion  by  those  who  manufactured  this  additional 
scene  of  superfluous  horror.*  .  In  Juliet's  deatl^ 
Miss  Kemble  seized  an  original  idea,  and  worked 
it  up  with  the  most  powerful  and  beautiful  'effect ; 
but  this  effect  consisted  not  so  much  in  One  atti- 
tude or  look,  as  in  a  progressive  series  of  action 
and  expression,  so  true — so  painfully  true,  that  as 
one  of  the  chief  beauties  was  the  rapidity  with 
which  the  whole  passed  from  the  fascinated  yet 
aching  sight — the  artist  has  relinquished  any  at>- 
tempt  to  fix  it  on  paper. 

«  «  « 

Fanny  Eemble  made  her  first  appearance  in  the 
character  of  Juliet,  October  6th,  1829,  and  bid  a 
last  farewell  to  her  London  audience  in  May,  1832 : 
during  these  three  years  she  played  through  a  very 
diversified  range  of  parts,  both  in  tragedy  and  high 
comedy .f    Sustained  by  her  native  genius  and  good 

*  The  alteration  and  intwpolatlons  are  bj  Garridc,  of  whom  it 
-was  said  and  believed,  that  '^  he  neyer  read  through  a  whole  play 
of  Shakspeare'a  except  with  some  nefiurions  dusign  of  cutting  and 
mangling  it." 

t  She  played  in  London  the  following  parts  sncoesSiTely  :— 
Juliet,  BelTidera,  the  Grecian  Daughter,  Mrs.  Beveriey,  Portia, 
Isabella,  Lady  Townly,  Calista,  Bianca,  Beatrice,  <:<MiBt«iH», ' 
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taste,  and  by  the  kindly  feeling  of  her  audience, 
ahe  could  not  be  said  to  have  failed  in  any,  not  even 
in  those  which  her  inexperience  and  extreme  youth 
rendered  premature^  to  say  the  least  She  never — 
except  in  one  or  two  instances* — had  a  voice  in  the 
selection  of  her  parts,  which,  I  think,  was  in  some 
cases  exceedingly  injudicious,  as  far  as  her  individ- 
ual powers  were  concerned.  I  know  that  she 
played  in  several  contrary  to  her  own  opinion, 
taste,  and  judgment,  and  from  a  principle  of  duty. 
Not  duty  only,  but  a  feeling  of  delicacy,  natural  to 
a  generous  mind,  which  disdained  the-  appearance 
of  presuming  on  her  real  power,  rendered  her  do- 
cile, in  some  instances,  to  a  degree  which  I  r^ret- 
ted  while  I  loved  her  for  it  She  had  a  perception 
of  some  of  the  traditional  absurdities  of  dress,  and 
ridiculous  technical  anomalies  of  theatrical  arrange- 
ments, which  she  had  not  power  to  alter,  and  which 
I  have  seen  her  endure  with  wondrous  good*  tem- 
per.   Had  she  remained  on  the  stage,  her  fine  taste 

Oamiola,  Lady  Teade,  Donna  Sol,  (in  Lord  Vrands  Bgerton'B 
translation  of  Hemani  when  played  before  the  queen  at  Bridge- 
water  House,)  Queen  Katherine,  Catherine  of  Cleves,  Louisa  of 
Saroy,  in  Francis  I.,  Lady  Macbeth,  Julia  in  the  Hunchback. 

*  !nie  only  parts  which,  to  my  knowledge,  she  chose  for  her- 
self, were  Portia,  Camiola,  and  JuUa  in  the  Hi^nchback.  She 
wtts  accused  of  having  declined  playing  Inez  de  Castro  in  Miss 
Mitford's  tragedy,  and  I  heard  her  repel  that  accusation  very 
indignantly.  She  added—*'  Setting  aside  my  respect  for  Miss 
Mitford,  I  never,  on  principle,  have  refused,  a  part.  It  is  my 
business  to  do  whatever  is  deemed  advantageous  to  the  whole 
concern,  to  do  as  much  good  as  I  can;  not  to  think  of  myself 
If  they  bid  me  act  Sombb,  I  would  act  it !  " 
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and  original  and  powerful  mind  would  have  carried 
tbe  pubtie  with  ber  in  some  things  winch  she  eon- 
t^nplated :  for  instance,  ^le  had  an  idea  of  restor- 
ing King  Lear,  as  originally  written  by  Sha^peare, 
and  playing  the  rettl  Cordelia  to  her  fal^er*^  Lear. 
When  left  to  her  own  judgment,  she -ever  thought 
more  of  what  was  woi^diy  and  beanti^l  in  itself, 
than  she  circulated  on  the  amount  of  Tulgar  ap- 
plause it  might  a;ttract,  or  Ihe  sums  it  mi^t  bring 
to  the  treasury.  Thus,  fin*  her  &*st  benefit  t^he 
played  Portia,  a  characcter  which  no  vain,  self-con- 
fklent  s^ta^ess  would  have  selected  for  such  an  occa- 
sion, because,  as  the  piay  is  now  performed,  the 
part  is  comparatively  short,  is  always  considered  of 
secondary  importance,  and  affords  but  few  effective 
points:  this  was  represented  to  iier;  but  she  per- 
sisted in  her  choice :  and  how  she  played  it  out  of 
her  own  heart  and  soul !  how  ^e  revelled  in  the 
poetry  of  the  part,  with  a  conscious  sense  and  on- 
joyment  of  its  beauty,  which  was  conBoounioated  to 
her  audience  1  Self,  after  the  first  tremor,  was  for- 
gotten, and  vanity  loet  in  ber  glowing  perception 
of  the  charm  of  the  character.  She  lamented  over 
every  beautiful  line  and  passage  which  had  been 
"  cut  out "  by  pro^e  hands.*    To  those  which  re- 

*  At  DrMden  and  at  Franklbrt  I  saw  the  Herebant  t>f  Tenkse 
played  as  it  stands  in  Shakspeaie,  with  all  the  stately  scenes 
between  Portia  and  her  suitors-^he  whole  of  the  ohataeter  of 
Jessica— the  loyely  moonlight  dialogue  between  Jessica  and  Lo- 
renao,  and  the  beantifol  speeches  giren  to  Portia,  all  which,  by 
snCferance  of  an  English  audience,  are  omitted  on  our  stage. 
When  1  confessed  to  some  of  the  great  German  critios,  ttiat  th« 
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mained,  the  rich  and  mellow  tones  of  her  voice 
gav^  added  power,  blending  with  the  music  of  the 
verse.  It  was  by  her  own  earnest  msh  that  she 
played  Camiola,  in  Masnnger's  Maid  of  Honor,  and 
this  was  certainly  one  of  her  most  exquisite  and 
most  finished  parts;  but  the  quiet  elegance,  the 
perfect  delicacy  of  the  delineation  were  never  ap- 
preciated. She  was  aware  of  ikia :  she  said,  "  The 
first  rows  of  the  pit,  and  the  first  few  boxes  will 
understfittid  me ;  for  the  rest  of  that  great  theatre, 
I  ought  to  play  as  they  paint  the  scenes— in  great 
splashes  of  black  and  white."  Bianca,  in  Mill- 
man's  Fazio,  was  another  of  her  finest  parts,  and 
as  it  contained  more  stage  «£^ct,  it  told  more  with 
the  public.  In  this  character  she  certainly  took 
even  her  greatest  admirers  by  surprise.  The  ex- 
pression of  slumbering  passion,  and  its  graduad 
development,  was  so  fervently  portrayed,  and  yet 
so  nicely  shaded ;  the  frenzy  of  jealousy,  and  the 
alienation  of  intellect,  so  admirably  discriminated, 
and  so  powerfully  given,  that  when  the  first  emo- 
tions had  subsided,  not  admiration  only,  but  wonder 
seized  upon  her  audience  :  nor  shall  I  easily  forget 
the  pale  composure  with  which  she  bore  this — one 
of  her  most  intoxicating  triumphs. 

Merohant  of  Venice,  Romeo,  and  JtOlet,  King  Le«^,  &c.  were  per- 
fo^^ed  in  England,  not  only  with  important  (miissions  of  the 
text,  but  with  absolute  alterations,  affecting  equally  the  truth  of 
character,  and  the  construction  of  the  stor}',  they  looked  at  me, 
at  first,  as  if  half  incredulous,  and  th^  peroeption  of  the  bar- 
barism,  as  well  as  the  absurdity,  was  so  fordbly  expreased  on 
their  countenances,  and  their  contempt  so  justifiable,  that  I  con- 
fyBB  I  felt  ashamed  for  my  countrymen. 
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In  Constance,  in  Queen  Katherine,  in  Lady 
Macbeth,  the  want  of  amplitude  and  maturity  of 
person,  of  physical  weight  and  power,  and  a  defi- 
ciency both  of  experience  and  self-confidence,  were 
against  her ;  but  her  conception  of  character  was 
so  true,  and  her  personal  resemblance  to  her  aunt 
so  striking,  in  spite  of  her  comparatively  diminutive 
features  and  figure,  that  one  of  the  best  and 
severest  of  our  dramatic  critics  said,  "it  was  Uke 
looking  at  Mrs.  Siddons  through  the  wrong  end  of 
an  opera-glass.'*  *  She  had  conceived  the  idea  of 
giving  quite  a  new  reading,  which  undoubtedly 
would  have  been  the  true  reading,  of  the  character 
of  Katherine  of  Arragon,  and  instead  of  placing 
it  with  the  splendid  poetical  coloring  in  which  Mrs. 
Siddons  had  arrayed  it,  bring  it  down  to  the  prosaic 
delineation   which   Shakspeare   really   gave,   and 

•  The  resemblance  was  in  the  brovr  and  eye.  When  she  wa« 
sitting  to  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence,  he  said,  "  These  are  the  eyes  <^ 
Mrs.  Siddons."  She  said,  <<You  mean  like  those  of  Mrs.  Sid- 
dons." "  No,"  he  replied,  "  they  are  the  same  eyes,  the  con- 
struction is  the  same,  and  to  draw  them  is  the  same  thing." 

I  have  eyer  been  at  a  loss  for  a  word  which  should  express  the 
peculiar  property  of  an  eye  like  that  of  Mrs.  Siddons,  which 
could  not  be  called  piercing  or  penetrating,  or  any  thing  that 
gives  the  idea  of  searching  or  acute ;  but  it  was  an  eye  which, 
in  its  softest  look,  and,  to  a  late  period  of  her  life,  went  straight 
into  the  depths  of  the  soul  as  a  ray  of  light  finds  the  bottom  oi 
the  ocean.  Once,  when  I  was  conversing  with  the  celebrated 
German  critic,  Biittigar,  of  Dresden,  and  he  was  describing  the 
person  of  Madame  Sohirmer,  after  floundering  in  a  sea  of  Eng- 
lish epithets,  none  of  which  conveyed  his  meaning,  he  at  last 
exclaimed  with  enthusiasm — ''Madame!  her  eye  was  perforgt- 
ing.'" 
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history  and  Holbein  have  transmitted  to  us ;  but 
the  experiment  was  deemed  too  hazardous;  and  it 
was  so.  The  public  at  large  would  never  have 
understood  it.  The  character  (^the  queen  mother, 
in  her  own  tragedy  of  Francis  I.,  was  another  part 
of  which  the  weight  seemed  to  overwhelm  her 
youthful  powers,  and  after  the  first  few  nights  she 
ceased  to  play  it. 

While  on  the  English  stage,  she  never  became 
so  far  the  finished  artist  as  to  be  independent  of 
her  own  emotions,  her  own  individual  sentiments. 
It  was  not  only  necessary  that  she  should  undeiv 
stand  a  character,  it  was  necessary  that  she  should 
feel  it  She  invariably  excelled  in  those  characters 
in  which  her  sympathies  were  awakened.  In 
Juliet,  in  Portia,  in  Camiola,  in  Juliei,,*  (perhaps 
the  most  popular  of  all  her  parts,)  and  I  believe  I 
may  add,  in  Bianca,  she  will  not  soon  or  easily  be 
surpassed.  For  the  same  reason,  if  she  could  be 
said  to  have  failed  in  any  part,  it  was  in  that  of 
Oalista,  which  she  abhorred,  and  never,  I  believe, 
could  comprehend.  Isabella  f  was  another  part 
which  I  think  she  never  really  felt;  she  never 
could  throw  her  powers  into  it.  The  bald  style 
and  the  prosaic  monotonous  misery  of  the  first  acts, 
in  which  her  aunt  called  forth  such  torrents  of 
tears,  wearied  her ;  though  the  tragic  of  the  situa- 
tions in  the  last  act  roused  her,  and  was  given  most 
effectively.     She  had  not,  at  the  time  she  took 

*  In  the  Hunchback.  f  In  the  Fatal  Marriage. 

32 
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leave  of  us,  conquered  the  mechanical  part  df  hear 
profession — the  last,  but  not  the  least  necessary 
department  of  her  art,  which  it  had  taken  her  aunt 
Siddons  seven  years,  and  Pasta  almost  as  long,  to 
achieve ;  she  was  too  much  under  the  influence  of 
her  own  nerves  and  moods  of  feeling ;  the  warm 
blushes,  the  hot  tears,  the  sob,  the  tremor,  were  at 
times  too  real.  After  playing  in  Mrs.  Beverly, 
Bianca,  and  Julia,  the  physical  suffering  and  ex- 
.  citement  were  sometimes  most  psdnful ;  and  the 
performance  of  Constance  actually  deprived  her 
of  her  hearing  for  several  hours,  and  rendered  her 
own  voice  inaudible  to  her ;  this,  it  will  be  allowed, 
was  paying  somewhat  dear  for  her  laurels,  even 
though  she  had  valued  them  more  than  in  truth  she 
ever  did. 

Fanny  Kemble,  as  one  of  a  gifted  race,  "  the 
latest  born  of  all  Olympus'  faded  hierarchy,"  had 
really  a  just  pride  in  the  professional  distinction  of 
her  family.  She  was  proud  of  being  a  Kemble, 
and  not  insensible  to  the  idea  of  treading  in  the 
steps  of  her  aunt.  But  she  had  seen  the  stage 
desecrated,  and  never  for  a  moment  indulged  the 
thought  that  she  was  destined  to  regenerate  it. 
She  felt  truly  her  own  position.  Her  ambition 
was  not  professional.  She  had  always  the  con- 
sciousness of  a  power— of  which  she  has  already 
given  evidence — ^to  ensure  to  herself  a  hi^er,  a 
more  real  immortality  than  that  which  the  stage 
can  bestow.  She  had  a  very  high  idea,  abstractedly, 
of  the  capabilities  of  her  art ;  but  the  native  «le- 
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gaaiQe  of  lier  mind,  her  poetical  temperament,  her 
profound  sense  of  the  serious  ideal,  rendered  her 
extremely,  and  at  times  painfully  sensitive,  to  the 
prosaic  drawbacks  which  attended  its  exercise  in 
public,  and  her  strong  understanding  showed  her 
its  possible  evils.  She  feared  for  the  effect  that 
incessant  praise,  incessant  excitement,  might  at 
length  produce  on  her  temper.  "  I  am  in  dismay," 
s^d  she,  (I  give  her  oton  words,)  "  when  I  think 
that  all  this  may  become  necessary  to  me.  Could 
I  be  sure  of  retaining  my  love  for  higher  and 
b^ter  occupations,  and  my  desire  for  a  nobler, 
though  more  distant  fame,  I  should  not  have  these 
apprehensions ;  but  I  am  cut  off  by  constant  labor 
from  those  pursuits  which  I  love  and  honor,  and 
neither  they,  nor  any  of  our  capabilities,  can  out- 
live long  neglect  and  disuse."  Thus  she  felt,  and 
thus  die  expressed  herself  at  the  age  of  twenty, 
and  even  while  enjoying  her  success  with  a  true 
gfrlish  buoyancy  of  spirit,  the  more  delightful,  the 
more  interesting,  inasmuch  as  it  seemed  to  tremble 
at  iteelf.  I  have  actually  heard  her  reproached 
for  not  being  sufficiently  elated  and  excited  by  the 
public  homage ;  but,  the  truth  is,  she  was  grateful 
for  praise,  rather  than  intoxicated  by  it — more 
pleased  with  her  success  than  proud  of  it.*     "  I 

*  I  recollect  being  present  when  some  one  was  repeating  to 
her  a  very  high-flown  and  enthusiastic  eulogy,  of  which  she  was 
the  subject.  She  listened  very  quietly,  and  then  said  with  in- 
describable naiveti — *' Perhaps  I  ought  to  blush  to  have  all 
these  things  thus  repe^fied  to  my  fiuse;  but  the  truth  is,  X  ca$t^ 
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dare  not,'' said  sbe^'^feel  all  I  cotdd  feel:  I  must 
watch  myself."  And  by  a  more  exact  atteatkm  to 
her  religions  duties,  and  by  giving  as  much  time 
as  pos^ble  to  the  cultivation  of  many  resources  and 
accomplishments,  she  endeavored  to  preserve  the 
command  over  her  own  faculties,  and  the  even 
balance  of  her  mind.  I  am  persuaded  that  this 
lofty  tone  of  feeling,  this  mixture  ci  self-subjection 
and  self-respect,  gave  to  her  general  deportment 
on  the  stage  that  indescribable  charm,  quite  apart 
&om  any  grace  of  person  or  action,  which  i^  who 
have  seen  her  must  have  felt,  and  none  can  have 
fergotten. 

And  now,  what  shall  I  say  more  ?  If  I  dared 
to  violate  the  sacredness  of  private  intercourse,  I 
could  indeed  say  muchr-^much  more.  That  she 
came  forward  and  devoted  herself  for  her  family 
in  times  of  trial  and  trouble — ^that  twice  she  saved 
them  from  ruin — that  she  has  achieved  two  for- 
tunes, besides  a  brilliant  feme,  and  by  her  taledts 
won  independence  for  herself  and  those  she  loved, 
— and  that  ^e  has  done  all  this  before  the  age  of 
five-and-twenty,  is  known  to  many ;  but  few  are 
aware  how  much  more  admirable,  more  respectable, 
than  any  of  her  mental  gifts  and  her  well-earned 
distinction,  were  the  moral  strength  with  which  she 


not.  I  cannot,  by  any  effort  ctf.  my  own  imagination,  see  vkj' 
self  as  people  speak  of  me.  It  gives  -no  refleetion  back  to  my 
mind.  I  cannot  fancy  myself  lUce  tbis.  All  I  can  ekariy 
understand  is,  that  you  and  erery  body  are  Teiy  modi  ptoMod, 
and  I  am  yery  glad  of  it  I " 
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sustained  the  severest  ordeal  to  wliich  a  youthful 
character  could  be  exposed;  the  simplicity  ivith 
which  she  endured — ^half  recoiling — the  incessant 
adulation  which  beset  her  from  morn  to  night  5  * 
her  self-oonmiand  in  success ;  her  gentle  dignity  in 
reverse ;  her  straightforward  integrity,  which  knew 
no  turning  nor  shadow  of  turning ;  her  noble  spirit, 
which  disdained  all  petty  rivalry;  her  earnest 
sense  of  religion,  *^  to  which  alone  she  trusted  to 
keep  her  right."  f  Suddenly  she  became  the  idol 
of  the  public  ;  suddenly  she  was  transplanted  into 
a  sphere  of  society,  where,  as  long  as  she  could 
administer  excitement  to  fashionable  inanity,  she 
was  worshipped.  She  carried  into  those  circles  all 
the  freshness  oi  her  vigorous  and  poetical  mind — 
ail  the  unworn  feelings  of  her  young  heart  So 
much  genuine  simplicity,  such  perfect  innocence 
.and  modesty,  allied  to  such  rare  powers,  and  to  an 
habitual  familiarity  with  the  language  of  poetry 
and  the  delineation  of  passion,  was  not  there  under- 
stood, or  rather,  was  rwis-understood— and  no 
wonder !     To  the  blasi  men,  the  vapid  girls,  and 

*  It  must  be  remembered  that  it  was  not  only  foshionable  in- 
ceniBe  and  public  applause;  it  was  the  open  enthusiastic  admira- 
tion of  such  men  as  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Sir  Thomas  lawreiice, 
Moore,  Rogers,  Campbell,  Barry  Cornwall,  and  others  of  great 
name,  who  brought  rich  flattery  in  prose  and  in  Terse,  and  laid 
it  at  her  feet.  Just  before  she  came  on  the  stage  she  had  spent 
about  a  year  in  Scotland  with  her  excellent  relative  and  friend 
Mrs.  Henry  Siddons,  and  always  referred  to  this  period  a.s  her 
"  Sabbatical  year,  granted  to  her  to  prepare  her  mind  and  princi- 
ples for  this  great  trial.'*^ 

t  Her  own  words. 
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artificial  women,  who  then  surrounded  her,  her 
generous  feelings,  *'  when  the  bright  soul  broke 
forth  on  every  side,'*  appeared  mere  acting ;  they 
were  indeed  constrained  to  believe  it  such ;  for  if 
for  a  moment  they  had  deemed  it  all  real,  it  must 
have  forced  on  them  comparisons  by  no  means 
favorable  to  themselves.  If,  under  these  circum- 
stances, her  quick  sensibility  to  pleasurable  emotion 
of  all  kinds,  and  her  ready  sympathy  with  all  the 
external  refinement,  splendor,  and  luxury  of  aris- 
tocratic life,  conspired  for  a  moment  to  dazzle  her 
imagination,  she  recovered  herself  immediately, 
and  from  first  to  last,  her  warm  and  strong  affec- 
tions, the  moral  texture  of  her  character ;  the  re- 
finement, which  was  as  native  to  her  mind,  "as 
fragrance  to  the  rose,"  remained  unimpaired. 
These — a  rich  dower — she  is  about  to  carry  into 
the  shades  of  domestic  life.  Another  land  will  be 
her  future  home.  By  another  name  shall  fame 
speak  of  her,  who  was  endeared  to  us  as  Fanny 
Kemble  ;  and  she,  who  with  no  steady  hand  pens 
this  slight  tribute  to  the  virtues  she  loved,  \Ads  to 
that  name — ^farewell ! 
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